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   The Corona Chronicle  
5 November 2020 (Vol 31) 

See inside this week’s edition for lots of 

fascinating stories and articles, ‘with 

Remembrance in mind’! 
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Most regretfully, public worship is once again suspended for the time 
being.  We will, however, continue to live-stream our main services (and 
other opportunities will continue on Zoom).  See the links on the opposite 
page. The church will also remain open for private prayer on Tuesdays (11-
2pm) and Fridays (10-12). 

All places of worship, of all religions, have worked extremely hard 
to create safe spaces for people to find the comfort of religion.  At St 
Faith’s I would especially pay tribute to Will Coulston (whose steady hand 
on our risk assessments has been invaluable).  Also to Sandra Haggan, John 
Glassett, Graham Kidd - and a small army of volunteers who have worked 
tirelessly to welcome visitors to the church, and to keep everyone safe.  
Thank you, too, to Pauline West for all the photocopying and collating.  
Thanks you to our volunteer Standing Committee—Clive, Colin and Shelley 
for wise counsel and massive moral support.  You’ve all done a fantastic 
job! 

Clearly, what matters now is that we should each abide by the 
Lockdown rules as closely as possible - to protect our neighbours, and 
indeed ourselves from this virus.  Please pray - for those at the frontline of 
the crisis, especially in the medical profession - but also for those keeping 
our Town going in schools, essential shops, and essential services of many 
kinds.  Please reach out to one another - pick up the phone and check on 
one another.  Or reach out through the pages of this weekly newletter - 
send in your stories, observations, poems and jokes.  Spread a little 
happiness (or a little knowledge) if you can!  (Please send all submissions 
directly to office@stfaith.com ) 

If you have extra cash available (because you’re not spending it!), 
please consider a donation to the Rector’s Discretionary Fund (to help the 
homeless, and those at risk of homelessness).  Or consider a gift to our 
General Mission Fund - which is used to continue paying our brilliant staff, 
and run our buildings.  Donations can be made easily at https://
stfaith.com/donations/ 

Above all - stay faithful, and stay safe.  I look forward to seeing you 
all on the other side once more! 

Canon Tom 

Locked-down...again! 

https://stfaith.com/donations/
https://stfaith.com/donations/
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PLEASE PRAY FOR: 
 

The World  
Including St John the 

Divine, Ghana 
Rod & Glenda Thomas  

 

The Diocese  
For the Bishop and all 

those planning the 
future of Diocesan life 

post-COVID 
 
 

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 
Marlene Sharpe 

Pauline Kaznowski 
Clive Barnett 

 
 

The Recently 
Departed 

Michael Moore 
Stephanie Floyd 

Maureen McAndrew 
Wyn Clinnick 
Peggy Roch 

 
 

Anniversaries of 
Departed  

5th Martin Dobson 
8th Joyce Harvey 

Joyce Shuttlewood 
11th Gertrude Burrell 

LIVE EVENTS 

Thursday Eucharist 

at 10.30am: 

click here (from 10.25am)  

to participate via Facebook) 

or www.stfaith.com (to just watch) 

 

Sunday Eucharist at 9.30: 

click here (from 9.25am)  

to participate via Facebook) 

or www.stfaith.com (to just watch) 

 

Sunday - Remembrance Ceremony 

click here (from 10.45am)  

to participate via Facebook) 

or www.stfaith.com (to just watch) 

 

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 Livestreamed Services can be viewed after the 
fact via the Videos section of our Facebook page. 

Service & Events 

https://www.facebook.com/stfaithschurchhavant/
https://stfaith.com
https://www.facebook.com/stfaithschurchhavant/
https://stfaith.com
https://www.facebook.com/stfaithschurchhavant/
https://stfaith.com
https://us04web.zoom.us/j/73577393658?pwd=cW90TW9OREVSNVVMK3pqeW5OMitTQT09
https://www.google.com/url?q=https%3A%2F%2Fus02web.zoom.us%2Fj%2F87388723961%3Fpwd%3DK0JjamtYS0xJUGNQbUE1YXFRKzlkQT09&sa=D&usd=2&usg=AOvVaw0piBYrXuIl9SmpM_EbnDHT
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submitted by Ann Griffiths 
In the summer of 1791, the Hampshire Chronicle carried an announcement 
about Havant's Annual Music Festival when sacred music would be played in 
the parish church. The Messiah would be performed in the morning and in 
the evening, there would be 'a Grand Selection from the works of Handel'. 
Tickets at 4s for the Messiah and 3s for the evening performance could be 
purchased at all the principal inns. 'The whole band will consist of upwards of 
one hundred performers. No expense has been spared.' 
 Mr Printer, one of the principal vocalists of the Foundling Hospital, in 
London, would open the programme in the morning with an organ concerto 
(gratis). Mr Shaw, principal instrumentalist of the band at Drury Lane Theatre 
would be playing a concerto on the violin and choristers from London, Canter-
bury, Salisbury and Chichester would be attending. 
 On 4thJuly the Chronicle stated that 'By particular desire of several re-
spectable families in Havant and Neighbourhood the Price of admittance is 
reduced to THREE SHILLINGS in the morning and HALF-A-CROWN in the even-
ing. N.B. Admittance to the Rehearsal on the preceding evening is ONE SHIL-
LING.' 
 There is quite a lot about John Printer online in Google Books and on 
the Foundling Museum website. He was apparently born with cataracts and 
was blind. He was admitted to the Foundling Hospital in London as a baby and 
baptised there in 1756. He was taught to play the organ when he was twelve. 
He was well paid as an organist for the Hospital and the parish church of St 
Katherine Coleman before being employed to teach singing in the Chapel. 
Interestingly, Handel had been a Governor of the Foundling Hospital, where 
the Messiah was performed each year in the Chapel, for the benefit of the 
charity, a tradition that continued until the 1770s. Handel conducted or 
attended every performance until his death in 1759. 
 
 
Hospital Chapel 1774  
(photo in Public Domain) 

Annual Music Festival 1791 
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Jigsaw therapy?  

If your mind is whirling in 

these troubled times and you 

want some quiet relaxation, 

why not try a jigsaw puzzle. 

They concentrate the mind in 

a pleasing, yet challenging 

way, offering hours of fun. 

The jigsaws can be borrowed 

from Sandra Haggan. 

Jigsaws available to borrow—see Sandra Haggan. 

submitted by Rex Plowman (a new PCC member) 
 

I heard recently of a Parish in the South of England who were having financial 
problems. So on a Sunday morning at the regular service  the Vicar felt that he 
must express his concern about the financial state of their Church.  At a 
suitable time in the Service he  wanted to express his concern that a 
serious  shortfall of funds would affect every member of the Church and its 
future viability. 
  So grasping the nettle during the sermon, he said, 
 "After all that I have said, would those of you who are willing to 
increase their monthly contribution to the Church funds, please stand up".  
 The organist immediately followed by playing the National Anthem. 
 
 

St Thomas More's Catholic Primary School Bedhampton 
 

We welcome children from other Christian churches. If you, or 
anyone you know, has a child who will be starting school next 
September, please take a look at our prospectus and virtual tour. 
 

https://www.st-thomasmores.hants.sch.uk/new-reception-starters-
september-2020/ 

Please Stand 
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A Prayer from Fr. Tony Kemp 
 
  
 

Remembrance  
 
 

 Lord, we pray for those who plea for the love and  
protection that you give abundantly; 

When the sight of poppies generates thoughts  
of desolate fields of blood, death and tears; 

 
Where loved ones now rest in peace,  

their names living on for generations to come. 
We remember with gratitude those who have  

served their country sacrificially in battle. 
  

In silence we hold before you in thanksgiving  
those who have courageously given their lives; 

That we might live on in a peaceful world  
of integrity, altruism and well-being. 

 
Give us, Lord our loving God, the determination  

to create a world of justice and peace; 
And bind us together in resolve to banish hatred,  

malicious attitudes and confrontation. 
  

May light perpetual shine upon those whom  
we remember and honour at this time; 

May they rest in your eternal peace and rise with you  
in the victory of the Pascal Feast. 

 
 

Amen. 
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submitted by Naomi Sloane    
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 ST FAITH’S SHOP IS CLOSED! 

Sadly, the Shop is now closed 
(as a non-essential business).  

Thank  you for all your support 
over the past weeks.  We hope 

to see you all again (and 
receive your donations) in the 

weeks before Christmas. 
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The Anglican Catechism 

The 1662 ‘Catechism’ is a statement of the core beliefs of the 
Christian Faith, expressed through the Anglican Tradition.  
Explore it with Canon Tom on Zoom, on Fridays at 7pm, 
beginning NEXT FRIDAY  November the 13th (note the delayed 
start-date).   Teaching and discussion, from the comfort of your 
own home!  Here’s an initial course outline: 

1) Introduction - general history, plus the devil, ’pomp and 
vanity’ and ’sinful lusts’(!) 

2) The Creed - what should we believe?  

3) The Ten Commandments 

4) The Lord’s Prayer 

5) The Sacraments (Communion and Baptism) 

6) Preparing to worship 

This course is suitable for EVERYONE - seasoned Christians AND 
anyone wanting know more about the Christian Faith as we 
express it here at St Faith’s.  It is especially recommended for 
anyone considering either Baptism or Confirmation into the 
Anglican Church (a.k.a. the Church of England).   

There will be NO exam at the end! 

To take part, simply click on this link.  You will need the following 
password to log-in:  129310  

POSTPONED ONE WEEK - TO 13TH NOVEMBER 

https://us02web.zoom.us/j/88397539174?pwd=QnVURlAzbXc5TUFNS01yVjhrYjNrQT09
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Sermon of Bishop John Hind on Thursday 29th October—’Thursday after 
the Last Sunday after Trinity’ 
 
In the south transept of Southwark Cathedral there is a memorial to a 
man who lived from 1475 to 1556.  

Those were tumultuous years for England and its church.  In 1535 
the Bishop of Rochester, John Fisher and Thomas More, the Lord 
Chancellor, were beheaded.  Twenty years later Hugh Latimer and 
Nicholas Ridley, former bishops of Worcester and London respectively, 
were burnt at the stake to be followed in 1556 by Thomas Cranmer, 
previously Archbishop of Canterbury 

Perhaps before we feel too sorry for all these martyrs we might 
just remember that More and Latimer at least had themselves played 
prominent parts in the condemnation and execution of a number of 
those they considered heretics.   

Many terrible things were done by the disciples of Jesus Christ to 
other disciples of Jesus Christ, and in both cases persecutors and 
victims alike thought they were doing God’s will. There followed a 
bloody century in which there were more Christian martyrs in England 
than ever before or since. 

Given this history, it is perhaps not surprising that so many people 
by and large reckon Christianity scarcely worth the candle if its 
adherents could do such things. The other side of this is that they 
simply can’t believe that any faith could so grip people as to enable 
them to endure  such things. 

But Fisher, More, Latimer, Ridley and Cranmer would have 
understood each other far better than any of them would have 
understood the exceptional irreligiosity of England today, Catholic or 
Protestant.   

What drove those Reformation martyrs, what has driven all the 
martyrs throughout the ages, was the conviction that the truths of faith 
are truths, and that they are worth dying for.  That is one of the reasons 
why we find the past so inaccessible and indeed not only the past, but 
also the greater part of the world today.   

 A Truth worth dying for? 
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The question really is, is there anything that matters so much to 
us that we would be willing to die for it? 

Now the point of my mentioning the memorial in Southwark 
Cathedral lies in the final words of the epitaph.  Bear in mind those 
dates: 1475 – 1556. The text concludes, “He lived and died an honest 
man”.  We know little of the details of his life, or how he comported 
himself in the midst of the political and religious turmoils of those 
tyrannical times.  We do not know whether he found a careful way of 
negotiating without sacrifice of principle or whether he just kept his 
head down.  We do however get a sense of integrity and 
straightforwardness  -  and that he survived with those virtues intact!  
That’s no mean tribute. 

To maintain integrity and straightforwardness is always a 
challenge and very particularly in times of crisis like the present 
pandemic.  Different difficulties from those of the sixteenth century, 
but the challenge no less. 

I’m prompted to say this today because yesterday was the feast 
of two of the early martyrs of the Church, Simon and Jude.  We don’t 
know much about either of them, although Simon’s nickname  “the 
zealot” gives us a clue.  This doesn’t mean that he was enthusiastic 
but rather that he had belonged to a particular group of 
contemporary terrorists determined to overthrow the Roman 
occupation by force.  His conversion transformed his zeal from 
violence into faithful discipleship.  The very passion which had 
previously made him so angry became the source of the bravery that 
led him to martyrdom.  

Like the figure in the Southwark memorial, Simon and Jude are 
honoured for their steadfastness, their honesty in the midst of 
turbulent times.  Unlike him, they paid for their honesty with their 
lives. 

Honesty and zealotry have their dangers, but indifferentism may 
in the long run be an even greater danger.  No one should doubt the 
capacity of religion, gone wrong, to do great harm. But equally, no 
one should doubt its capacity to motivate to the greatest deeds of 
love and sacrifice, the most fearless intellectual enquiry and the most 
beautiful and uplifting art.  The knack for human life lies in the 
constant struggle to distinguish the two.               Amen. 
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 submitted by Ann Griffiths 
(photograph courtesy of Mike Aston, Aston’s great-nephew) 

 

Basil Aston was vicar of St. Mark's Portsea from 1933 
to 1937 and Rector of St Faith's Church, Havant, from 
1937 to 1943. (Our present Rector was also, 
previously, Rector of St Mark’s, Portsea!  Ed.)  Aston 
was Rural Dean of Havant from 1938 to 1943, 
 He was born in 1880 at Fyfield, Berks, where 
his father was the vicar. He was educated at St. 
John's College, Oxford, and Wells Theological College 
and in 1904 he was ordained Deacon. He held 
curacies in Somerset and Wiltshire before the 

outbreak of war in 1914. During the war he was a temporary chaplain to the 
Forces, was wounded, twice mentioned in despatches, and awarded the DSO 
for conspicuous gallantry during operations. 
 On 25 August 1916 The London Gazette published his citation. 'For two 
days and a night he worked incessantly, tending and clearing the wounded 
under shellfire. During the night after working for twelve hours he helped 
carry a wounded man to the dressing station through the trenches, blown in 
and deep in mud. He then immediately went back to rescue others.' 
 In 1924 Basil married Erica Bodington, a clergyman's daughter. She had 
worked at the YWCA Central Club in Boulogne from March 1918 to February 
1919. 
 Canon Basil Aston was honorary chaplain to the Bishop of Salisbury from 
1947 to 1951, and resigned his living in 1954. He died in Sherborne, Dorset, in 
1957, aged seventy-six. The Times of 17 May 1957 carried an obituary by 'CP', 
who wrote,  
 'Canon Basil Aston was the most lovable man I have ever known. He was 
a strong man, a wise man possessed by a devastating common sense. He was a 
happy man enjoying the simple things of life. As I look back upon him he leaves 
a sense of continuing joy. There must be countless people who were the better 
for merely having seen the vicar as he walked the roads and streets of the 
parishes he served. He knew that Christianity was a life to be lived. He knew 
and understood the dogmas and profundities, but he also knew that it was not 
much use spending time talking about them. His ministry was a ministry to 
individual men and women. He brought peace with him. He was in the very best 
tradition of the English Parish Priest. He will be remembered by all who met him 
with gratitude and real affection.' 

Onward Christian Soldier—Basil Aston 
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In 1919 the Bishop of Winchester 
formed a small committee to advise 
with respect to parochial war 
memorials. One member of the 
committee was Sir Charles Archibald 
Nicholson Bart FRIBA, who together 
with Alfred Edwin Stallard FSI 
designed the Havant War Memorial. 
Sir Charles was a well-known 
ecclesiastical architect and Alfred 
Stallard was a well-respected Havant 
architect, who had designed a 
number of important local buildings. 
He was also surveyor to the Urban 
District Council for nearly thirty 
years. 
 The memorial, which is built 
of Portland stone and flint, was set 
in an alcove on what was church 

land at Havant’s ancient crossroads. The appeal letter of 
February 1922 stated that it would be open and accessible 
to the public footway. Everyone with an interest in Havant 
was asked to contribute so that it would be a Memorial of 
the whole town. It was completed free of debt at a cost of 
£435. The stonemasons chosen for its construction were 
Henry G Wilkins and Sons of Portsmouth. Little did Henry 
Wilkins know that his own grandson, Flight Sergeant John 
Phillip Wilkins, (shown here) would be added to the 
memorial after he was shot down over Benghazi in 1941 
while acting as a decoy for the rest of his squadron. 
 The unveiling of the cross took place at 3 p.m. on Saturday 30th 
September 1922. The service was conducted by Rev. Harold Rodgers, with the 
lesson being read by Rev. Edward Kirby of the Congregational Church. The 
Hampshire Telegraph reported on the impressive scenes at the dedication 
ceremony. Major-General Sir John Davidson KCMG DSO MP spoke of the 
courage and unselfishness of the men of Havant who had died for their country. 
Sir John unveiled the Memorial Cross and committed it into the care of the Local 
Authority. Frederick Leng, chairman of Havant Urban District Council, accepted 
the guardianship of the memorial on behalf of the council. Mr Leng and his wife 

Havant War Memorial 
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had lost their son, Private Harold Leng, in September 1918 when he was killed in 
action while serving with the Hampshire Regiment in the Ypres sector. According 
to the Hampshire Telegraph Mrs Leng was the originator of the project for the 
erection of the Havant War Memorial. For seven years she was assisted by the 
Rector and collected from house to house for the funds. She later 'tended the 
memorial so that it was never without flowers for even a day'. Also, Alfred 
Stallard, joint architect, lost two young cousins, Albert Donald Stallard in 1915 
and James Alan Stallard in 1918. The earliest local death recorded on the 
memorial is that of Lieutenant Lynton Woolmer White who died on 3rd 
September 1914. During September 1916 nine men died and 1918 was the 
worst year with thirty deaths. A further five men died after the end of the war. 
 Havant Borough Council owns the memorial and is responsible for 
maintaining it. It was Grade II listed in 2013 thanks to the efforts of several local 
historians. Recently some more names were added to commemorate those who 
had laid down their lives in the cause of freedom since the end of the second 
world war. 
 

 Adapted from the booklets by Ann Griffiths 
http://thespring.co.uk/media/3463/22-the-great-war-of-1914-to-1918-3.pdf 

http://thespring.co.uk/media/3006/36aa-havant-in-the-second-world-war.pdf 

http://thespring.co.uk/media/3463/22-the-great-war-of-1914-to-1918-3.pdf
http://thespring.co.uk/media/3006/36aa-havant-in-the-second-world-war.pdf
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“Oh I miss the huddle – but the kids 

are growing up quickly” 

 

With thanks to our very artistic  
Pam Moore 
 

 

 

 

Pauline spotted this 

one in The Week! 

By Kipper Williams 

in the Spectator 

To make you smile... 
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Submitted by Ian Munro 
The inscription on the Tomb reads: “Beneath this stone lies the body of a 
British Warrior, unknown by name or rank, brought here on Armistice 
Day, 11th November, 1920, in the presence of His Majesty King George V, 
his Ministers of State, the chiefs of his forces, and a vast concourse of the 
nation.  Thus are commemorated the many multitudes who during the 
Great War of 1914-18 gave the most that man can give, life itself, for God, 
for King and Country, for loved ones, home and Empire, for the sacred 
cause of justice and freedom of the world.  They buried him among the 
kings for he had done good towards God and towards his house." 

******************* 
 In the days of old, kings and famous men were often buried in mag-

nificent tombs.  The pyramids, mausoleums, and great barrows of earth-
works stand as their memorials.  After a great battle, the victors would set 
up a trophy of arms, helmets and armour, and even a cenotaph or empty 
tomb; but the idea of an unknown man being buried with honour is a 
comparatively new idea. 

 It sprang from the imagination of an Army Chaplain, the Rev David 
Railton MC.  During the First World War, near Armentieres, he noticed a 
grave bearing a pencilled inscription “An Unknown Soldier of the Black 
Watch”.  It was this which gave him the idea that later became a national 
memorial.  It was not until 1920, however, that he was able to put for-
ward the plan which had been developing in his mind.  He approached the 
Dean of Westminster Abbey, and the Dean was able to persuade the Gov-
ernment to accept this. 

 A committee headed by the Foreign Minister, Lord Curzon, recom-
mended that his office should arrange for an unknown soldier to be disin-
terred in France and brought to Westminster Abbey.  It further recom-
mended that the burial should be on Armistice Day of that year and that 
King George V should be asked if, after he had unveiled the Cenotaph in 
Whitehall, he would follow the gun carriage bearing the body, to West-
minster Abbey.  And so an unknown soldier was brought from the battle-
fields of France and buried with ceremony amongst the tombs of the 

The Story of the Unknown Soldier 
How they chose the first ‘Unknown Soldier’ 

Extract from NZ ‘Review’ dated December1967 
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most illustrious in the land. 
 The British authorities gave very little information about the selec-

tion of the “Unknown Soldier” and it was not until Armistice Day, 1939, 19 
years later, that Brigadier-General L.J. Wyatt, DSO, in a letter to “The Daily 
Telegraph”, gave the facts. 

 Six Bodies:  The Brigadier-General, as General Officer in charge of 
troops in France and Flanders, and Director of the War Graves Commis-
sion, was given instructions that the body of a British soldier, which it 
would be impossible to identify, should be brought in from each of the six 
battle areas  ̶  Aisne, Marne, Cambrai, Somme, Arras and Ypres, on the 
night of 9th November, and placed in the Chapel at St. Pol. 

 The party bringing in each body was to return at once to its area so 
that there should be no chance of anyone knowing on which the choice 
fell.  Working parties carried out these instructions.  The bodies carried in 
ambulances, were received by the Reverend George Kendall OBE at the 
Army Hut, not far from Ypres, which had been draped with a great Union 
Jack, and a guard was set on the door.  In front of the altar was the shell 
of a coffin which had been sent from England to receive the remains. 

 At midnight 9-10 November, the Brigadier-General, with Colonel 
Gell, entered the Hut.  The brigadier was blindfolded as he turned to-
wards the bodies.  They had been placed in a row, on stretchers, each 
covered with a Union Jack.  He was then turned in the direction of the 
coffins and moved towards them.  The body in the first coffin that he 
touched was to be that of Britain’s “Unknown Soldier”.  He, with the help 
of Colonel Gell, placed it in the shell and screwed down the lid.  To quote: 
“I had no idea even of the area from which the body I selected had come, 
and no one else can know it.” 

 The guard remained over the solitary coffin, and nobody entered 
the Hut that night.  The other bodies were reburied in the Military Ceme-
tery at St. Pol. 

 Mixed Service:  The following morning the Chaplains of the Church 
of England, the Roman Catholic Church, and the Non-Conformist Churches 
held a service in the Hut.  On the same day at noon, the Reverend Kendall 
came with an ambulance and the body was sent, under escort to Bou-
logne.  At 3:30 p.m. after passing through troops lining the outskirts of 
Boulogne, the ambulance drew up at the ancient castle, the local head-
quarters of the French Army.  Here to meet it were Colonel Bradstock, 
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Colonel Gell, Major Fitzsimons, Major Diebold of the French Army, and M. 
Labeau, sub-prefect of the district. 

 Eight soldiers including a Sergeant-Major of the Royal Army Service 
Corps, a Sergeant of the Royal Engineers, a Gunner of the Royal Field Artil-
lery, and Australian Light-Horseman, a Private each from the Canadian In-
fantry and the Machine Gun Corps, and a Rifleman from the 21st London 
Regiment (First Surrey Rifles) stepped forward as bearers.  The library of the 
castle had been turned into a Chepelle Ardente.  Into this through corridors 
lined by Poilus, the body was taken.  A French company furnished the guard 
throughout the last night on French soil.  No British troops were with them.  
At noon the next day, the rough wooden shell was placed in a plain oak 
coffin which had arrived from England the previous night.  This had wrought
-iron bands through one of which was passed a Crusader’s sword from the 
Tower of London collection. 

 The coffin of Hampton Court Oak, presented by the British Undertak-
ers’ Association, and bearing the inscription “A British Warrior who fell in 
the Great War 1914-18 for King and Country” was placed on a French mili-
tary wagon, drawn by six horses, and under escort of French troops was tak-
en to Boulogne Quay, where a Royal Navy destroyer was waiting.  The Ad-
miralty had sent HMS Verdun as a special tribute to the French nation, and 
the gallant defence of that city.  The cortege was a mile long.  The French 
Government sent a division of all arms to pay their last tribute.  Marshal 
Foch, who represented the French nation, made a touching speech, and 
Lieutenant-General Sir George Macdonagh, representing King George re-
plied.  General Weygand, and many other distinguished French and British 
officers were present. 
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 French Soil:  Aboard the destroyer the same bearer party laid 
the coffin on the deck abaft the stern gun platform on the port side.  Six 
barrels of earth from the Ypres salient were put on board, to be placed 
in the tomb in Westminster Abbey, so that the body should rest in soil 
on which so many of our troops gave up their lives.  HMS Verdun 
moved off slowly, a guard of blue jackets at “The Present”, and the guns 
on shore firing a salute.  An escort of six destroyers joined her.  HMS 
Verdun steamed slowly into Dover harbour and a salute of 19 guns was 
slowly fired from the castle. 
 Six warrant officers from the Royal Navy, the Royal Marines, Ar-
my, and the Royal Air Force acted as bearers, and six officers from all 
Services brought the body ashore.  It was followed by Sir George Mac-
donagh, the officers of the garrison, and the Mayor and corporation of 
Dover to the marine station, where it received a salute from the Guard 
of Honour furnished by the 2nd Connaught Rangers and the Duke of 
York’s Military School.  The saloon in which the body was placed was 
that which carried home Nurse Edith Cavell and Captain Fryatt. 

 There was an interval of more than one hour before the train 
started, during which time four sentries, one from each Service stood 
on guard.  An escort of one officer and fifteen men travelled in a second 
saloon.  The body remained in the train during the night at Victoria, and 
was then taken over by the 1st Battalion Grenadier Guards.  The coffin, 
covered by a Union Jack on which a steel helmet, side arms, and a web-
bing belt, was put on a gun carriage and, drawn by six horses, started in 
slow time by a long route to reach the Cenotaph.  Led by a firing party 
and the bands of the Coldstream, Scots, Irish, and Welsh Guards, came 
the gun carriage.  Troops from all Services followed. 

 The pall-bearers were Sir Hedworth Meux, Earl Beatty, Sir Charles 
Madden, General Gatliff, Sir Henry Jackson, Lord Byng, Lord Horne, Sir 
Henry Wilson, Earl Haig, Lord French, Lord Methuen, and Sir Ralph 
Trenchard. 

 Cenotaph Arrival:  The gun carriage drew up at the Cenotaph.  
King George stepped forward and placed his wreath of red roses and 
bay leaves on the coffin.   After “The Silence” the gun carriage again 
moved forward.  King George, as Chief Mourner, took his place immedi-
ately behind it, followed by the Prince of Wales, the Duke of York, 
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Prince Henry, the Duke of Con-
naught, the Marquis of Milford 
Haven, the Speaker, Mr As-
quith, Mr Lloyd George, Lord 
Curzon, Mr Bonar Law, and the 
Ministers of State. 

 The coffin borne by the 
NCOs of the Guards passed 
through two lines of 100 wear-
ers of the Victoria Cross, some 
in uniform, some in plain clothes, under the command of Colonel 
Fryberg, VC.  Behind these were widows and mothers of the fallen. 

 The Queen, the Princess Royal, Queen Alexandra, and the 
Queens of Spain and Norway had been driven from the Cenotaph to 
the West Door of the Abbey and had already taken their places. 

 The service was conducted by the Dean.  The music was by Eng-
lish composers, and included Kipling’s “Recessional”.  During the sing-
ing of “Lead Kindly Light”, the bearers came forward. Removed from 
the coffin the helmet and side arms, and at the conclusion lowered it 
into the tomb.  At the committal, the King scattered earth from the 
battlefields from a silver shell.  After a long roll of drums the poignant 
notes of “Last Post” rang out, followed by “Reveille”.  Finally the two 
lines of the holders of the Victoria Cross filed past on either side of 
the grave.  The service was the mourning of a Nation. 

 
“THEY BURIED HIM AMONG KINGS, BECAUSE HE HAD DONE GOOD 

TOWARDS GOD, AND TOWARDS HIS HOUSE.” 
 

By 27th November it was estimated that one and a half million had 
passed slowly by in homage.  They knew, they understood. 

 



 

21 

 
  

Submitted by Angus Geddes 
The year was 1923.  The great city was ablaze.  The whole waterfront was a wall 
of flame. Trapped in a corridor no wider than the length of a football pitch were 
half a million desperate refugees. They were Greeks who had lived in Turkey un-
der Ottoman rule for centuries.   They had fled the Turkish army as it rolled back 
the Greek invasion force from the positions it had held deep inside Turkey.   
Greece had unwisely tried to seize a sizeable chunk of western Turkey when the 
Ottoman Empire collapsed at the end of the First World War.  Now they were in 
mortal danger, not only from the flames, but also from the Turkish soldiers who 
snatched and murdered refugees on the periphery.  
 A grim deadline approached too.  The Turks had told the world that any 
Greeks remaining on the waterfront for more than a few days would be marched 
off to the interior.  Previous experience, confirmed by subsequent events, did 
not bode well for their survival.  The city of Smyrna, larger than Athens, sought 
out as a safe haven, had become a death trap.  (Smyrna is now called Idlib, and 
has recently suffered catastrophic earthquakes.  Ed.)  On taking the city, the 
Turks had set it alight, only sparing the Turkish quarter in this, the most cosmo-
politan city in the Ottoman Empire.  The defeated Greek soldiers had all been 
taken off and ferried back to Greece, but the Greek leaders refused to send in 
ships to rescue the civilian refugees for fear of provoking the Turks into greater 
belligerency.  
 The Greeks would not help.  Britain and the other allies occupying Con-
stantinople in the path of the advancing Turkish army and wanting to avoid trou-
ble would not help either.  The position was hopeless. 
 But hope is a Christian virtue.  To accept hopelessness is close to denying 
God.  The poet Shelley was expelled from university as an atheist, but it is to him 
we owe the great line, ‘To hope, till hope creates, from its own wreck, that 
which it contemplates’.  And you don’t have to be a great man or woman to 
hope despite the situation being hopeless.  In Smyrna in 1923 it was an American 
Methodist minister, a middle ranking official in the YMCA, pursuing up to then, 
an unremarkable career. Shy and only five feet tall, his job was Boys Works Sec-
retary in the Smyrna YMCA. 
 He had already started doing what he could for the desperate refugees, 
commandeering two undamaged houses, converting one into an emergency ma-
ternity hospital and the other into a food supply depot.  A few days later, hard at 
work on his relief efforts, he could make out a swelling murmur of prayer sweep-
ing the waterfront like a desperate Mexican wave.  It was a prayer for miracu-
lous intervention, a prayer for the ships that no-one would send.  Jennings 
prayed too.  The next morning he woke to the stark realisation that indeed no-

Divine Intervention? 

https://us02web.zoom.us/j/88474298200
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one had any intention of sending ships.  An uncontrollable rage seized him and 
a determination to do something about it.  He went out to the ships in the har-
bour, talked to a couple of their captains and tried to persuade them to start 
evacuating the refugees huddled on the waterfront.  They refused, saying that, 
in the name of neutrality, they were under strict orders not to intervene.  But 
he got grudging agreement from the captain of an Italian vessel that his orders 
could be over-ridden by the Italian consul. 
 Back on shore he persuaded the Italian consul to do just that.  From the 
Turkish authorities he got agreement that the Italian ship could embark women 
and children, but no men of military age.  The Constantinapoli sailed out of 
Smyrna with 2000 refugees and Jennings aboard.   On reaching the nearby 
Greek island of Mytilene, he was greeted with the sight of twenty five Greek 
ships lying idle.  Having evacuated the remnants of the Greek army the Greek 
Government had been adamant that the rescue fleet should not return for the 
civilian refugees.  
 Jennings called a conference of the all the naval commanders and the 
Greek general in charge and asked for six ships to evacuate the refugees.  The 
General was hesitant, wanting assurance that the Turks would allow the ships 
to return to Mytilene and that the Americans would guarantee protection.  Jen-
nings was soon back in Smyrna.  The American commander promised to escort 
the ships in and out of harbour but his guarantee did not actually go as far as 
promising protection if they were attacked.  The Greek general was not con-
vinced. 
 One captain amongst those at the conference he had called earlier had 
caught Jennings’ attention.  His instincts were right.  He went aboard the Kilkis 
and the pair of them sent a telegram to Athens, “In the name of humanity, send 
twenty ships now idle here to evacuate starving Greek refugees from Smyrna 
without delay”, signed Asa Jennings, American citizen.  The reply was quick: 
who was Asa Jennings?  He replied that he was the Chairman of the American 
Relief Committee in Mytilene.  Stretching it a bit, but justified he felt on the 
grounds that he was the only American in Mytilene. 
 His telegram provoked a meeting of the Greek cabinet, no less.  They 
were sympathetic to the rescue, but were still worried about provoking the 
Turks.  They wanted a guarantee that the Americans would protect them if the 
Turks tried to seize the ships.  Jennings replied “Stated guarantee should be 
entirely satisfactory”.  The cabinet continued to vacillate, unconvinced that the 
ships would be safe and now, too, worried about how to cope with the sudden 
arrival of half a million destitute refugees. 
 Jennings played his last hand.  He sent a telegram saying that if he did 
not get agreement by 6 pm he would send an open telegram that would be 
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widely read announcing that the Turks had given clearance, the American Navy 
had guaranteed protection, but the Greek government had refused permission 
to allow Greek ships to save Greek and Armenian refugees awaiting certain 
death.  
 He waited.  Two hours later came the reply: “All ships in the Aegean 
placed under your command to remove refugees from Smyrna”.  Bearing in 
mind that his day job was, or had been, Boys Works Secretary in Smyrna, this 
sudden promotion to in effect Admiral in the Greek Navy, was a stunning out-
come.  Had he chosen a different career he might have made a good Admiral.  
Faced with the captains of all ships in the harbour declaring their vessels unsea-
worthy, he announced an immediate inspection followed by court-martial (and 
possible execution!) of any captain found guilty of deception.  His fleet was soon 
on its way. Within a few days all surviving refugees bar men of military age, at 
least a third of a million, had been taken off to the safety of Greek territory. 
  The murmur of prayer that had spread along the desperate waterfront 
days earlier had been answered.  They were praying for a miracle.  Jennings had 
prayed too.  Seized by a terrible rage he had realised that God’s answer to this 
prayer required him to act.  
 
(To know more, read ‘Paradise Lost, Smyrna 1922, The Destruction of Islam’s 
City of Tolerance’, by Giles Milton, published by Sceptre, ISBN 978 0340 83787 0) 

From Canon Tom:  Following the sad news of 
the death of Sean Connery this week, I posted a 
wry message on Facebook.  It simply said 
'Kennar, Tom Kennar.  Thank you 
Sean".  Hopefully, James Bond fans got the joke. 
 I was then contacted by Catherine Billam 
who informed me that in Icelandic, 'Kennar' 
means 'Teacher'.  This was supplemented by 
Mike Skiffins, who pointed out that Iceland is 
close to Scotland (well, as he said, closer than 
Australia!) and that in the Celtic tongue to 'ken' 
something is to know something.  So, in a single 24 hour period, my sense of 
my own name has gone from indifference to being 'The Teacher who 
Knows...'.  Well, that's nice then, isn't it?             

Canon Tom 

Shaken, not stirred 
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These Angels were all knitted by Wyn Clinnick (RIP).  She and Sandra 
thought that it might be good particularly this year to flood Havant with 
angels.......... 
 If you can wrestle a pair of knitting needles and would like a project 
to keep you occupied, we would welcome some help to knit Christmas 
angels to brighten up the lives of our community.  
 Knitting patterns are available in church and are simple to follow. 
Please ask Sandra for a pattern. All you need is two balls of DK wool in 
different colours and a pair of 9 (3¾ mm) needles. 

Here’s our Sandra, modelling new bone china mugs of 

the church - which are on sale £8 each - all profits to the 

West End Toilet campaign. 

Articles for the Corona Chronicle 

Knitted Christmas Angels 

St Faith Mugs 

If you would like to submit an article for the Chronicle please email Pauline at 

office@stfaith.com and we will do our best to include it.  
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by Bill Jones 

This short piece came about when I noted several people who are anxious or have 
been in lockdown, or at home, and are feeling a bit fed up with life, or in one case 
had lost her husband two years ago and is still feeling a bit sorry for herself. Their 
statement “I am fed up with nothing to do today, or tomorrow” led me to think 
of all the lives and the ultimate sacrifice made by millions of service personal in 
numerous wars… so… that we have a tomorrow.   
 

 

I’m fed up!.... I’ve got nothing to do again today! and I won’t have tomorrow, I’m 
worried and lonely….. I’m really fed up with life………  (I hear you say). Don’t ask 
how I know what you said, because….. I’m dead….. I left here a long time ago and 
Sorry, I can’t help you with what you’re going do today or tomorrow… But…… 
can I tell you what I am doing today….. as it turned out my last day! 
  The Sergeant told us last night…’you’re going over the top in the morning 
lads….’ One of the chaps said afterwards…’we’ve lost a lot of blokes going over 
the top…’  Don’t know how he knows that… 
  I came out here with my two mates from back home, Chris Wheeler and 
Ralph Lenton….. They went over the top yesterday….. come to think of it… I 
haven’t seen them today!   We decided to come out here after seeing that chap 
on the posters, he said… “Your Country Needs You”… so we came.. To be honest 
I don’t really know where I am, except it’s foreign… I’d never heard of this 
place… and now I’m here I can’t even pronounce the name. 
  Another funny thing… The Sergeant said last night…’when you go over the 
top, you need to be ready…. because the enemy will want to kill you!...’ I was 
told I must kill him… Strange that ain’t it!.   I have heard of the country he comes 
from, but I’ve never met anyone from there… I won’t know him, and he won’t 
know me. I don’t suppose we will have time to say hello and even if we did we 
wouldn’t understand each other’s language….  But the first time we set eyes on 
each other…..  we must shoot to kill…… Funny that ain’t it! 
  Most of us have been up all night writing , so I thought I would just add a 
line to you at home… Sorry I don’t know what you are going to do today or even 
tomorrow! I just thought you would like to know what I am doing today. 
  Anyway, I have go now…… I can see the Sargent coming along the lines….. 

Must be time to go over the top…  
 
When you go home tell them this and say… for your tomorrow we gave our to-
day…  

 

Your Country Still Needs You! 
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Canon Tom Kennar’s Sermon from last Sunday… 
1 November 2020—All Saints Day 

 

Those of you who have suffered my sermons for a few years will know that I 
always look forward to All Saint’s Day.  It gives me an opportunity to rehearse my 
list of funny and quirky saints – most of which I have culled from a book by the 
priest and broadcaster, Richard Coles, called ‘Lives of the Improbable Saints’. 
 For example, have you ever heard of St Ronald of  
Buckingham?  Apparently, he was born into the world like any normal baby, and 
immediately preached an amazing sermon.... before promptly dying.  Then here's 
St Theophilus the Myrrh-Gusher.  It’s a great name isn't it?  It refers to the belief 
that the bodies of certain martyred saints secrete a sweet smelling liquid from 
their wounds.  Apparently, St Theophilus’ body did just that, in copious amounts! 
 Then there's St Isodore, who in the 1980s was designated the patron saint 
of the Internet –because he was a scholar and compiler of information.  I like to 
imagine the scene in Heaven when God told Isodore that the Church has just 
designated him as the patron of the internet?  "I'm the Patron Saint of WHAT?!" 
 And then there's the number one weird saint of all time...the Patron Saint 
of finding a parking place - Saint Mother Cabrini.  Apparently, in New York, car 
drivers circling a block can be heard muttering this prayer:  "Mother Cabrini, 
Mother Cabrini - find me a space for my driving 
machiny." 
 All these Saints are jolly good fun, but there 
is more than grain of truth in many of 
them.  Sometimes, saints become patron saints 
because of the terrible things they were made to 
suffer for their faith in Christ.  So, for example, St 
Apollonia is the patron saint of Dentists, because 
she had all her teeth extracted as a punishment 
for believing in Jesus.  And let’s not forget our 
own St Faith... roasted alive on a griddle-iron, for 
refusing to give up her Lord.  I could tell you a lot 
more horror stories...but it’s a bit early in the 
morning for that! 
  So, All Saints is a good time to be 
reminded of extraordinary lives of the Saints who 
now ’from their labours rest’ - as we shall sing at 
the end of our service today.  But are there saints among us now?   
 The Bible refers to all true believers as ‘saints’.  So the answer to my 
question must be ‘yes…there are saints among us today’.  There are, and must 

All Saints 
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be, those who in the words of John’s first letter which we heard just now, are 
‘children of God’.  They are those who yearn and hope for the final revelation of 
Christ, so that they can become more and more like him.  They are those who 
constantly seek to purify themselves, because Christ is pure. 
 Or, if you prefer, from Jesus’ lips in the Sermon on the Mount, the saints – 
the blessed ones - are those who hunger and thirst for righteousness.  They are 
the poor in spirit, the meek, the merciful, the peacemakers, the pure in heart. 
But is that me?  Is that you? 
 Our brothers and sisters in the Orthodox church have an insight to 
offer.  They teach that all Christians have the potential to become so like Christ 
that they can become kinds of gods themselves.  Orthodox theology calls that 
process ‘deification’ – and it’s a goal for which all of us are encouraged to strive.   
 But what does it look like, in practice?  Much has been made recently of 
the sainthood of the medical profession, tirelessly exerting themselves on behalf 
of the COVID-suffering population.  Other saints have been recognised by awards 
and honours – like Captain Sir Tom Moore, and Marcus Rashford MBE.  And 
locally, our own wonderful Sandra Haggan, recently recognised by the Spring’s 
awards programme.  Hmm…St Sandra.  I like that!   
 But are saints measured by what they do?  Yes, of course…to an 
extent.  The true nature of our heart is often demonstrated by our actions.  But 
what about those who cannot do anything?  Is it possible to be a saint who is 
tied by illness to the hospital bed, or trapped at home by being shielded from 
COVID?  Well, I want to say ‘yes’ to them too.  Being a living saint is not just 
about what we do.  It’s about who we are.  To be a saint is to become more and 
more like God.  But how? 
 Well, here’s a way of thinking about an answer to that question.  There’s 
been a thought winging its way around social media recently.  It’s one of those 
‘feel good’ sayings that we all encounter from time to time, which gets lots of 
people clicking ‘Like’.  This particular one goes something like… 
“I don’t care if you are black or white, gay or straight, rich or poor.  If you are 
good to me, I’ll be good to you”.  On the face of it, it’s a nice thing to have said – 
essentially ‘all that matters is how we treat each other’.    
 But it’s not a particularly Christian thing to have said.  Being nice is not an 
exclusively Christian virtue.  Jesus calls his followers beyond human nice-
ness.  He calls us to extraordinary love, in the pursuit of holiness.  If Jesus had 
written that ’meme’, he might have added – “It doesn’t even matter how you 
treat me.  Even when you insult me, or beat me, or kill me...I will still love you”.   
Christian love is the kind that says ‘Father forgive them’, even when ‘they’ are 
nailing you to a cross.  Christian love is unconditional – like the love of Jesus, who 
we strive to be like.  It is a love which does not stop even when, like St Faith, we 
are being tied to a roasting griddle iron. Or as Christians in Nice encountered this 



 

28 

week, being knifed by a religious extremist.  It’s a love which sees beyond 
the poor behaviour and poor choices of failing human beings, and which 
begins to see all humanity as God sees us – children - who often fall down, 
and constantly need picking up and hugging from time to time.   
 Now of course, I realise what a challenge it would be to continue to 
offer love to a knife-wielding madman, or an abuser of children, or a corrupt 
politician.  Simple common sense says that, of course, society needs 
protecting from this kind of behaviour.  But hate is never the right 
response.  Hate only produces more hate.  The ONLY possible remedy 
against hate, is love.  It won’t always work – but it’s the only path worth 
even trying.  And it’s the path of Jesus.  It’s the path of holiness.  It’s the 
path of saint-hood. 
 Of course, that kind of holiness is beyond human norms.  It’s super-
human, in fact.  It’s not something I would find easy to do, on my own.  But, 
with God’s help, and by God’s grace, maybe I could love someone that 
much.  Maybe I too could be considered a saint.  Hmm...St Thomas of 
Havant....has a bit of ring to it…. 
 And if we are open to it, we can all take up the challenge to become 
Holy ones, deified ones, Saints, ourselves.  

 

Christmas Market—Postponed 

Sadly, the present Lockdown means 
that we must postpone our 
planned Christmas Market.  We 
very much hope to hold it in 
December, if conditions allow.  

Thank you for the donations for stalls—keep 
collecting them, and be ready to bring them 
along when it is possible once more! 
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Third Sunday before Advent 
Remembrance 

Celebrant: Canon Tom Kennar 
Hymn: (153) 

 Words: William Whiting (1825-1878) 
Tune: MELITA John Dykes (1823-1876) 

 

Hymns & Readings - Sunday 8 November   

1. Eternal Father, strong to save, 
whose arm doth bind the restless  
     wave, 
who bidd'st the mighty ocean deep 
its own appointed limits keep; 
O hear us when we cry to thee 
for those in peril on the sea. 
 
2. O Saviour, whose almighty word 
the winds and waves submissive  
     heard, 
who walkedst on the foaming deep, 
and calm amid its rage didst sleep: 
O hear us when we cry to thee 
for those in peril on the sea. 
 
3. O sacred Spirit, who didst brood 
upon the waters dark and rude, 
and bid their angry tumult cease, 
and give, for wild confusion, peace: 
O hear us when we cry to thee 
for those in peril on the sea. 
 
 
 
 
 

4. O Ruler of the earth and sky 
Be with our airmen when they fly 
And keep them in your loving care 
Amid the perils of the air. 
O let our cry come unto thee 
For those who fly o’er land and sea. 
 
 
5. O Trinity of love and pow’r, 
our brethren shield in danger's  
     hour; 
from rock and tempest, fire and foe, 
protect them whereso'er they go: 
and ever let there rise to thee 
glad hymns of praise from land and 
sea. 
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Collect 
 

Almighty Father,  
 whose will is to restore all things in your beloved Son,  

 the King of all:  
 govern the hearts and minds of those in authority,  

 and bring the families of the nations,  
 divided and torn apart by the ravages of sin,  

 to be subject to his just and gentle rule;  
 who is alive and reigns with you,  

 in the unity of the Holy Spirit,  
 one God, now and for ever.  

 
 
 
 
 

Gospel according to Matthew Chapter 25 Verses 1-13 
 Then the kingdom of heaven will be like this. Ten bridesmaids took 
their lamps and went to meet the bridegroom. Five of them were foolish, 
and five were wise. When the foolish took their lamps, they took no oil 
with them; but the wise took flasks of oil with their lamps. As the bride-
groom was delayed, all of them became drowsy and slept. But at mid-
night there was a shout, “Look! Here is the bridegroom! Come out to 
meet him.”  
 Then all those bridesmaids got up and trimmed their lamps. The 
foolish said to the wise, “Give us some of your oil, for our lamps are going 
out.” But the wise replied, “No! there will not be enough for you and for 
us; you had better go to the dealers and buy some for yourselves.” And 
while they went to buy it, the bridegroom came, and those who were 
ready went with him into the wedding banquet; and the door was shut. 
 Later the other bridesmaids came also, saying, “Lord, lord, open to 
us.” But he replied, “Truly I tell you, I do not know you.” Keep awake 
therefore, for you know neither the day nor the hour. 
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Post Communion Prayer 
 

God of peace,  
whose Son Jesus Christ proclaimed the kingdom  

and restored the broken to wholeness of life:  
look with compassion on the anguish of the world,  

and by your healing power make whole both people and nations;  
 through our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ.  

 
 

Hymn: (33) 
Words:  William Blake (1757-1827) 

Music:  Charles H. H. Parry (1848- 1918)   
 

 

 

1. And did those feet in ancient time 
walk upon England’s mountains green? 
And was the holy Lamb of God 
on England’s pleasant pastures seen? 
And did the countenance divine 
shine forth upon our clouded hills? 
And was Jerusalem builded here 
among those dark satanic mills? 
 
2. Bring me my bow of burning gold! 
Bring me my arrows of desire! 
Bring me my spear! O clouds unfold! 
Bring me my chariot of fire! 
I will not cease from mental fight, 
nor shall my sword sleep in my hand, 
till we have built Jerusalem 
in England’s green and pleasant land. 
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Sunday Evening Prayer (6pm on Zoom) 

To take part online, simply click here 
 

Hymn : (153) 
Words: William Whiting (1825-1878) 

Music : Melita,  John Bacchus Dykes(1823-1876) 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

1 Eternal Father, strong to save, 
whose arm doth bind the restless wave, 
who bidd'st the mighty ocean deep 
its own appointed limits keep; 
O hear us when we cry to thee 
for those in peril on the sea. 
 
2. O Saviour, whose almighty word 
the winds and waves submissive heard, 
who walkedst on the foaming deep, 
and calm amid its rage didst sleep: 
O hear us when we cry to thee 
for those in peril on the sea. 
 
3. O sacred Spirit, who didst brood 
upon the waters dark and rude, 
and bid their angry tumult cease, 
and give, for wild confusion, peace: 
O hear us when we cry to thee 
for those in peril on the sea. 
 
4. O Trinity of love and pow’r, 
our brethren shield in danger's hour; 
from rock and tempest, fire and foe, 
protect them whereso'er they go: 
and ever let there rise to thee 
glad hymns of praise from land and sea. 

https://us04web.zoom.us/j/73577393658?pwd=cW90TW9OREVSNVVMK3pqeW5OMitTQT09
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Psalm 82 
 

1 God has taken his stand in the council of heaven;  
   in the midst of the gods he gives judgement: 

2  ‘How long will you judge unjustly  
   and show such favour to the wicked? 

3  ‘You were to judge the weak and the orphan;  
   defend the right of the humble and needy; 

4  ‘Rescue the weak and the poor;  
   deliver them from the hand of the wicked. 

5  ‘They have no knowledge or wisdom; 
      they walk on still in darkness:  

   all the foundations of the earth are shaken. 
6  ‘Therefore I say that though you are gods 
   and all of you children of the Most High, 
7  ‘Nevertheless, you shall die like mortals  

   and fall like one of their princes.’ 
8  Arise, O God and judge the earth, 

   for it is you that shall take all nations for your possession.  
 
 

Judges, Chapter 7, verses 2-22  
The Lord said to Gideon, ‘The troops with you are too many for me 
to give the Midianites into their hand. Israel would only take the 
credit away from me, saying, “My own hand has delivered me.” 
3Now therefore proclaim this in the hearing of the troops, “Whoever 
is fearful and trembling, let him return home.” ’ Thus Gideon sifted 
them out; twenty-two thousand returned, and ten thousand re-
mained. 
 Then the Lord said to Gideon, ‘The troops are still too many; 
take them down to the water and I will sift them out for you there. 
When I say, “This one shall go with you”, he shall go with you; and 
when I say, “This one shall not go with you”, he shall not go.’ 5So he 
brought the troops down to the water; and the Lord said to Gideon, 
‘All those who lap the water with their tongues, as a dog laps, you 
shall put to one side; all those who kneel down to drink, putting their 
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hands to their mouths, you shall put to the other side.’ 6The number of 
those that lapped was three hundred; but all the rest of the troops knelt 
down to drink water. Then the Lord said to Gideon, ‘With the three hun-
dred that lapped I will deliver you, and give the Midianites into your hand. 
Let all the others go to their homes.’ So he took the jars of the troops from 
their hands, and their trumpets; and he sent all the rest of Israel back to 
their own tents, but retained the three hundred. The camp of Midian was 
below him in the valley. 
 That same night the Lord said to him, ‘Get up, attack the camp; for I 
have given it into your hand. But if you fear to attack, go down to the camp 
with your servant Purah; and you shall hear what they say, and afterwards 
your hands shall be strengthened to attack the camp.’ Then he went down 
with his servant Purah to the outposts of the armed men that were in the 
camp. The Midianites and the Amalekites and all the people of the east lay 
along the valley as thick as locusts; and their camels were without number, 
countless as the sand on the seashore. When Gideon arrived, there was a 
man telling a dream to his comrade; and he said, ‘I had a dream, and in it a 
cake of barley bread tumbled into the camp of Midian, and came to the 
tent, and struck it so that it fell; it turned upside down, and the tent col-
lapsed.’ And his comrade answered, ‘This is no other than the sword of 
Gideon son of Joash, a man of Israel; into his hand God has given Midian 
and all the army. 
 When Gideon heard the telling of the dream and its interpretation, 
he worshipped; and he returned to the camp of Israel, and said, ‘Get up; 
for the Lord has given the army of Midian into your hand.’ After he divided 
the three hundred men into three companies, and put trumpets into the 
hands of all of them, and empty jars, with torches inside the jars, 17he said 
to them, ‘Look at me, and do the same; when I come to the outskirts of the 
camp, do as I do. When I blow the trumpet, I and all who are with me, then 
you also blow the trumpets around the whole camp, and shout, “For the 
Lord and for Gideon!” ’ 
 So Gideon and the hundred who were with him came to the outskirts 
of the camp at the beginning of the middle watch, when they had just set 
the watch; and they blew the trumpets and smashed the jars that were in 
their hands. So the three companies blew the trumpets and broke the jars, 
holding in their left hands the torches, and in their right hands the trum-
pets to blow; and they cried, ‘A sword for the Lord and for Gideon!’ Every 
man stood in his place all around the camp, and all the men in camp ran; 
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they cried out and fled. When they blew the three hundred trumpets, the 
Lord set every man’s sword against his fellow and against all the army; and 
the army fled as far as Beth-shittah towards Zererah, as far as the border 
of Abel-meholah, by Tabbath. 
 

John, Chapter 15, verses 9-17 
 As the Father has loved me, so I have loved you; abide in my love. If 
you keep my commandments, you will abide in my love, just as I have kept 
my Father’s commandments and abide in his love. I have said these things 
to you so that my joy may be in you, and that your joy may be complete. 
 ‘This is my commandment, that you love one another as I have loved 
you. No one has greater love than this, to lay down one’s life for one’s 
friends. You are my friends if you do what I command you. I do not call you 
servants any longer, because the servant does not know what the master 
is doing; but I have called you friends, because I have made known to you 
everything that I have heard from my Father. You did not choose me but I 
chose you. And I appointed you to go and bear fruit, fruit that will last, so 
that the Father will give you whatever you ask him in my name. I am giving 
you these commands so that you may love one another. 
 

 
 

Hymn 638 
Words:  John Ellerton (1826-1893) 

Tune: St Clement: Clement Cotterill Scholefield (1839-1904) 
 
 

 
1. The day thou gavest, Lord, is ended: 
the darkness falls at thy behest; 
to thee our morning hymns ascended; 
thy praise shall sanctify our rest. 
 
2. We thank thee that thy Church unsleeping, 
while earth rolls onward into light, 
through all the world her watch is keeping, 
and rests not now by day or night. 
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Readings for Mass on Thursday 12 November 
Celebrant: Canon Tom Kennar 

 

Philemon 7-20 
Luke 17.20-25 

3. As o’er each continent and island 
the dawn leads on another day, 
the voice of pray is never silent, 
nor dies the strain of praise away 
 
4. The sun that bids us rest is waking 
our brethren ‘neath the western sky, 
and hour by hour fresh lips are making 
thy wondrous doings heard on high. 
 
5. So be it, Lord; thy throne shall never, 
like earth’s proud empires, pass away; 
thy kingdom stands, and grows for ever, 
till all thy creatures own thy sway. 


