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More than a building!

Look inside this week’s Chronicle for stories, poems,
prayers and tales from the marvellous people of St
Faith’s! Keep sending your stories, thoughts and ideas in!
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Tweaks
FROM CANON TOM
Welcome to a new inside cover of the Corona Chronicle. The Editor
(my present alter-ego) has decided to move the weekly summary of
service-links, suggestions for prayer and the like to a position just
before all the hymns and readings for the coming week.
Before you get stuck-in to this week’s smorgasbord of articles,
humour, letters and sermons, I just wanted to take a moment to
thank all of those who responded to last week’s slightly desperate
plea for new material. Bless you all, for the cascade of stuff which
arrived! There was, in fact, so much new material, that the Editor has
extended the size of this week’s edition to 36 pages, and there is still
more material waiting in his ‘squirrel pile’ to adorn the pages of
future editions.
I have particularly enjoyed the way that the Corona Chronicle
has provided a means for us all to get to know each other a little
better. Hasn’t it been lovely to read some of the thoughts and
memories that we’ve shared? Let’s keep up the writing of such
memoires, and the sharing of photos from our past.
I’m also very glad to announce that from now on, thanks to the
generosity of so many of you, we are able to ease Pauline West back
from part-time furlough, for a few more of her normal hours in
August. She will be using them to take some of the editorial load
from the Editor - and therefore from today, please send your
articles, letters, photos and jokes directly to ‘office@stfaith.com’ (or,
if on paper, post them through the Parish Office letterbox). The
Office is not yet open to visits by parishioners (mainly for safety
reasons), but it will be good to have Pauline back among us for more
hours per week. (She has already been able to return for a few hours
to help with printing and committee minutes, thanks to the
generosity of all parish donors).
THANK YOU!
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THIS WEEK: 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 “
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What’s in a name
FROM ALAN HAKIM (however you pronounce it! Ed.)
Having been sent to Bombay in 1964 by Thomas Cook at only three
weeks’ notice, I wondered who the staff there had expected to arrive
from London. In the 1960s, there were very few Hakims in the UK, but
plenty in the Middle East and India. In fact my family came from Egypt,
but nearly 200 years ago. We have lost the oriental look. My son Tim
looks more like a Viking.
There were quite a number of Christians working in the office.
Many of them had Portuguese names, but others came straight out of
the Bible, such as Jacob or Peter. This had an unexpected benefit when
going out on a cold sales call. We would send in our cards, Mr Hakim
and perhaps Mr Matthew, and by the time everyone had sorted out
which was the Indian and which the Englishman, the ice was always
broken.
The Portuguese names were not very varied. I remember one day
my phone rang, and a voice asked to speak to Mr da Souza. “Which
one?” I said, “we have five.” “Mr A da Souza.” “Which one?” I said, “we
have three.” Eventually he revealed what he was ringing about, and I
transferred him to Mr Aloysius da Souza, who dealt with Passports.
In England, Hakim is a difficult name, often misspelt (the best I
have had is the Devon variant, Haycombe) but in India it is easy, unlike
Smith or Jones. It has two possible pronunciations: “Hackeem”, a
medical man, or “Harkim”, a judge. Both very respectable professions. I
was surprised once when the counter clerk at my bank said the name
itself was a medical qualification, almost like MB. “You could set up a
dispensary in the evenings.”
Cooks provided me with lessons in Hindi, but I made little
progress. The Munshi, an elderly gentleman, would call at my flat to
teach me after work, but I had a tendency to go to sleep and learned
little vocabulary. At home, we had been the only Hakim in the phone
book, but in Bombay I was one of many. So when the phone rang, I left
it to Kalyan, my cook, to answer. Nearly always there followed a lively
discussion in Hindi, ending with him slamming down the phone saying
“Wrong number hai.” So at least I know the Hindi for ‘wrong number’.
Alan Hakim
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Pauline goes to a Lockdown wedding
From Pauline West - our Parish Secretary
Well, the day of our son's wedding was
upon us! Not quite as we had imagined
but the happy couple were determined
to go ahead and tie the knot despite the
restrictions.
The day dawned, bright and sunny as we
prepared ourselves for the event. What
does one wear for a lockdown wedding?
Should it be finery all round or smartcasual? The groom had assured us he
was wearing smart trousers with a shirt
and no tie or jacket. The Bride was
wearing a blush coloured dress she had
picked out to attend an upcoming family
wedding. We opted for Kevin (my husband) to wear a smart white
grandad shirt and suit trousers and I would opt for a flowery dress I
had recently modified. Our daughter Steph, who lives with us looked
lovely in a navy dress.
The traffic was light and we arrived at the venue on the outskirts of
Uxbridge in plenty of time, having picked up my sister and her
husband (our bubble family) along the way, so decided to stroll
around a nearby lake. We enjoyed watching the swans and cygnets
gliding gracefully through the water.
Eventually we made our way back to the venue and waited in the
empty car park for others to arrive. Our niece and nephew, who was
the best man, arrived with their partners making a total audience of 9.
I received a text to say the happy couple were delayed in traffic as
they had set off without the rings!! They had to return and collect
them. Would I give the registrar a message to say they were on their
way?
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The registrar arrived and made her way inside. With 10 minutes to go,
the bride and groom arrived with their maid of honour. They went in to
have a pre-wedding chat to the registrar and then we were invited to
enter the venue. We were all instructed to sanitise our hands prior to
entry and to seat ourselves away from the aisle and with a clear row
between each family set. The room was spacious for the 9 of us so we
had plenty of choice of where to sit.
Kevin was tasked with walking the bride down the aisle as her family
lived in Bulgaria and could not attend due to the travel restrictions. I had
been asked to film the ceremony on my phone so that the bride's family
could view it and I was a little worried that I would muck it up. The music
started and Kevin proudly walked beside the beautiful bride to present
her to our son. The ceremony was very sweet with a light-hearted banter
and much love and laughter. Before the signing of the register, the bride
and groom had to sanitise their hands and also the witnesses, while the
registrar and the administrator stood well back.
We took a few photos outside in the sun and were invited to attend a
socially distanced barbeque at the newly married couple's garden in
Shepherd's Bush.
The celebration was casual and fun with a happy family atmosphere.
Veggie burgers are not my idea of a wedding feast, but needs must! It
was lovely to sit outside and enjoy the company of our son and our new
daughter-in-law and our family. We left at 5pm for our journey home. An
emotional day.

The good news is that next year we will do it all again but this time the
bride will wear her wedding gown and the groom a suit and we will
celebrate with a proper crowd and with music and dancing and all the
usual accoutrements of a wedding. Something to look forward to... all
being well.
In the meantime, congratulations to Callum and Valentina, the new Mr &
Mrs West!
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For the Sisters and Lazarus of Bethany

Fr Tony Kemp, of Hayling Island, offers us another of his poetic
prayers, for yesterday’s feast of Mary, Martha and Lazarus
Lord, we give you thanks for the example of
Mary, Martha, and Lazarus;
For welcoming you, our Lord, into their Bethany home;
For while the birds had nests and the foxes their holes,
the Son of Man had nowhere to lay his head,
Until finding in Bethany a refuge, hospitality and communion.
We praise you for Martha
who offered him her attentive and fervent care;
For Mary who reached out with empathy,
and Lazarus whom Jesus loved.
Lord of the homeless,
may you find this openness of welcome
through the doors of our hearts;
And give us grace to receive you
and to take possession of our souls;
So that we may offer generous hospitality to you our God
as did Abraham and Sarah;
Who, unknowingly ministered to angels,
and feasted with you at the table of holiness.
May we welcome you into the dwelling place
of our inner beings, Father, Son and Holy Spirit;
To whom, and though whom,
and in whom we pray.
Amen
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The Search for Wisdom
Many kind comments have been received by readers who have appreciated
the chance to read previous week’s sermons in the Corona Chronicle.
(Perhaps they dropped off first time round?). So, this looks like it’s going to
be a regular feature!
1 Kings 3. 5-12
Matthew 13. 31-33 & 44-52
Today’s readings invite us to
consider
the
quest
for
Wisdom. First, we encountered
King Solomon, who rather than
ask for wealth or power first
asked God for wisdom. God was
pleased with this request, and in
what is, frankly, rather a
Trumpian
response,
told
Solomon that he would be given a ‘wise and discerning mind; no one like
you has been before you and no one like you shall arise after you’. Very
Donald Trump!
Then, in our Gospel reading, after a series of short parables about the
diligent search for the Kingdom, Jesus teaches his disciples with a rather
enigmatic phrase. He says, ‘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’. Jesus is telling his disciples that the
wise teacher of faith will use the best of the old knowledge, and combine it
with the new, in the task of bringing the Kingdom to pass. Wisdom requires
the acquisition and then the wise use of knowledge.
A key theme of Matthew’s Gospel is that Jesus is the living, breathing
personification of Divine Wisdom. The Hebrew Bible often sings hymns of
praise to Divine Wisdom, and, often, wisdom is given a personality. Take
for example, these lines from the first chapter of the book of Proverbs:
Wisdom cries out in the street;
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in the squares she raises her voice - {…}
‘How long, O simple ones, will you love being simple?
How long will scoffers delight in their scoffing
and fools hate knowledge?
I find these lines encouraging. They remind me that teachers and
writers throughout the ages have always despaired of how the mind of
the common man seems to work. Just like I do. Human beings have
always been subject to spin, fake news, and they have always acted on
instinct, rather than fact. Fools have always hated knowledge. And
they have always scoffed at those who do put in the hard work to find
out what is true and good and right. ‘What do these scientists
know?’. ‘Theologians? Pah!’
Four and a half centuries before Jesus, there was a famous man in
Greece, called Plato. He was a philosopher – a word made up of two
Greek words, ‘philia’, meaning love; and ‘sofia’ meaning wisdom. A
philosopher, then, is simply someone who loves wisdom. Plato had a
tremendous impact on his time, and in the centuries afterwards. His
thinking was widely known, and often quoted. I would be extremely
surprised if Jesus had never heard of him.
Plato offered the World a simple metaphor for the accumulation
of wisdom…the metaphor of a cave. Imagine, he said, that you were
born in a cave, facing the wall. And that this is the only life you had
ever known. On the wall of the cave in front of you were shadows of
things which you believed were real. Trees, houses, people. This was
your whole life. A tree was just a shadow of a tree. A house was just a
shadow of a house.
Imagine, then, said Plato, that one day something made you turn
around. To your surprise, you found that there are people standing
behind you, who are holding up wooden silhouettes of the trees, the
houses, and the people. Suddenly, your eyes have been opened. You
realise that there is a cause of the shadows. Your whole world-view has
shifted.
Then, said Plato, imagine that you notice the daylight, shining
behind the people with the silhouettes. Your enquiring mind has been
awakened…and so you make your way to the entrance of the cave. And
then, stepping into the sunlight, you find our exactly what a real tree
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looks like, and a real house, and real people.
You might be interested to know that Plato’s cave is the reason
why many Nativity scenes are shown in a cave. Jesus is shown as the
Divine Light, the Divine Wisdom, emerging from the Cave of human
ignorance and lazy thinking.
The Cave, suggested Plato, is a metaphor for the quest for
Wisdom on which we are all invited. It is a way of life, which anyone
can follow, just like the Way of Jesus. And it is a prize worth selling
everything you own to possess – just like the pearl of great price, or the
treasure hidden in the field of Jesus’ parables.
But isn’t Jesus talking about the Kingdom of Heaven, not wisdom
per se? Well, yes. But, the Kingdom of Heaven is first and foremost a
place in which Divine Wisdom reigns supreme.

It is Divine Wisdom, for example, which teaches us that in giving
things away, we accumulate great wealth. Or as I said a few
weeks ago in the Corona Chronicle, ‘true wealth is what you find
you have left when all your possessions have been taken
away’. (You might want to think about that one, for a moment).

It is Divine Wisdom which teaches us that forgiveness is the only
way to deal with hatred.

It is Divine Wisdom which teaches us that God’s voice is best
heard in silence.

It is Divine Wisdom which teaches us that servants make the best
leaders.

It is Divine Wisdom which gives us a King who has a Cross as his
throne.
The Kingdom of Heaven is an upside down place. There is almost
nothing in the Kingdom which feels normal to a society which values
hatred, greed, fake news, celebrity, and worldly power. That’s why it is
such a hard message to communicate to the world.
Wisdom cries out in the street;
in the squares she raises her voice - {…}
‘How long, O simple ones, will you love being simple?
How long will scoffers delight in their scoffing
and fools hate knowledge?
Amen.
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Letters to the Editor
Sheilah Legg has put finger to keyboard in response to a sermon she read
in the Rector’s new book, Scribblings, on page 24, called ‘Bread and
Circuses’. Sheilah was intrigued by the Rector’s discussion of the reality (or
otherwise) of the Devil. In response, she offered the following thought…
Dear Sir,

As we all know Cornwall is a "saintly" county: St Just (m), St Buryan (m),St
Ia (f - St Ives), St Uny (f - Lelant), St Erth (m), St Agnes. St Pirran (patron
saint of Cornwall) etc. etc.
Christianised in the 5th & 6th centuries by missionaries from Ireland sailing
across in coracles - or so the story goes. Women held equal status in the
Celtic church and St Bridgit may possibly have been a first woman bishop
and was certainly the Abbess of a mixed monastery. This was all lost with
the Synod of Whitby in 664 AD

But did you know there’s another story of how Cornwall became so
saintly?
The Devil decided to take the stage coach from London down to Cornwall
and on the way down a fellow passenger started to talk about Cornish
pasties and how they would put anything in a pasty - "even the Devil
hisself if they could get hold of 'un". This alarmed the Devil so he got off
at Plymouth!
Certainly when we moved down to Cornwall from Yorkshire my mother
was amazed at the honesty she found there. Even doors were left
unlocked. One night someone in our road got drunk and went to bed in
the wrong house!
Yours sincerely,
Sheilah Legg
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The Editor wishes to apologise to Win Clinnick, who kindly sent him a
letter some weeks ago. Having been received via the entirely normal,
but now antiquated medium of ‘pen and paper’, the Editor regrets that
Mrs Clinnick’s letter has languished amid a pile of double glazing
adverts, political pamphlets and other riveting periodicals which also
arrive at the Rectory via the ancient medium of paper! The Editor
recognises that he needs to be more diligent about checking his
post...and sincerely apologises to his kind correspondent!
From Win Clinnick
Dear Sir,
Just a thought…
[Amid the current pandemic] many of us as pensioners know that we’ll
get the same allowance each week. Through no fault of their own,
many with families will get very little.

As we can order our needs via family or by online to be dropped at our
doorsteps, we do as much spending on things that we don’t really need
anyway.
So let’s spare of what we can’t spend on our extras and donate some to
the local foodbank to help those desperate people, and remember
them in your prayers.
Yours sincerely,
Win Clinnick.
Thanks to the generosity of many parishioners, Win’s prayer was
answered recently when the Rector’s Discretionary Fund was able to
donate £1000 from parishioners to the Beacon Foodbank. We hope to
be able to make another, similar donation soon. Ed.
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In another Letter to the Editor, PCC Member Barbara Stearne was inspired
by the Rector’s sermon of last Sunday (Weeds and Flowers)
A light hearted Letter to the Ed.
Dear Sir,
I am confused!
After listening, with much interest, to the Sermon last Sunday, I was sure I
had sorted through the Congregation in my mind - not least myself putting us into the required category of ‘weed’ or ‘flower’.
But now, having revisited the words in this weeks Chronicle, I am not so
sure. I ask myself again “am I ‘weed’ or ‘flower’? Or perhaps just a human
being who sometimes makes mistakes?
Anyway, whether ‘weed’ into ‘flower’ or ‘flower’ into ‘weed’ - I am very
thankful to know that either way I shall be loved!!
Kind regards,
Barbara
A couple of days later, Barbara was intrigued by another article she read
in a previous Corona Chronicle...
Several Chronicles ago (no. 11 to be exact) I was interested to read Beryl
Carter’s article in which she described her first job as a typist in London
back in 1955.
I was reminded of my first job in London, albeit a year later in 1956,
when I was employed as a shorthand typist by a company of Chartered
Accountants, in the City. I was paid the great sum of £5 per week with 2s
6d (about 12p) a day in luncheon vouchers. I just wonder if I could have
bumped into Beryl in my lunch hour! You never know! One of my best
friends at Wimbledon Commercial School was called Beryl and we used to
meet up occasionally for lunch. I have since lost contact with her.
Best wishes
Barbara Stearne
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Then, one of our two Churchwardens, Clive Barnett, recently marked the
passing of his 71st birthday. (Happy Birthday Clive!). This momentous
event prompted him to pass on this reflection...
Dear Sir,
The only time in our lives when we like to get old
is when we're children. If you're less than 10
years old, you're so excited about ageing that
you think in fractions. Thus, "How old are you?"
"I'm four and a half!" You're never thirty-six and
a half. You're four and a half, going on five!
That's the key.
You enter your teens and now they can't
hold you back. You jump to the next number, or
even a few ahead. "How old are you?" "I'm going
to be 16!" You could be 13, but, hey, you're going to be 16! I spent most
of my mid-teens trying – with a marked lack of success – to persuade a
succession of pub landlords that I was in fact older than I was.
Then the greatest day of your life arrives: you become 21. Even the
words sound like a ceremony . YOU BECOME 21. YESSSS!!!
But then you turn 30. Oooohh, what happened there? Makes you sound
like bad milk! He TURNED; we had to throw him out. There's no fun now,
you're just a sour-dumpling. What's wrong? What's changed?
You BECOME 21, you TURN 30, then you're PUSHING 40. Whoa! Put on
the brakes; it's all slipping away. Before you know it, you REACH 50 and
your dreams are gone.
But wait!!! You MAKE it to 60. You didn't think you would!
So you BECOME 21, TURN 30, PUSH 40, REACH 50 and MAKE it to 60 .
You've built up so much speed that you HIT 70! After that it's a day-byday thing; you HIT Wednesday! Incidentally, in these COVID 19 days, I’m
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spending more and more of my time trying persuade people that I’m
actually younger than I look and so am not in one of the ‘at risk’ groups!
Isn’t that deliciously ironical?
You get into your 80's and every day is a complete cycle; you HIT lunch;
you TURN 4:30; you REACH bedtime. And it doesn't end there. Into the
90s, you start going backwards; "I Was JUST 92."
Then a strange thing happens. If you make it over 100, you become a
little child again. "I'm 100 and a half!"
May you all make it to a healthy 100 and a half!!
Clive Barnett

More of John Burch...
John Burch is a chorister of St Faith’s, a Charity Shop volunteer, and all
round good chap! He has been writing his memoires and last week he
treated us to some of his earliest memories. This week, the story
continues...
My Life-Story - Part Two
By John Burch
After arriving in Burgess Hill the Master and
Matron saw my potential as a leader and made
me Senior Boy which, in some cases, did not go
down too well with the more established older
boys but after a little while they accepted me.
Our local school was the London Road County
Secondary School with mixed classes. Yet again
I had to adapt to my new surroundings. My
teacher was Miss Philips who was a ‘right old
battle axe’ but for some reason she took to me
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and I have to admit school suddenly became bearable. I was coming up to
thirteen and was not always easy to control. I was always keen on sport
and was selected for the school cricket and soccer teams and was Captain
of the Shinty team, a game not unlike Hockey which was played a lot in
Ireland.
As I progressed through the last two years
of my school life I began to have thoughts as to
what I would do when the time came for me to
leave and step into the big wide world. I had one
or two ideas and first and foremost I wanted to
travel. Through no fault of my own, throughout
my life, I have been a bit of a wanderer but,
considering my circumstances is it any wonder. I
was learning how to grow up and stand on my
own two feet after years of being told what to do
most of the time. At school we were known as
the ‘Lukey Boys’ and often we were called upon
to settle discrepancies that occurred in the playground. There were about
12 of us and we were situated in different classes according to our
academic ability.
At times it was not a good place to be living as the Master and
Matron were, on many occasions, cruel to many of the boys. On at least
four occasions, I actually witnessed the Master kicking boys up and down
the stairs. Thankfully, in todays’ world this would not happen, but we as
pupils had no one to turn to. Life could have been extremely uncomfortable as he was not a man to underestimate. A type of Jekyll and
Hyde. Strangely enough I was also given the task of being their personal
steward. My duties involved keeping the sitting room clean and tidy. A
task I really enjoyed.
One day I collected the newspapers to put in their sitting room. I
happened to see the front page int the Sunday Pictorial. It just said one
word “IMPOSTER” with a large photo of my old Principal. I could not
believe that not too long ago I had attended the very same school as a
border. The following days paper had one big headline “UNFROCK THIS
IMPOSTER”. I have never forgotten those headlines.
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Time was not standing still as it was approaching my fifteenth
birthday: deadline day! Then you are released, and that is what it felt like,
into the outside world with more or less no support. Fortunately, I had
somewhere to go. A local family who had two children. Not having been
used to a normal household, how was I going to manage was the big
question. Fred and Flo were a lovely couple and made me feel so at home.
I was finding it completely different to what I had been used to. Once more
it was a case of adjusting to a new way of life. I found a job locally in a
Grocers, were my duties were varied. Preparing cheeses, weighing out
demerara sugar into little blue bags and keeping the shop clean and
tidy…..Just up my street!
To be continued...

Sandra bears (bares?) all...
FROM SANDRA HAGGAN
A tale..
A few weeks into lockdown when I was walking everywhere I thought
perhaps I should get my bicycle out of the shed and give it a try and thereby
hangs a tale…..
My bicycle had laid in the shed for about thirty years untouched so
when I heaved it out it looked so very sad and obviously needed rather a lot
of attention which was given by John my brother in law, then it was back to
me. I got myself a helmet and a wicker basket to go on the front and then I
was ready for a little test ride.
My daughter Tanya tells me that I have the full granny look now,
riding a bicycle wearing a skirt and a helmet and a wicker basket on the
front. The first time or two I just rode round the block early in the morning
when hopefully there wouldn’t be anybody about, then a trip delivering the
Corona Chronicle to those who live close to me. I now thought I was ready
for a longer journey.
My daughter and family live just a few minutes away by car, it takes
me about fifteen minutes to cycle. I was invited to a socially distanced lunch
in their garden so I thought it the ideal trial. Perhaps I should explain for
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those who don’t know me I don’t wear trousers, skirts and dresses are
more me. So, I set off wearing my navy-blue pleated skirt realising quite
soon that it was not a good choice. I tried pushing a bit of the skirt under
my bottom but that didn’t seem to work too well, so I gathered a handful
of skirt in one hand and then put my hand back on the handlebars. I am
not that confident so require two hands on the handlebars at all times.
I arrived at my daughters and enjoyed a lovely lunch with them, it
was now time for the return journey. I had a plan, one which am sure
other ladies will remember. When at school and doing handstands and
cartwheels (neither of which I was any good at!) we used to hitch our
skirts into our knickers so I did a bit of that and off I set on my way home
– I hadn’t gone far when the skirt came adrift and I had to re-think. So I
gathered a handful of skirt in each hand, hands back on the handlebars,
leaving a loop of the skirt in front of me and set off. It seemed to act a
bit like a sail, anyway I thought best idea was to keep my head down and
peddle as fast as I could. I didn’t look at anyone and I do hope that no
one looked or recognised me!
The lesson I learnt was to be careful which skirt I choose to wear
but now thanks to the kindness of Kevin West the problem is solved.
Following a chat with Pauline about cycling and the wearing of skirts, she
thought that Kevin might be able to help and indeed he has. I needed a
skirt guard and those available online didn’t seem to be very good. Kevin
drilled lots of holes in the mudguard and then threaded something like
fishing line through it to make a skirt guard for me. It must have taken
him ages but now I can wear any skirt I like!
A few things that I have learnt while cycling is that going up any
kind of slope or hill is very hard work and coming down is a bit fast for
me. The edge of the road that cyclists use seems to be the worst
maintained, with humps, bumps and drain covers, it is all very hard on
the bottom!
Having said all this I do rather enjoy the experience but most
definitely I will be a fair weather cyclist!
Sandra Haggan
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Local artist Pam Moore has illustrated Sandra’s bicycling predicament
with this lovely little painting. The caption on it reads ‘Our Sandra bears
(or should it be ‘bares’) all for the sake of her mission’

Mavis Floyd wanders Memory Lane
Mavis Floyd is one of our longest-standing members and it’s wonderful to
hear of her early days in the parish, as 1940s teenager!
Following a recent conversation I was having with Sandra (in awe of her
daily flag raising task – albeit a labour of love) a chance remark led me
back down memory lane which she said might also be of interest to
others and suggested I put ‘pen to paper’ so here goes!
As a teenager in the 1940’s we had a thriving young communicants
group and together we would meet for chats, long walks, cycle rides etc.
which gave us a real sense of companionship and belonging to our
beloved St. Faiths.
During one of our meetings a newcomer who had arrived in Havant
with her mother (who had taken on the task of church caretaker etc. with
accommodation in church owned property nearby) asked us what night
19

was bell ringing practice and which of us did it. Well of course we said it
was only for men and she quickly surprised us by saying we could ‘all’ do
it – as she had come here from Loughborough where church bells are
made and indeed where ours used to go for repairs and T.L.C. etc.
At the time the captain at St Faiths was Morgan Marshall and when
approached he was surprised, very pleased and willing to teach us the
ropes (no pun intended – well sort of).
This opened up a whole new scenario as not only were we able to
ring our bells but were welcomed in all churches in turn in our area –
covered by the Winchester and Portsmouth Guild of Bellringers – on
Saturday afternoons where after ringing the bells the host would provide
refreshments. We were able to get there crammed in a couple of cars,
Morgan’s and Michael Johnson using his fathers’ car. We would ring on
Sundays for Evensong and it would always be ‘touch and go’ whether I
would be able to get down from the belfry and over to the south transept
to join my sister Joan before the choir started the procession through the
church to the choir stalls.
That’s enough for now I think!
Very happy days.
Mavis Floyd

(Photo of our Bellringers
in the 1940s, taken by
Mavis herself. The
gentleman standing
second from the right is
Michael Johnson)

20

And here are some of the Bellringers of today - standing in the same
place...complete with COVID masks, worn during their first peal for four
months, last Sunday. Wasn’t it brilliant to have them back?!

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!
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Liz White...and her friend Sue
Liz White is a regular member at St
Faith’s and a valued volunteer at St
Faith’s shop.

I greeted her most warmly
And we chatted as you do
But just as I was leaving
She said her name’s not Sue.

My Friend Sue
Oh Dear what have I done
I’m feeling very sad
I wish the ground would open up
‘Cause I think I’m going mad!

I want to relay a tale to you
To give you all a laugh
I think you’ll end up thinking
That I’m rather daft.

Now I don’t want to bore you
But I know what to do for sure
I think I’ll go round to Sue’s house
And knock on her front door.

About seven or eight weeks ago
A nice lady phoned to say
She’s checking on some people
To see if there’re ok.

I phoned to say I’m coming
And asked if she would mind
She said she’d like to see me
I think she’s very kind.

She said that she went to church
And that her name was Sue
But as to who she was
I didn’t have a clue.

We sat in her front garden
And I told her what I’d done
She said not to worry
It could happen to anyone.

I asked her where in church she sat
To give me some idea
Of just what she looks like
And make things a bit more clear.

I want to get back to normal
When the (Corona) sad time has past
When the church and (charity) shop is
open
And we can meet up with friends at last.

After she explained to me
And told me where she sat
I now can put a face to her
And we have a good old chat.
The other day I walked into town
To buy a thing or two
And who should I bump into
None other than my friend Sue.

Liz White
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Black Lives Matter
Here’s this morning’s sermon (Thursday 30 July) by Canon Tom.
Readings: Galatians 3.26–end; 4.6, 7 and Luke 4.16–21
Today, the Church of England remembers William Wilberforce. He was
born in 1759 in Hull. Having been converted to an Evangelical piety
within the Church of England, Wilberforce decided to serve the faith in
Parliament instead of being ordained. He became a Member of
Parliament at the age of twenty-one. He was a supporter of various
missionary initiatives and he helped to found The Bible Society.
He eventually settled in Clapham in London – which we used to call
‘Cla’am’ when I lived there! Wilberforce became a leader of the
reforming group of Evangelicals known as the ‘Clapham Sect’. Of all the
causes for which he fought, he is remembered best for his crusade
against slavery. After years of effort, the trade in slaves was made illegal
in the British Empire in 1807 and Wilberforce lived to see the complete
abolition of slavery by Britain, just before his death on this day in 1833.
Some of you may not know that one of the Canonries I hold is for
the Cathedral of Cape Coast, in Ghana. The Cathedral is an old garrison
church for the English soldiers who once protected slave merchants at
the next-door castle. On the day I was made a Canon there, I had the
strange experience of preaching to a congregation of entirely African
faces, in the building which would once have had only English faces
looking back at me. I was struck, really forcibly, by the irony of that
moment.
One of the most disturbing things I learned in Cape Coast was that
the first Anglican church in Ghana was actually built over the entrance to
the pits in which slaves were kept before being shipped off.
But largely thanks to Anglican William Wilberforce, Britain was the
first major economy to abolish slavery, at a time when the rest of the
world still considered it a normal practice. Led by an Anglican Christian.
For me, there is hope in that statement.
There is no doubt that the Anglican Church, like many British
institutions of the time, benefitted from the slave trade. Around these
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walls there are memorials to men who undoubtedly had stocks and shares
in the slave trade – at the very least. I very much expect that some of the
stones from which this ancient church was built were purchased with
slave trader’s profits.
But it was also an Anglican, William Wilberforce, who caused the
church, and the Nation, to wake up from its collective evil and folly. It was
an Anglican, inspired by Christ, who proclaimed release to the captives,
and who knew in his bones that in Christ there is no longer slave or free.
That we are all, black and white, one in Jesus Christ.
Now, I doubt very much that such an intelligent audience (as I know
you all to be) would need me to outline the horrors of slavery. But I do
want you to ponder, just for a moment, some of lasting effects of that
abhorrent practice.
Some of those effects include the fact that slavery is still very much
alive and well in our world today. It is no longer state sponsored, in any
significant sense. But it carries on, all around the world, largely
underground. Wealthy people in wealthy nations are able to acquire
other people to carry out the menial tasks they don’t want to do, giving
them nothing in return save basic food and shelter. Such people are
supplied by people traffickers, and modern-day slave owners. Children are
taken from their families, and sold to wealthy families, or car washing
gangs, or prostitution networks, all over the world. And unless someone
steps in, there is no escape for such people. And more people are said to
be in slavery today than at the height of the Atlantic slave trade by the
great economic powers.
Another lasting effect of slavery has been the way that we still, as a
society, instinctively treat non-white citizens as somehow different, or less
important. Why is it, for example, that the awful case of Madeleine
McCann still grabs newspaper headlines, while tens of thousands of
abducted non-white children around the world rarely get a mention?
It is said that people from non-white backgrounds are statistically
more likely to be infected with COVID-19. Could that be because
statistically, non-white people are more likely to be working on the
frontline of our communities, in our hospitals, driving our trains and
buses, and living in over-crowded housing?
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All lives matter. But the events of recent weeks have reminded us that
Black Lives Matter at least as much as white lives. Until we have created a
society in which all slavery is vanquished, and where non-white people
have all the same economic, educational and healthcare opportunities as
white people, we need to keep on reminding ourselves that Black Lives
matter too.
Perhaps we Anglicans, drawing from the heritage of William
Wilberforce, still have a role to play. Perhaps we need to raise our voices,
as he raised his, to challenge our society, and speak the truth, that Jesus
commanded us to ‘let the oppressed go free’, and to proclaim that this is
the year of the Lord’s favour.
Amen.
The first church in Ghana

The entrance to the Slave Pits.
Makes you think, doesn’t it?
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The future is online...
FROM CANON TOM
ONE of the many things we’ve learned throughout the
pandemic has been the value of making our services
available via the Internet. This has, of course, been a huge
help to everyone during the general ‘lockdown’. But it has
also been a fantastic way of helping our housebound
parishioners feel truly included in the life of the parish.
AND we’ve also been able to connect to friends of the
parish quite literally from all around the world. Bishop
Matthias of Ghana regularly tunes in. Father David Gibbons
has seen us in action (and we’ve been able to watch him too). We have
old parish friends in Cyprus, now reconnected, and other friends, old and
new from all over the UK.
It is clear, therefore, that this is something we need to do - and do
to a higher standard, for a long time to come. But our present livestreaming technology is primitive to say the least (essentially a smartphone, stuck on a pole). To really give of our best, online, we need to
invest in a small ‘studio’, with a three or four cameras, capable of
zooming out and panning round the building (to help online worshippers
to see what’s going on elsewhere in the building, and to close-in on
particular events and speakers). We also need to be able to feed the
excellent sound from our existing public address system directly into the
‘studio’, so that every voice raised in the church can be heard clearly by
those at home. We’d also like to be able to display welcome messages
and notices on something other than a wobbly music stand!
But, of course, there’s a cost to such a system. After consulting
with our AV Suppliers, I believe that a moderately-specified system could
be achieved for around £10,000 (inc. VAT). These are not funds we
already have available (because we are already committed to work at the
West End of the building this year). SO...this is by way of saying that if
there was a wealthier parishioner or two who feels called to help us
reach out to the wider world with a top quality live-stream, I would love
to hear from you! Email me at tomkennar@gmail.com or phone 07881
025592.
THANK YOU!
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Got your copy yet?
For those who have not yet got their
hands on a copy of the Rector’s book,
copies may now be obtained from the
church, whenever it is open. Price £10 preferably paid via donation to our
contactless donation point by the West
Door (but cash can also be accepted). If
you catch the Rector dashing by, he’ll
gladly sign it for you too! All proceeds are
split between the Big Build Campaign and
the churches we support in West Africa.

Need help to get online?
In this modern world, and with St Faith’s services now online, the
ability to access the internet safely has become ever more
important. Are you worried, nervous or just a non-techy
person? HELP IS AT HAND! Our
lovely General Manager, Will, is
available to offer advice and training in your home if you wish (safely
distanced!) or at the church. He’ll get
you safely and securely connected.
Just get in touch with Will by ringing
him on 07483 848809, and arrange
some FREE training for yourself!
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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 let Sandra
know of any urgentlyneeded prayers
The Recently
Departed
Ann Kirkpatrick
Ian Normand
Roger Bryant
Anniversaries of
Departed
1st: Angela
Bartholomew, Olive
Edwards, Walter
Arnold
2nd: Marion Simmons
9th: Marilyn Chandler,
Pamela Johnson
14th: Tom Gomersall
16th: Jean Lillycrop
22nd: Michael Jones
24th: Brenda Compton

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 THE FOLLOWING PAGES 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.
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Public Worship Guidelines
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.
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Hymns & Readings - Sunday 30 July (Tr.8)
Hymn (551)

Hymn: (54)

Words: Robert Grant (1779-1838)
Tune: HANOVER William Croft (1678-1727)

Words: Caroline Noel (1817-1877)
Tune: CAMBERWELL: Michael Brierley (b.1932)

1. O worship the King,
all glorious above!
O gratefully sing
his power and his love!
Our shield and defender,
the Ancient of Days,
pavilioned in splendour,
and girded with praise.

1. At the name of Jesus
ev’ry knee shall bow,
ev’ry tongue confess him
King of glory now;
'tis the Father's pleasure
we should call him Lord,
who from the beginning
was the mighty Word.

2. O tell of his might!
O sing of his grace!
Whose robe is the light,
whose canopy space.
His chariots of wrath
the deep thunderclouds form,
and dark is his path
on the wings of the storm.

2. At his voice creation
sprang at once to sight:
all the angels’ faces,
all the hosts of light,
thrones and dominations,
stars upon their way,
all the heav’nly orders
in their great array.

3. The earth, with its store
of wonders untold,
Almighty, thy power
hath founded of old,
hath 'stablished it fast
by a changeless decree,
and round it hath cast,
like a mantle, the sea.

3. Humbled for a season,
to receive a name
from the lips of sinners,
unto whom he came;
faithfully he bore it
spotless to the last,
brought it back victorious
when from death he passed;

4. O measureless Might,
ineffable Love,
while angels delight
to hymn thee above,
thy humbler creation,
though feeble their lays,
with true adoration
shall sing to thy praise.

4. Truly, this Lord Jesus
shall return again,
with his Father's glory
with his angel train;
for all wreaths of empire
meet upon his brow,
and our hearts confess him
King of glory now.
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Collect
Almighty Lord and everlasting God,
we beseech you to direct, sanctify and govern
both our hearts and bodies
in the ways of your laws
and the works of your commandments;
that through your most mighty protection, both here and ever,
we may be preserved in body and soul;
through our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ,
who is alive and reigns with you,
in the unity of the Holy Spirit,
one God, now and for ever.
First Reading from the Prophecy of Isaiah Chapter 55: verses 1-5
Ho, everyone who thirsts,
come to the waters;
and you that have no money,
come, buy and eat!
Come, buy wine and milk
without money and without price.
Why do you spend your money for that which is not bread,
and your labour for that which does not satisfy?
Listen carefully to me, and eat what is good,
and delight yourselves in rich food.
Incline your ear, and come to me;
listen, so that you may live.
I will make with you an everlasting covenant,
my steadfast, sure love for David.
See, I made him a witness to the peoples,
a leader and commander for the peoples.
See, you shall call nations that you do not know,
and nations that do not know you shall run to you,
because of the Lord your God, the Holy One of Israel,
for he has glorified you.
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Gospel: Matthew, Chapter 14: Verses: 13-21
Now when Jesus heard this, he withdrew from there in a boat to a
deserted place by himself. But when the crowds heard it, they followed
him on foot from the towns. When he went ashore, he saw a great
crowd; and he had compassion for them and cured their sick.
When it was evening, the disciples came to him and said, ‘This is
a deserted place, and the hour is now late; send the crowds away so
that they may go into the villages and buy food for themselves.’ Jesus
said to them, ‘They need not go away; you give them something to
eat.’ They replied, ‘We have nothing here but five loaves and two fish.’
And he said, ‘Bring them here to me.’ Then he ordered the
crowds to sit down on the grass. Taking the five loaves and the two
fish, he looked up to heaven, and blessed and broke the loaves, and
gave them to the disciples, and the disciples gave them to the
crowds. And all ate and were filled; and they took up what was left
over of the broken pieces, twelve baskets full. And those who ate were
about five thousand men, besides women and children.
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Sunday Evening Prayer (6pm on Zoom)
To take part online, simply click here
First Hymn (19)
Words: Robert Bridges (1844-1930)
Tune: Michael. Herbert Howells (1892-1983)
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.

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 world rise and adore.

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.

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.

Psalm 80 v 1-7
1. Hear, O thou Shepherd of Israel, thou that leadest Joseph like a sheep *
shew thyself also, thou that sittest upon the cherubims.
2. Before Ephraim, Benjamin, and Manasses *
stir up thy strength, and come, and help us.
3. Turn us again, O God *
shew the light of thy countenance, and we shall be whole.
4. O Lord God of hosts *
how long wilt thou be angry with thy people that prayeth?
5. Thou feedest them with the bread of tears *
and givest them plenteousness of tears to drink.
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6. Thou hast made us a very strife unto our neighbours *
and our enemies laugh us to scorn.
7. Turn us again, thou God of hosts *
shew the light of thy countenance, and we shall be whole.
Glory be to the Father, and to the Son and to the Holy Ghost;
as it was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall be :
world without end. Amen.

First Reading: 1 Kings 10. 1-13
And when the queen of Sheba heard of the fame of Solomon concerning
the name of the Lord, she came to prove him with hard questions.
And she came to Jerusalem with a very great train, with camels that bare
spices, and very much gold, and precious stones: and when she was come
to Solomon, she communed with him of all that was in her heart. And
Solomon told her all her questions: there was not any thing hid from the
king, which he told her not.
And when the queen of Sheba had seen all Solomon’s wisdom, and
the house that he had built, and the meat of his table, and the sitting of his
servants, and the attendance of his ministers, and their apparel, and his
cupbearers, and his ascent by which he went up unto the house of
the Lord; there was no more spirit in her.
And she said to the king, It was a true report that I heard in mine
own land of thy acts and of thy wisdom. Howbeit I believed not the words,
until I came, and mine eyes had seen it: and, behold, the half was not told
me: thy wisdom and prosperity exceedeth the fame which I heard.
Happy are thy men, happy are these thy servants, which stand continually
before thee, and that hear thy wisdom.
Blessed be the Lord thy God, which delighted in thee, to set thee on
the throne of Israel: because the Lord loved Israel for ever, therefore made
he thee king, to do judgment and justice.
And she gave the king an hundred and twenty talents of gold, and of
spices very great store, and precious stones: there came no more such
abundance of spices as these which the queen of Sheba gave to king
Solomon.
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And the navy also of Hiram, that brought gold from Ophir,
brought in from Ophir great plenty of almug trees, and precious
stones.
And the king made of the almug trees pillars for the house of
the Lord, and for the king’s house, harps also and psalteries for
singers: there came no such almug trees, nor were seen unto this day.
And king Solomon gave unto the queen of Sheba all her desire,
whatsoever she asked, beside that which Solomon gave her of his
royal bounty. So she turned and went to her own country, she and
her servants.
Second Reading: Acts 13.1-13
Now there were in the church that was at Antioch certain prophets
and teachers; as Barnabas, and Simeon that was called Niger, and
Lucius of Cyrene, and Manaen, which had been brought up with
Herod the tetrarch, and Saul.
As they ministered to the Lord, and fasted, the Holy Ghost said,
Separate me Barnabas and Saul for the work whereunto I have called
them. And when they had fasted and prayed, and laid their hands on
them, they sent them away.
So they, being sent forth by the Holy Ghost, departed unto
Seleucia; and from thence they sailed to Cyprus. And when they were
at Salamis, they preached the word of God in the synagogues of the
Jews: and they had also John to their minister.
And when they had gone through the isle unto Paphos, they
found a certain sorcerer, a false prophet, a Jew, whose name was
Barjesus, which was with the deputy of the country, Sergius Paulus, a
prudent man; who called for Barnabas and Saul, and desired to hear
the word of God.
But Elymas the sorcerer (for so is his name by interpretation)
withstood them, seeking to turn away the deputy from the faith.
Then Saul, (who also is called Paul,) filled with the Holy Ghost, set his
eyes on him. And said, O full of all subtilty and all mischief, thou child
of the devil, thou enemy of all righteousness, wilt thou not cease to
pervert the right ways of the Lord?
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And now, behold, the hand of the Lord is upon thee, and thou shalt
be blind, not seeing the sun for a season. And immediately there fell on
him a mist and a darkness; and he went about seeking some to lead him
by the hand.
Then the deputy, when he saw what was done, believed, being
astonished at the doctrine of the Lord.
Now when Paul and his company loosed from Paphos, they came
to Perga in Pamphylia: and John departing from them returned to
Jerusalem.

Closing Hymn (413)
Words: Jan Struther (1901-1953)
Music Slane. Trad. Irish Melody.

Lord of all hopefulness,
Lord of all joy,
whose trust, ever childlike,
no cares could destroy,
be there at our waking,
and give us, we pray,
your bliss in our hearts Lord,
at the end of the day.

Lord of all kindliness,
Lord of all grace,
your hands swift to welcome,
your arms to embrace,
be there at our homing,
and give us we pray,
your love in our hearts, Lord,
at the eve of the day.

Lord of all eagerness,
Lord of all faith,
whose strong hands were skilled
at the plane and the lathe,
be there at our labours
and give us, we pray,
your strength in our hearts, Lord
at the noon of the day.

Lord of all gentleness,
Lord of all calm,
whose voice is contentment,
whose presence is balm,
be there at our sleeping,
and give us we pray,
your peace in our hearts, Lord,
at the end of the day.

Readings for Mass on Thursday 6 August
2 Peter 1.16-19
Luke 9.28-36
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