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The New Normal?
Our main noticeboard was updated this week with
the latest opening and service times.
See inside for other parish news, sermons, stories and
laughter….
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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?

Our Sunday 9.30am and Thursday 10.30am services are now open to
the public (but still livestreamed). Evensong remains on Zoom only,
at least for now.
Planning to arrive

For 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).

Government legislation now requires the wearing of a facemask
(except by Leaders when actually leading).

Seating is limited (depending on how many households attend). We
advise arriving early to be safely seated. We may need to reluctantly
turn folks away (and may institute a ticketing system in the future).

On arrival, you will be requested to leave your details for track &
trace purposes. This is not mandatory.

Seating will be at 2 metres’ distancing, but members of the same
household will be able to sit together.

Hand sanitisation will be required on entry and departure.








Service practicalities
Face-coverings should be worn by all except those with exemptions,
and those speaking or singing from the front of the church.
Communion (bread only) will be distributed by the Celebrant
(suitably masked) to worshippers in their pews.
Singing is presently permitted by the celebrant, as a ‘cantor’., and
socially distanced choristers. 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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Service & Events
LIVE 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
Mo Whiting
Rev’d Douglas Bean
Anniversaries of
Departed
22nd Michael Jones
24th Brenda Compton
26th Olive Mortley
27th Henry Cutting

TODAY (THURSDAY) Slide Show - Mike
Edwards: Havant Then and Now
from 3.55pm at this link:
https://us02web.zoom.us/j/88474298200
Thursday Eucharist WITH BISHOP JOHN
at 10.30am:
click here (from 10.26am)
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)
SEE THE FINAL PAGES OF THIS EDITION 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.
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Mystery Object
Can you guess what this mystery
object is?
The clue is it can be found up in
the bell tower.
Answers to office@stfaith.com

Who was John Staples?
There are two questions surrounding
the ‘Teapot in the Tower’ which was
shown in last week’s Chronicle. On one
of its sides is the inscription: ‘presented
to Mr John Staples by the Society of
Amateur Bell Ringers as an acknowledgement of his services in instructing
the members Havant 1876 and 1877.’
On the other side is a list of members of the Committee. Was John
Staples a bell ringer from the St Faith’s bell ringing tower? Or who
was he?
The other mystery is about the teapot itself. It is made of Britannia Metal – a pewter by definition but it contains no lead and thus
can be formed into sheets as opposed to pewter which is cast and
heavier. The pewterer’s touch mark on the pot is ‘HH’ under the
pattern number but this is not recorded in the database of Britannia
Metal. Sheffield is the ‘home’ of the Britannia Metal industry and
there are two possible candidates to be the maker. One, William
Padley is of too later a date and so the most possible manufacturer is
Henry Holdsworth whose dates are just prior to the engraved dedication. The Pewter Society of England has been very interested in the
research but we cannot be completely sure of the maker.
It is something which the St Faith’s bell ringers should treasure
and of which they should be justly proud.
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Beryl’s Story continues...
By Beryl Carter
In the article I wrote in Volume 11 of the Corona Chronicle I ended it “by
the end of 1955 I had met a handsome sailor who became the love of my
life - but that’s another story!” So here is the “another story”!
Within two months Colin proposed and we arranged to meet at
London Bridge to buy my engagement ring. I was all excited and arrived
on time but no Colin. We had no telephone at home and his ship was
delayed 24 hours by bad weather. You can image how I felt when the
girls at work wanted to see my ring and I said I think the ship didn’t come
in! Little did I know that this would be the pattern of many times in my
life as lots of naval wives will know.
We were very happy courting and then the navy decided to send
him to a ship in the Far East for 18 months! However, we decided to wait
for each other and get married when he came home! He bought me a
carpet making kit to do while he was away - he certainly knew how to
occupy my time! After 18 months and writing over 400 letters each and
receiving many presents, when he came home it was as if we had never
been parted.
We had a lovely wedding and
honeymoon in Holywell Bay in
Cornwall. We settled in our
first home in Fawcett Road in
Southsea while Colin was on a
course but that was to last
only 6 months before the
navy decided to put him in a
ship on Icelandic Fishery
Patrol that was based in
Scotland.
We decided that I should move to Edinburgh so that we would be
together when the ship came in. We arranged to meet at Waverley
Station in Edinburgh at 5pm when the London train arrived - but guess
what? No Colin at the station - so I looked for the nearest policeman
because that’s what you did in those days when you needed help. When
I found a policemen and tried to explain my stress he had a broad
Scottish accent and I still had my South African accent and we couldn’t
understand each other but a very nice lady came and helped us. The
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policeman telephoned the naval authorities and they told him the ship
had been delayed by bad weather and was coming in later and that I
should wait in the ladies rest room at the station. Colin eventually arrived
in uniform and we booked into a hotel off Princes Street. The next
morning Colin had to leave very early to be onboard and you can image
the looks I got when I went down alone for breakfast with no uniform
man! The ship was in for a few days and in that time I found somewhere
for us to live and employment in Castle Street. We were very happy in
Edinburgh for although Colin went away on 28 day patrols the ship always
came back to Port Edgar when we had some time together. I made many
good friends and got to love Scotland very much.
After 2 years in Edinburgh we moved to Lovedean and then
Horndean while Colin qualified as a commissioned naval Communications
Officer. His first ship as an officer was based in Devonport so we moved
to Plymouth and again in a few days I found a place in Hooe to live and
employment in the Town Clerk’s office in the city. Although there were
many disappointments when the ship didn’t come in I will always
remember when the ship did come in on time. Colin told me to be on the
cliff at Jennycliff Bay at 7 o’clock in the morning and I would see the Home
Fleet sailing in with the ship he was in leading with the Commander-inChief (Colin was acting as his Flag Lieutenant). When I arrived on the cliff I
couldn’t see any ships and then in a little while slowly they appeared on
the horizon like dinosaurs coming out of the water one after each other
and as they passed Jennycliff a light from Colin’s ship flashed on the cliff
and I knew it was for me as there was no one else around.
From Plymouth we moved to Drayton as Colin was appointed to the
staff of the Commander-in-Chief, Portsmouth and then the navy sent him
to Borneo for 6 months.
After 3 years in Drayton we settled in Havant in 1967 when our
lovely Colleen came into our lives and our happiness was even more
complete and the three of us spent two years in Singapore. This was the
start of our association with St. Faith’s Church.
The older naval wives told me at the beginning that life would be all
heartaches and honeymoons - yes they were right. The goodbyes were
the heartaches but the honeymoons were wonderful!
In the 62 years that we have been married, I wouldn’t change a
thing.
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Is it only me?
By Sandra Haggan
I am fairly new to this texting lark and often
find myself in a dilemma when coming to the
end of the text. I wonder if should I put a kiss,
or maybe two or even three or none at all.
Recently Tom nearly got a kiss but I noticed it
just in time.

I do not use much of the shorthand in my texts as I just do not know
or understand what they are or mean, so I just write the words in full
with my one finger.
The other thing that confuses me is that my texts sometimes disappear before I have finished writing. It is all rather tricky I find!
Is it only me?

Jigsaw offer
Do you like jigsaw puzzles? If so Sandra would like to offer readers
the chance to borrow a jigsaw puzzle. She has a selection of 500 and
1000 jigsaws available for loan free of charge.
If you would like to borrow one, please contact Sandra Haggan.
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NOTICE OF APCM & REVISION
OF ELECTORAL ROLL
Revision of Electoral Roll
THIS MEANS YOU…
All church members over the age of 16 are eligible. This
gives you the right to vote at the upcoming AGM.
Please pick up a form from the table in church & return it to
the Parish Office or hand to Hugh Owen. Details provided
will remain confidential with the exception of names published and displayed in church which is a legal requirement.
Deadline is Saturday 19 September. Thank you.

The Annual Parochial Church Meeting
will be held on
Sunday 11 October 2020
after the Parish Eucharist.
We have several vacancies on the PCC:
please consider whether God is
calling you to serve!
Speak to Fr Tom, Sandra Haggan or any PCC member
if you would like to know more.
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ST FAITH’S SHOP IS
OPEN!
Open on

TUESDAY
WEDNESDAY
THURSDAY &
SATURDAY

Is St Faith’s COVID-Safe?
We would like to re-assure all
potential worshippers that we have a very
strict regimen in place, and that after every
event, all surfaces which could have been
touched are cleaned and disinfected. We
cannot, of course, guarantee 100% disinfection, which is why hand cleanser is
provided at both exits. But we bet we are
a lot more COVID-safe than the average
supermarket or town bench!
See Sandra’s plea for help on the next page, if you would like to be part
of our great team of cleansers!
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Can you help?
Church cleaning after Sunday services
FROM SANDRA HAGGAN: It is lovely to see so many people coming
to join us in church for the Sunday service. We are of course cleaning after each and every event. With the numbers attending on
Sundays rising the cleaning routine is becoming quite a big job. I
wonder if there are a few people out there who might like to go on
a rota to help with this task. Let me give you a little idea of what is
involved:
The pews that have been used are wiped down with a soap solution
(suggested by historic churches) and then rinsed and dried. This
can take a while but I find it is a very good workout. On completion
of this task I usually feel I deserve a reward of CHOCOLATE!
Handles, rails, chairs, laminated sheets and other such surfaces are
wiped down with Dettol wipes and of course other basic tidying
and cleaning. If you could help please let me (Sandra Haggan )
know.
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The Wedding Robe
By Canon Tom: preached on Thursday 20 August 2020
Text: Matthew 22.1-14
In Africa, and especially in West Africa, there is a wonderful tradition for
big events, like weddings and even funerals. It’s a tradition of printing a
huge bale of cloth, and then making garments from that bale – so that
everyone wears the same cloth to the event.
I’ve seen this particularly in the Diocese of Ho, where I was present
for the 10th Anniversary of the founding of the Diocese, a few years
back. Bishop Matthias had commissioned the cloth, and he gave me a
stole made from it. It happened to have pictures of Mary on the cloth, as
well as a picture of the Bishop himself. And the stole he gave me ended up
with the Bishop’s picture right over my heart!
The parable we’ve just heard is about such a wedding feast – as a
lens through which to understand the Kingdom of Heaven. It is essentially
a history of salvation. God is, of course, the King who throws the
party. The slaves he sends out to invite the guests are his prophets and
priests. The wedding guests are the Jewish people – at first – who,
according to the parable, fail to turn up to the wedding. In our first
reading today from Ezekiel, we are reminded of all the times God’s people
turned from God’s way, worshipping other idols, their hearts turning to
stone.
In other words, many whom God invites never quite sit down and
eat from the table of God’s Kingdom.
So the King invites everyone else in. These are the Gentiles…the rest
of humanity. The parable is teaching us that whilst our faith has Jewish
roots, it is a faith meant for all the world.
But then there’s a sting in the tail. Among the guests, the King spots
a man who is not wearing a wedding robe. He doesn’t have one of the
pieces of special cloth produced for the occasion. He has obviously decided
that he wants to be in the party, but he doesn’t want to live by the rules of
the host.
Who is this parable pointing to?
One day, when I was out driving with Bishop Matthias, he pointed up
to a mansion on a hill. It was a fine mansion indeed…with high walls, vast
gardens, security fencing and many many rooms. ‘Who do you think lives
there?’, the Bishop asked me. ‘I don’t know’, I replied. ‘A pop star? A
chief? A banker?’. ‘No,’ replied the Bishop, ‘that mansion is owned by the
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self-styled Apostle of one of the TV churches. He gets people to send him
money via his TV channel, promising to do the work of God – and then he
builds himself that mansion to live in!’
The man without a robe is anyone who comes to the party, but who
doesn’t want to play by the party’s rules. He is any church member – or
church leader – whose lifestyle, beliefs, and choices and not Kingdom
lifestyle, beliefs and choices. He is the church member, or church leader,
whose heart has remained cold to the preaching and teaching of the
Kingdom. And who uses the church for his own gain.
The man without a robe is the kind of so-called Christian who
promises healing in return for donations. Or the kind that assures you that
if you just make a generous donation to the church, the Lord will shower
you with blessings in return. He is the charlatan, who finds other guests at
the wedding feast, and then gets them under his spell and influence. Or
worse still, perhaps, he is the kind of so-called Christian who joins a church,
and pretends his faith, just so that he can abuse children, or steal from the
church’s coffers.
There are some politicians who try this on too. They make a
pretence of their piety – going to church, or, perhaps, standing outside a
church brandishing a Bible, when in their heart they are full of hatred for
others, and greed for themselves. Some people have suggested that a
certain American president has these characteristics. I couldn’t comment!
But of course, it’s easy to point the finger at others. Whenever we
point our finger at others, we have three fingers pointing back at us. The
Bible always invites us to consider whether we are the villain in the story.
That’s a question each of us can only answer for ourselves. But if we
are the kind of Christian who puts on our religion when we leave the
house, but who never practices their faith at home… And if we are the kind
of Christian who prays about forgiveness, but who actually nurses and
feeds the hatred in our heart… And if we are the kind of Christian who
offers himself publicly as a living sacrifice, but then makes no sacrifice at
all… then we should be wary. The King may decide to deal especially
harshly with such a one. The outer darkness may await.
The Kingdom of God is a place of welcome for all. Go out into the
streets, and say ‘Everyone is welcome here. Jew and Gentile, rich and
poor, black and white, male and female…and every other description you
can think of!’ God’s gift of life is freely given, and lavishly provided. But let
no-one take such generosity for granted. And let no-one use it for his own
gain. Amen
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Big Cheeks.
An interesting story especially for musicians. Submitted by Bill Jones.
Big cheeks. A grandson of
slaves, was a boy born in a poor
neighbourhood of New Orleans
known as the ‘Back of Town’.
His father abandoned his family
when the child was an infant
and his mother became a prostitute. The boy and his sister
had to live with their grandmother.
Early in life he proved to
be gifted in music and with three other kids he sang in the streets of
New Orleans. His first gains were coins that were thrown to them.
A Jewish family, Karnovsky, that had emigrated from Lithuania to
the USA, took pity of the 7-year old boy and brought him into their
home. Initially giving him ‘work’ in the house and food. There he remained and slept in this Jewish family’s home where, for the first time
in his life, he was treated with kindness and tenderness.
When he went to bed, Mrs Karnovsky would often sing him a
Russian lullaby that he would sing with her. Later, he learned to play
several Russian and Jewish songs.
Over time, this boy became the adopted son of this family. The
Karnovsky’s gave him money to buy his first musical instrument; as was
the custom in Jewish families.
They sincerely admired his musical talent. Later, when he became
a professional musician and composer, he used these Jewish melodies
in compositions, such as St James Infirmary and Go Down Moses.
The little black boy grew up and wrote a book about this Jewish
family who had adopted him in 1906. In memory of this family and until
the end of his life, he wore a Star of David and said that in this family,
he had learned ‘how to live real life and determination.’
You might recognize his name. This little boy was called Louis
‘Satchmo’ Armstrong.
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Caption competition results...

Another submission from Bruce Strugnell, taken at his and Mary’s
Golden Wedding, two weeks ago.) Suggested captions below: (many
thanks to Alan Hakim & Ray Hulks.)


“And here's one I made earlier!“



“I promise you Clare my waistline will be just like Bruce’s when
we celebrate our Golden Wedding Anniversary!”



“Bruce and Mary, the good news is St Faith’s will still be here
when you celebrate your Diamond Anniversary. The bad news is,
so will I.”



“Bruce and Mary look so happy because they have followed
Clive’s advice and lived on, specs, drugs and sausage rolls.”

We asked the Rector to comment on these caption suggestions, and to
choose a winner. But he just said’ Oh how rude!’ and walked off in a
huff!
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A Different Sort of Christmas … 1952
By Margaret Tait
My Uncle Frank had a wooden leg. He got it in the war. He was funny
and always made me and my sister laugh. Uncle Frank and Aunty Mary
would sometimes spend Christmas with us.
Life was hard although we didn’t know any different; we lived in a
rented terraced house in Milton, Portsmouth. It had no front garden but
we had the whole road to play in; no-one had their own car in 1952, not
in our street anyway.
Our house had a “front room” that was hardly ever used, a living
room and a scullery, where dad had installed a proper bath with a
removable worktop that he covered in oil cloth for mum to roll out her
pastry. The toilet was outside the back door. We had a tiny garden with
the remains of a corrugated-iron bomb shelter. Dad also had an
allotment not far away and I loved going with him on the back of his push
bike to help with weeding – he would take a screwed up brown paper bag
with desiccated coconut for me as a snack. I think that must have been
before I started school. Dad worked evenings and nights at the telephone
exchange and mum was a machinist at Twilfit corset factory. They
wanted to own their own home and I recall going by bus to Clanfield
(right out in the countryside) where we looked at a brand new bungalow
with two bedrooms. But mum said as they had only recently bought twin
beds for us girls, the bedroom in the bungalow was so small they would
have to buy bunk beds. Also dad was frightened of debt as many were in
those days.
So – Christmas 1952: I was nearly six and my sister, Valerie, eight.
In the days before Christmas we would take long paper streamers and go
skipping along the local streets, singing carols. We were not allowed to
ask for money; we did it for the joy of the festive season. Dad had hauled
home a small Christmas tree from the local market and we girls had made
paper chains. I still have several of the original decorations from that
time; a couple of jingly bells and an angel.
Aunty Mary and Uncle Frank came to us on Christmas Eve when
mum was busy preparing the vegetables for the Big Day. She had made a
Christmas pudding months before and Christmas cake and mince pies
too. They had my parents’ bedroom and mum and dad slept on the floor
in the front room.
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We didn’t have a television so I suppose we must have spent the
evenings listening to the radio, and mum was always knitting. Or we’d
have played games, we had ludo and snakes &
ladders, and I loved my dolls. When I was about
four, dad made me a dolls’ house from a cardboard
box. I played with it for hours.
On Christmas Eve, we hung up our stockings
which were dad’s home-made knitted long socks,
and eagerly awaited the arrival of Father Christmas
but it was hard to get to sleep.
We must have snoozed eventually but on
Christmas morning …. Oh horrors! Our stockings
were empty! I was in floods of tears, Valerie the
same, as we went downstairs. It turned out that due to our staying
awake until late, Father Christmas had given up waiting! All was not lost,
our stocking gifts were in brown paper bags under the Christmas tree.
We found a comic, a colouring book and crayons, a bar of Five Boys
chocolate and an orange. Mum was busy in the scullery all morning,
with the big pan steaming away with the pudding. Dad always had a
small cigar on Christmas morning. We girls helped to lay the table, it
looked very festive with paper napkins. Uncle Frank was called upon to
carve “Herbert” – the Christmas capon was always called that. I
remember there were silver sixpences wrapped in greaseproof paper
hidden in the pudding, Valerie and I always found one in our bowl.
After it was all cleared away we performed our nativity play. This
involved Valerie and I dressing up as Mary and Joseph. Valerie was
always Mary with one of our dolls while I had to wear a striped towel on
my head as Joseph. It always ended in tears for one reason or another!
To calm things down we were allowed to open the remaining gifts from
our parents and relatives. That year I opened a brand new doll from
mum and dad. She came with a full set of hand-knitted clothes; a dress,
bonnet and bootees in red and white. Mum had stayed up late at nights
to finish it all in time. My Aunty Mary asked me if I preferred gloves or
mittens and I said “oh mittens, they keep my fingers warmer”, then she
said did I like coloured things or white? I replied that white things would
just get dirty. Then, believe it or not, she gave me their gift: a pair of
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white gloves. Even at that age I knew I should be tactful so I thanked
her profusely and said how much I loved them.
Valerie and I had been given some money from mum’s Co-op divi
to buy Christmas presents. We never varied in our gift buying: pipe
cleaners or a comb for dad and hankies or toilette water from Boots for
mum.
On Boxing Day Aunty Mary and Uncle Frank went home to
Paulsgove and we all went to the Kings Theatre for the pantomime. We
sat in The Gods, which are the highest seats in the house and I hate
steep steps and heights to this day!
Anyone can see how different Christmas is in the twenty first
century to how it was nearly seventy years ago. We all moan about the
commercialism then buy our little darlings everything on their wish list!
Personally, I wouldn’t want a return to “The Good Old Days” because I
do not believe they existed. Life was hard and for our family it got
harder when in 1957 my brother, Colin, was born.
Mum had to give up work for a while so there was less money to
put food on the table. Dad, being the breadwinner, always had the
best. That was how most mothers managed their housekeeping,
nothing wrong with that. But she would sometimes sit down to dinner
with an empty plate or a tiny portion saying she wasn’t hungry. I was
always hungry – not helped when Colin started eating proper meals and
I had to share mine with him. A pack of 8 sausages between 5 hungry
mouths didn’t go far! My favourite was bacon suet roll on Saturdays;
not much bacon but the suet pudding helped to fill us up. On Sundays
there was a roast dinner but the apple pie and
custard was saved for tea. On Fridays we had
fish paste sandwiches, the rest of the week for
tea it was bread and dripping.
I hope this will give a snapshot of how
some of us spent Christmas back in the days of
food rationing after the war. We should thank
God for the plentiful food and choices that we
now take for granted.
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Who do you say that I am?
Canon Tom’s Sermon from last Sunday...
Text: Matthew 16. 13-20
‘Who do you say that I am?’ That’s the question that Jesus asks
Simon. And it’s an important question – because identity matters. If I
asked you the same question, I imagine that many of you would reply
‘You are the Rector’. But that’s only because you know me primarily in
this role, at this time in my life. In other places, and in other times, I’ve
been a youth worker, a housing officer, and a charity chief
executive. I’ve been a government advisor and a shop-floor salesman of
microwaves and stereos. I’ve been a passport writer, a singer, a pianoplayer and a trumpeter. I’ve been a student, and a roller-skate rink
attendant. I’ve been an ice-cream seller, a burger-flipper and a farm
labourer. I still am a priest, and a deacon, and a Canon, a teacher, and a
social entrepreneur.
In my private life, I have been (and am) many things too. I’m a
husband, a dad, and a son. I’m a brother, an uncle and a best
friend. Now I’m a grandad.
But there are other things about my identity which could be used
to describe me. I’m tall. I’m big. I’m hairy around the chin. I’m
Caucasian (or white), I’m straight. I’m middle aged - just, and I’m a
cardiac patient.
All of these words and all of these descriptions are summed up in
the one word…Tom. But all these words, all these descriptions, only
scratch at the surface of who I really am. Because I know the secret
‘me’. I know the internal conflicts I live with. I know the thoughts that
rage through my monkey mind. I know the temptations I have to
fight. I know the things that give me pleasure, and the things that stress
me out. They are all part of me too. They are what I’d have to try to
describe if you really wanted to understand who I am.
SO imagine, the panic that must have crossed Simon’s mind when
Jesus asked him the same question! ‘Who do you say that I am?’ What
answer could Peter give which would sum up succinctly all that he
already knew about this man. He could have said, ‘You’re Jesus of
Nazareth, the son of Mary and Joseph the carpenter. You’re the brother
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of James and Joses and your other siblings. You’re the teacher, the
wanderer, the story-teller of our time. You’re the preacher, the
prophet, the man of wisdom’. But Simon used none of these
descriptions of Jesus.
‘You are the Messiah. The son of the living God’. Messiah –
Saviour. The one whose coming has been long-expected. The one
who would offer the path of salvation to the Jews and to the whole
world. And the very son of God.
Jesus was delighted. I imagine him throwing back his head and
laughing! ‘Blessed are you Simon, son of Jonah! You’ve got
it! You’ve understood the essence of who I am. And that’s a
revelation that could only have come from God!’.
‘And you, Simon, you are a rock! That’s what I’m going to call
you from now on…Rocky. Petros. Peter. Because you, with all your
mistakes and gaffs, are open to what God teaches you. And it’s on
that kind of openness, and attentiveness to God that I’m going to
build my church. Alright? Rocky!’
You see, Simon wasn’t all that his description said he was. Any
more than the word Messiah described all that Jesus was. It was a
nickname. An epithet. A way of getting a handle on Simon Peter. It
said nothing about his failures. Nothing about the times he
completely got things wrong, like denying Christ, or lopping off the
ear of a High Priest’s guard. Or that time when he thought he should
build some shelters for Jesus, Moses and Elijah on the mountain.
Simon, as I said a week or two ago, is ‘everyman’. He’s you and
me. With all his failures, he sticks straight to the path of faith. He is
determined, and he wants with all his heart to follow where Jesus
leads.
But his nickname doesn’t say all there is to say. Nor does
‘Messiah’ say all there is to say about Jesus. Nor does ‘Rector’ say all
there is to say about me.
It’s supposed to be a Native American saying, that you should
never criticise another, until you’ve walked a mile in their
shoes. Simon Peter had walked more than a mile in Jesus’
shoes. He’d lived alongside him, got to know him, heard him, listened
to him – and at the end of that experience, he found that he could
after all, describe him in a single, powerful adjective: Messiah.
19

Jesus had walked a mile or two in Simon’s shoes too. He’d sat with
him, listened to him, laughed with him, eaten with him, watched him
fail, watched him grow. And at the end of all that, he had a an adjective
– a nickname – for Simon too. Rocky! He was going to call him Rocky.
Here’s a final question to ponder…
How do you think others would describe you? What nickname would
you like be given by someone who has walked a mile in your shoes with
you? Gentle one? Courageous one? Prayerful one? Faithful
one? Generous one? Resourceful one?
How would you like to be summed up in one word? And how can
you live in such a way, that such a nickname becomes yours?
Amen.
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More from Bombay
by Alan Hakim
A recent news item about a proposal from the BJP Hindu
Nationalist Government to downgrade the status of English brought back
a memory of 1964. There are innumerable languages in India, but under
the Constitution, there were two National languages (Hindi and English)
and another 13 official languages which all appeared on the banknotes.
But in 1965, English was due to be dropped. This led to protests, since
the exams for Civil Service jobs would then be only in Hindi. For many
North Indians, that is their native language, but not for those in the
south. To do the exams in English meant that everyone would be using
their second language. The proposal was quietly dropped, but now Mr
Modi has raised it again. Does he know about 1964?
I did sometimes wonder why Cooks was still operating in Bombay.
The 1960s were difficult times for travel for Indians. There was a
permanent shortage of foreign currency, which meant that the only
people encouraged to travel abroad were successful exporters.
The first hurdle was to get a passport issued. Then, in order to buy
an air or sea ticket you had to get a ‘P form’ approved, which gave a
good reason for travelling. That was quite straightforward for a Muslim
going on the Hajj, but more difficult when a wealthy citizen wanted to go
on a shopping trip in Europe. Only with that form in hand could your
travel agent book a ticket. I later met my predecessor at Bombay, who
had been promoted to Hong Kong. On his first day there, his customer
was very surprised to be asked for his authority to buy a ticket.
You may have seen documentaries on television that mention
Indian immigrants arriving in England with only £3. That was the ordinary
travel allowance, defined as the amount you might have in your pocket
after getting from home to the departure airport. Only the exporters got
more.
The end result of all this was that few people booked to travel
overseas. But inland travel was difficult too. We had a very efficient
railway department, but the internal flights of Indian Airlines were full of
red tape. Almost all flights had a waiting list, and if you were near the
top, you had to buy a ticket, and then get a refund after missing the
flight. That kept us busy.
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Another curiosity of that time was Prohibition. This varied from
state to state. In Delhi, drink was allowed on five days of the week, but
the night before a ‘dry’ day, a notice appeared on the hotel menu
advising you to order drinks for tomorrow, now.
Maharashtra (the state Bombay was in) had permits. Resident
foreigners were thought to be beyond redemption, and could claim a
permit as of right, as could tourists. (It was actually called a ‘Foreign
Liquor Permit’.) But an Indian could only have a Health Permit, and then
only if you were over 40. The travel trade had occasional parties at
which drink was served, and the head of my Ocean Travel department
got worried she might be raided at a party. So she applied for a Health
Permit. Her doctor said she would have to go before a Board. “Any
question they ask you,” he said, “say ‘Yes’” She got her permit.
Armed with your Foreign Liquor Permit, you could go to a ‘wine
merchant’ and buy beer, gin, vodka and whisky. It was all Indian, and no
actual wine was available. One of our periodic pleasures was watching
the Australians come off the boat from Sydney, boasting of their strong
heads, and being overcome by the much stronger Indian beer.
With a permit, you could also go to the tourist hotels, not to the
bar, but to the ‘Permit Room’. You handed in your permit, which was
given to a clerk in khaki drill uniform, sitting unobtrusively in the corner,
entering everyone’s orders in a vast ledger, as well as deducting the
orders from your monthly ration. I assume all my drinks in those years
are recorded for ever in the state archives. We were allowed 6 units per
month, a unit being a bottle of spirits or a dozen beers. So when I am
advised now to restrict my drinking to no more than 14 units a week, I
find it difficult to adjust to the smaller British unit.
After two years, my General Manager Frank Lofthouse reached
retirement, and was to be replaced by Norman Woolley, the Branch
Manager in Colombo. I was sent to Colombo to take over from him, and
a new Travel Manager was sent out from London. He arrived with the
best references, having achieved the highest marks ever in Cooks’
training course. Unfortunately the training didn’t cover running an
Indian office, and I heard later he had been sent home before his threeyear tour was completed.
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Help!
It’s been a very strange year for us all and
everyone is trying to make the ‘new normal’
as normal as possible.
Once again, as in previous years, the
Hampshire and the Islands Historic
Churches Trust’ are organising the
sponsored RIDE AND STRIDE on the second
Saturday of September. (This year on
Saturday September 12th.) St Faith’s has
always supported this charity which offers grants to churches for
renovation and improvement. We as a church have received a
substantial grant in the past for the renovation of the St Faith’s Patronal
Banner.
Who will walk, cycle or motor cycle visiting neighbouring churches
this year? Can YOU help? It would also be good if we could be at St
Faith’s to meet and greet riders and walkers from the other participating
churches. There is detailed advice on the health and safety guidelines
which are necessary this year. Every offer of help would be much
appreciated by Hilary Deadman. Please let Pauline in the Office know of
your interest or email hilary@deadman.myzen.co.uk The website of
the HIHCT for information about the Trust and the Day is
www.hihct.org.uk.. I look forward to hearing from you! Hilary.

£700 raised to date
We have so far raised a little over £700 from the
sale of Canon Tom’s book of ‘Scribblings’. £350
has been sent to Bishop Matthias at the Diocese
of Ho, Ghana for urgent expenses, including
stipends for clergy. The other £350 will be
allocated to the Big Build Campaign. Thank you
to everyone who has supported this endeavour!
How about buying another copy to give as a
Christmas present? When they’re gone, they’re
gone!
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THANK YOU!
FROM CANON TOM:
Thank you SO much to all our donors, who have been
giving generously during this pandemic. Thanks to
you, we’ve been able to continuing paying our
incredible staff their FULL wages (20% on top of the
Government’s furlough payments). We’ve also been
able to bless others in need (through the
Discretionary Fund). You’re all fabulous people!

LOOKING TO THE FUTURE - Here’s a guide to our current funding needs:


OUR TOP PRIORITY: Donations to our ‘General Mission’ fund - which
pays wages (keeps families housed and fed!) and meets our essential
costs (everything from energy to priests’ stipends!).



Donations to our Big Build Campaign: we’d really love to get moving
on the plans for an accessible toilet at the rear of the church. We
need around £75,000 to make this happen. (The required drainage is
especially costly!) We have received £1,750 to date.
We also want to upgrade our live-streaming technology, to offer the
best services we can online. £2,220 has been received towards our
total of around £10,000 for the best possible gear.



The Rector’s Discretionary Fund currently has a balance of around
£3,000 (changing daily). Small gifts to this fund are appreciated, and
will bless others - but we have sufficient funds at the moment for the
needs we know about.

YOU CAN DONATE, EASILY, ANYTIME, ONLINE AT
https://stfaith.com/donations/
Small donations for the Big Build Campaign can be made via the contactless
point in church (up to £45)
Or cheques payable to ‘PCC of St Faith’s’ can be sent to Shelley Saunders,
(Hon Treasurer), 19 School Lane, Havant, PO9 2GE. Please write on the
back of the cheque which of the above three funds you want to support.
For more information about giving monthly through the Parish Giving
Scheme (as I do) please contact me directly and I’ll be glad to advise.
(tomkennar@gmail.com
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Hymns & Readings - Sunday 30 August (Tr.12)
Offertory Hymn: (626)
Words Charles Williams Everest (1814-1877) based on Mark 8
Tune: BRESLAU: ‘As Hymnodus Sacer’ (1625) arr. Felix Mendelssohn (1809-1847)

1. Take up thy cross, the Saviour said,
if thou wouldst my disciple be;
deny thyself, the world forsake,
and humbly follow after me.

4. Take up thy cross then
in his strength,
and calmly ev’ry danger brave,
'twill guide thee to a better home,
and lead to vict’ry o'er the grave.

2. Take up thy cross, let not its weight
fill thy weak spirit with alarm;
his strength shall bear thy spirit up,
and brace thy heart and nerve thine
arm.

5. Take up thy cross and follow Christ,
nor think till death to lay it down;
for only those who bear the cross
may hope to wear the glorious crown.

3. Take up thy cross,
nor heed the shame,
nor let thy foolish pride rebel;
thy Lord for thee the Cross endured,
to save thy soul from death and hell.

6. To thee, great Lord,
the One in Three,
all praise forevermore ascend:
O grant us in our home to see
the heav’nly life that knows no end.
Hymn: (54)
Words: Caroline Maria Noel (1817-1877)
Tune: CAMBERWELL: Michael Brierley (b.1932)

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. 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. 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.
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4. Bore it up triumphant, with its human light,
through all ranks of creatures, to the central height,
to the throne of Godhead, to the Father's breast,
filled it with the glory of that perfect rest.
5. In your hearts enthrone him; there let him subdue
all that is not holy, all that is not true.
Crown him as your captain in temptation’s hour
let his will enfold you in its light and pow’r.
6. 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

The Collect
Almighty and everlasting God,
you are always more ready to hear than we to pray
and to give more than either we desire or deserve:
pour down upon us the abundance of your mercy,
forgiving us those things of which our conscience is afraid
and giving us those good things which we are not worthy to ask
but through the merits and mediation
of 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 .
Amen
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First Reading from Paul’s Letter to the Romans, Chapter 12. 9-21
Let love be genuine; hate what is evil, hold fast to what is good; love one
another with mutual affection; outdo one another in showing honour. Do
not lag in zeal, be ardent in spirit, serve the Lord. Rejoice in hope, be
patient in suffering, persevere in prayer. Contribute to the needs of the
saints; extend hospitality to strangers.
Bless those who persecute you; bless and do not curse
them. Rejoice with those who rejoice, weep with those who weep. Live in
harmony with one another; do not be haughty, but associate with the
lowly; do not claim to be wiser than you are.
Do not repay anyone evil for evil, but take thought for what is noble
in the sight of all. If it is possible, so far as it depends on you, live
peaceably with all. Beloved, never avenge yourselves, but leave room for
the wrath of God; for it is written, ‘Vengeance is mine, I will repay, says
the Lord.
’ No, ‘if your enemies are hungry, feed them; if they are thirsty, give
them something to drink; for by doing this you will heap burning coals on
their heads.’ Do not be overcome by evil, but overcome evil with good.

Gospel according to Matthew, Chapter 16, Verses: 21-28
From that time on, Jesus began to show his disciples that he must go to
Jerusalem and undergo great suffering at the hands of the elders and
chief priests and scribes, and be killed, and on the third day be raised.
And Peter took him aside and began to rebuke him, saying, ‘God
forbid it, Lord! This must never happen to you.’ But he turned and said to
Peter, ‘Get behind me, Satan! You are a stumbling-block to me; for you
are setting your mind not on divine things but on human things.’
Then Jesus told his disciples, ‘If any want to become my followers,
let them deny themselves and take up their cross and follow me. For
those who want to save their life will lose it, and those who lose their life
for my sake will find it. For what will it profit them if they gain the whole
world but forfeit their life? Or what will they give in return for their
life? ‘For the Son of Man is to come with his angels in the glory of his
Father, and then he will repay everyone for what has been done. Truly I
tell you, there are some standing here who will not taste death before
they see the Son of Man coming in his kingdom.’
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Sunday Evening Prayer (6pm on Zoom)
To take part online, simply click here
Hymn : (378)
Words: John Henry Newman (1801-1890)

1. Lead, kindly light,
amid th’encircling gloom,
lead thou me on;
the night is dark,
and I am far from home;
lead thou me on.
Keep thou my feet;
I do not ask to see the distant scene;
one step enough for me.
2. I was not ever thus,
nor prayed that thou
shouldst lead me on;
I loved to choose
and see my path; but now
lead thou me on.

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

Psalm 105.1-15
1.Give thanks unto the Lord, and call upon his Name *
tell the people what things he hath done.
2. O let your songs be of him, and praise him *
and let your talking be of all his wondrous works.
3. Rejoice in his holy Name *
let the heart of them rejoice that seek the Lord.
4. Seek the Lord and his strength *
seek his face evermore.
5. Remember the marvellous works that he hath done *
his wonders, and the judgements of his mouth,
6. O ye seed of Abraham his servant *
ye children of Jacob his chosen.
7. He is the Lord our God *
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his judgements are in all the world.
8. He hath been alway mindful of his covenant and promise *
that he made to a thousand generations;
9. Even the covenant that he made with Abraham *
and the oath that he sware unto Isaac;
10. And appointed the same unto Jacob for a law *
and to Israel for an everlasting testament;
11. Saying, Unto thee will I give the land of Canaan *
the lot of your inheritance;
12. When there were yet but a few of them *
and they strangers in the land;
13. What time as they went from one nation to another *
from one kingdom to another people;
14. He suffered no man to do them wrong *
but reproved even kings for their sakes;
15. Touch not mine Anointed *
and do my prophets no harm.
First Reading: 2 Kings 6.24-25; 7.3-20

And it came to pass after this, that Benhadad king of Syria gathered all his
host, and went up, and besieged Samaria. And there was a great famine in
Samaria: and, behold, they besieged it, until an ass’s head was sold for
fourscore pieces of silver, and the fourth part of a cab of dove’s dung for
five pieces of silver. And there were four leprous men at the entering in of
the gate: and they said one to another, Why sit we here until we die?
If we say, We will enter into the city, then the famine is in the city,
and we shall die there: and if we sit still here, we die also. Now therefore
come, and let us fall unto the host of the Syrians: if they save us alive, we
shall live; and if they kill us, we shall but die. And they rose up in the
twilight, to go unto the camp of the Syrians: and when they were come to
the uttermost part of the camp of Syria, behold, there was no man there.
For the Lord had made the host of the Syrians to hear a noise of
chariots, and a noise of horses, even the noise of a great host: and they
said one to another, Lo, the king of Israel hath hired against us the kings of
the Hittites, and the kings of the Egyptians, to come upon us. Wherefore
they arose and fled in the twilight, and left their tents, and their horses,
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and their asses, even the camp as it was, and fled for their life.
And when these lepers came to the uttermost part of the camp,
they went into one tent, and did eat and drink, and carried thence
silver, and gold, and raiment, and went and hid it; and came again,
and entered into another tent, and carried thence also, and went and
hid it. Then they said one to another, We do not well: this day is a day
of good tidings, and we hold our peace: if we tarry till the morning
light, some mischief will come upon us: now therefore come, that we
may go and tell the king’s household.
So they came and called unto the porter of the city: and they
told them, saying, We came to the camp of the Syrians, and, behold,
there was no man there, neither voice of man, but horses tied, and
asses tied, and the tents as they were. And he called the porters; and
they told it to the king’s house within. And the king arose in the night,
and said unto his servants, I will now shew you what the Syrians have
done to us. They know that we be hungry; therefore are they gone
out of the camp to hide themselves in the field, saying, When they
come out of the city, we shall catch them alive, and get into the city.
And one of his servants answered and said, Let some take, I pray
thee, five of the horses that remain, which are left in the city, (behold,
they are as all the multitude of Israel that are left in it: behold, I say,
they are even as all the multitude of the Israelites that are
consumed:) and let us send and see.
They took therefore two chariot horses; and the king sent after
the host of the Syrians, saying, Go and see. And they went after them
unto Jordan: and, lo, all the way was full of garments and vessels,
which the Syrians had cast away in their haste. And the messengers
returned, and told the king. And the people went out, and spoiled the
tents of the Syrians. So a measure of fine flour was sold for a shekel,
and two measures of barley for a shekel, according to the word of the
Lord.
And the king appointed the lord on whose hand he leaned to
have the charge of the gate: and the people trode upon him in the
gate, and he died, as the man of God had said, who spake when the
king came down to him.
And it came to pass as the man of God had spoken to the king,
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saying, Two measures of barley for a shekel, and a measure of fine flour
for a shekel, shall be to morrow about this time in the gate of Samaria:
And that lord answered the man of God, and said, Now, behold, if the
Lord should make windows in heaven, might such a thing be? And he
said, Behold, thou shalt see it with thine eyes, but shalt not eat thereof.
And so it fell out unto him: for the people trode upon him in the gate, and
he died.
Second Reading: Acts 18.1-16
After these things Paul departed from Athens, and came to Corinth; And
found a certain Jew named Aquila, born in Pontus, lately come from Italy,
with his wife Priscilla; (because that Claudius had commanded all Jews to
depart from Rome:) and came unto them. And because he was of the
same craft, he abode with them, and wrought: for by their occupation
they were tentmakers.
And he reasoned in the synagogue every sabbath, and persuaded
the Jews and the Greeks.
And when Silas and Timotheus were come from Macedonia, Paul
was pressed in the spirit, and testified to the Jews that Jesus was Christ.
And when they opposed themselves, and blasphemed, he shook his
raiment, and said unto them, Your blood be upon your own heads; I am
clean; from henceforth I will go unto the Gentiles. And he departed
thence, and entered into a certain man’s house, named Justus, one that
worshipped God, whose house joined hard to the synagogue. And
Crispus, the chief ruler of the synagogue, believed on the Lord with all his
house; and many of the Corinthians hearing believed, and were baptized.
Then spake the Lord to Paul in the night by a vision, Be not afraid,
but speak, and hold not thy peace: For I am with thee, and no man shall
set on thee to hurt thee: for I have much people in this city.
And he continued there a year and six months, teaching the word
of God among them. And when Gallio was the deputy of Achaia, the Jews
made insurrection with one accord against Paul, and brought him to the
judgment seat, Saying, This fellow persuadeth men to worship God
contrary to the law. And when Paul was now about to open his mouth,
Gallio said unto the Jews, If it were a matter of wrong or wicked
lewdness, O ye Jews, reason would that I should bear with you: But if it be
a question of words and names, and of your law, look ye to it; for I will be
no judge of such matters. And he drave them from the judgment seat.
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Hymn: (580)
Words: Charles Wesley (1707-1788)
Music: George Frederic Handel (1685-1759)

1. Rejoice, the Lord is king!
your Lord and King adore;
mortals, give thanks and sing,
and triumph ever more.

3. His kingdom cannot fail;
he rules o’er earth and heav’n;
the keys of death and hell
are to our Jesus giv’n.

Chorus
Lift up your heart,
Lift up your voice;
Rejoice, again I say, rejoice.

4. He sits at God’s right hand
till all his foes submit
and bow to his command,
and fall beneath his feet.

2. Jesus the Saviour reigns,
the God of truth and love;
when he had purged our stains,
he took his seat above.

Readings for Mass on Thursday 3 September
1 Thessalonians 2.3–8
Mark 10.42–45
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