The Parish Church of Saint Faith,
Great Crosby

NEWSLINK
January & February 2018

Worship
at Saint
Faith’s
SUNDAY SERVICES
11.00 am SUNG EUCHARIST & Children’s Church
Holy Baptism by arrangement
6.30 pm 1st Sunday: Evensong

WEEKDAY SERVICES
Morning Prayer: weekdays as announced at 9.00 am
Holy Eucharist: Thursdays at 12 noon
During Lent: Tuesdays at 7.00 pm
Please consult the weekly service sheet (in church and online) for any changes
http://www.stfaithsgreatcrosby.org.uk/bulletin.pdf

Around Waterloo: The Eucharist
2nd and 5th Mondays & Feast Days as announced - Liverpool Seafarers’ Centre 10am;
Wednesdays 10.30 am at St Mary’s; Wednesdays 7.00 pm at Christ Church.

SACRAMENT OF PENANCE AND RECONCILIATION
The Clergy are available by appointment to hear confessions or to talk about any matter
in confidence. The Sacrament of Reconciliation is always available in preparation for
Christmas and Easter and at other advertised times.

HOME VISITS to the sick and housebound and those in hospital
If you, or someone you know, are unable to get to church and would like to receive
Holy Communion at home, the Eucharistic Ministers are happy to undertake this please call 928 3342 to arrange this, or to arrange a visit to someone in hospital or at
home.

IN A PASTORAL EMERGENCY
Please telephone as for home visits, or a member of the ministry team.
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From the Ministry Team - February, 2018
Dear Friends
Lent is such a special time, and a wonderful opportunity to refresh our Christian faith.
It can go by so quickly, that our Lenten resolutions can fade out before they get going.
With focus and discipline, we can, though, deepen our relationship with God and grow
in Christian fellowship within our community. By sharing our Lenten journey together
and encouraging one another, we have a better chance of succeeding in this.
The Lenten reflections which are being incorporated into the Tuesday evening
Eucharists are a chance to take a fresh view on faith. The dramatic starkness of the
crucifix against the black backdrop at the High Altar offers a clear reminder to us of the
suffering of Christ for the world. It gives us a new perspective, and sets a different tone
for worship – more solemn and sorrowful, but underpinned with the hope and promitse
of Chris's resurrection.
It is our fellowship that makes the difference to the journey. We are not alone, and nor
should we forget that it is the togetherness which supports the faith of our Christian
community. The pre-Lent lunch in the Church Hall highlights that commitment from
our people to be together in faith. This made a perfect preparation for the season,
following on from the Eucharist.
The devotion of Simeon and Anna in the Temple, as they await the salvation from God
could be a useful mediation for us, during Lent. Our prayers, inspired by this have the
perfect model of selflessness and focus on the will of God. The serenity we need, to
keep us from making emotional and indulgent entreaties – that one plus one will not
equal two. Instead that we have the strength and courage to put faith in God, and that he
will grant us the grace to cope with whatever may happen. Let us have faith also, to be
a strength and support to one another.
Yours in Christ

Paula
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Lent at the Waterloo Churches
St. Faith’s
Lent begins at 7.30 pm on 14th February with the Solemn Eucharist and
imposition of ashes. With the traditional call to forty days of “self-examination
and repentance; by prayer, fasting, and self-denial; and by reading and
meditating on God’s holy word.”

Lent: a time for prayer and study
The Eucharist in the Chapel of the Cross on Thursday mornings at 12 noon
will have readings from “ The Nail - being part of the passion”; a book by
Bishop Stephen Cottrell. The chapters are taken from talks Bishop Stephen has
given: they focus on people from the passion story and the question of who is
responsible for the death of Jesus? Bishop Stephen dedicates the book “For all
those - like me - who got it wrong.”
Compline will take place at 6.30 pm every Sunday at 6.30 pm
During Lent there will be a Eucharist in the chapel of the cross at 7.00 pm on
Tuesday evenings.

Lent at St. Mary’s
There are Lent group meetings on Mondays, 19th and 26th Feb. and 5th March
at 7.30pm. They will be using material from ‘Embrace the Middle East’ which
includes a bit of Bible study and discussion of specific examples from the
Middle East today.

Ecumenical Study - Lent courses 2018
Bible studies relating to the readings will be held on the following Sunday:
Wednesdays at 2 pm: 21, 28 February and 7, 14, 21 March, in the Choir Vestry
of Christ Church, Waterloo. Led by Sister Renate (who has taken a vow to the
Single Consecrated Life and is a member of Christ Church Waterloo.)
Studies on Palestinian Liberation Theology
Based on based on a book by Canon Naim Ateek.
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Thursdays at 2.00 pm.
22 Feb at 41, Millcroft, L23 9XJ. - Introduction to Sabeel and Liberation
Theology.
8 March at Flat 3, 5, Walmer Road, L22 5NL - Historical background,
15 March at 41, Millcroft - Justice and the Humanity of Jesus.
22 March at 41 Millcroft - Old Testament background development of thought.
5 April at Flat 3, 5 Walmer Road - New Testament background - Christ is the
Key.
If you would like to attend, or simply ask questions about the course, please
contact Kath Zimak on 286 2117 or 07910 172430 or Colin Oxenforth on 721
2018 or 07930 616828

Sharing the good news of the gospel
(‘Brighter’: organised by Together for the Harvest)
Three weeks: Tuesdays from 8 –9.0 p.m. 6, 13 and 20 March
at ‘Kingsway’, Church Road, Waterloo at 8pm -9.30pm
6 March: sharing our own stories
13 March: the Good News about Jesus
20 March: inviting people to church
If people around us haven’t heard the gospel how can they respond?

Relaxation and Christian meditation
Five weeks: Wednesdays at 2p.m. to 3.10 p.m.: 21, 28 February, 7,14, 28
March in St. John’s Parish Centre, behind St. John’s School, at the bottom of
Denmark Street.
___________________________________________

Lent: A Time of Turning Round
Truly dust we are, and to dust we shall return;
and truly yours we are, and to you we shall return.
Help this to be a time of turning round and beginning again.
Through the forty days of Lent, help us to follow you
and to find you: in the discipline of praying
and in the drudgery of caring –
in whatever we deny ourselves,
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and whatever we set ourselves to learn or do.
Help us to discover you
in our loneliness and in community,
in our emptiness and our fulfilment,
in our sadness and our laughter.
Help us to find you when we ourselves are lost.
Help us to follow you on the journey to Jerusalem
to the waving palms of the people’s hope,
to their rejection, to the cross and empty tomb.
Help us to perceive new growth amid the ashes of the old.
Help us, carrying your cross, to be signs of your
Kingdom.
Amen

Jan Sutch Pickard (Eggs and Ashes’)

R.I.P the Clerk to the Closet
One of the melancholy pleasures of old age is the reading of obituaries, even if
it is merely to feel guilty relief at having survived at least a little longer than the
subjects. Some, however, give special satisfaction, and a recent Daily Telegraph
obituary of Bishop John Bickersteth is one such. Those with long memories will
undoubtedly recall Bishop Bickersteth from his time as Bishop of Warrington
when, in the 1970s, he was a familiar and welcome figure at St Faith’s and the
neighbourhood.
He was a colourful, friendly and energetic man and the obituary from which the
extracts that follow are taken entertainingly reflects this. It is sadly true that his
like is increasingly unlikely to reach high office these days, when bureaucracy
and management-speak seem to rule the roost. To your unreconstructed editor it
is a cause of sadness that a world of targets, spread-sheets and blandness has
little room for goose-shooting high Tory Clerks to the Closet, Now read on –
and if my foregoing rant provokes readers in any way, please write and say so.

‘The Right Reverend John Bickersteth, who died aged 96, on January 29th
last, was Bishop of Bath and Wells from 1975 to 1987 and before that spent five
years as suffragan Bishop of Warrington in Liverpool diocese.
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A handsome, elegant man, he was in some ways an archetypal Establishment
figure of a sort that no longer adorns the life of the Church of England. His
family tree included 16 clergymen and he was the fourth to become a bishop in
the space of 100 years. Others, all well connected and employers of domestic
servants, served the nation in leading lay roles.
Even as late as the mid-1970s it seemed natural that a member of this family
should be made bishop of a diocese such as Bath and Wells and that when the
royal office of Clerk to the Closet fell vacant in 1979 this same bishop should
have been appointed to it. Which is not to say that either was a bad choice.
Bickersteth was in fact an energetic bishop and a diligent royal servant.
He made no claim to intellectual gifts or even interests, but was always ready to
try out new ideas - sometimes too many for his flocks to cope with - and his
whirlwind style often left elderly parishioners uncertain as to whether their
bishop was greeting them or saying goodbye.Archbishop Robert Runcie once
remarked: "In the diocese of Bath and Wells every day is Stir-Up Sunday." No
one was surprised that when the time came for Bickersteth to retire he organised
and directed his own farewell party.
In retirement to Wiltshire he turned some of his time and energy to green issues
and became the Church of England's leading spokesman on this subject.
In 1996 he was closely involved in a much-publicised demonstration against the
creation of a bypass in down-land near Newbury, but drew the line when asked
to conduct an inter-religious service that included pagan dance and symbols. He
was sacked for this by the protest leaders and responded: "I am sad because I
think the service will be seen as a Left-wing weirdos' activity, whereas I had
hoped people would appreciate that the protest also involves a great many
educated, middle-class people." Earlier, while living in Wells, he had attracted
publicity of a different sort. Having added to the moat surrounding the episcopal
palace 14 different breeds of duck, besides the long-resident mallards and
swans, one afternoon he shot a predatory barnacle goose that was drowning
some exotic ducklings. News of this spread rapidly and may perhaps explain
why an invitation to preach before the Queen at Sandringham included a further
invitation to arrive a day early to take part in a shoot organised by the Duke of
Edinburgh. The Duke congratulated him on bagging three geese.
Appointment as Clerk of the Closet gave him special pleasure. This medieval
office, so named because of its original responsibility for a small chapel in the
royal palace, required him to be present in Buckingham Palace when new
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diocesan bishops paid homage to the Queen. It also involved the recommending
of clergy for appointment as Chaplains to the Queen, and he organised an
annual gathering for them.
No one could have served the Crown better in this office and on his retirement
from it in 1989 he was rewarded by appointment as KCVO.’

A Lenten Reflection
A few years ago I came across an account of a man’s dream.
The man dreamt that he was a tourist in heaven and that he visited the museum
of that holy city. There, he saw no exhibits to remind him of Alexander the
Great, Julius Caesar, Boadicea or Napoleon nor of any other really famous
men and women. He saw no pope’s ring, no bishop’s mitre, not even the ink-pot
which Martin Luther was supposed to have thrown at the devil. There were no
“minutes” recording the meetings of significant church councils, records of
important conferences or even references to Vatican 11 or the General Synod of
the Church of England. He looked in vain too for architects’ plans of great
cathedrals and abbeys: nor could he find copies of influential documents like
“Magna Carta” or “The Bill of Rights.”
Instead in that museum, he saw in one case a small coin – a coin which a widow
had put into a collection bowl and which was really more than she could afford.
In another case, he saw a manger and some hairs from the donkey which Christ
had ridden into Jerusalem a few days before his crucifixion. In a further display
cabinet, there were three nails, a hammer, a sponge dipped in vinegar and some
thorns.
The man then passed through an open door into a larger room and there he saw
an oar, once used by St Peter, and a fishing-net owned by James and John.
Another case displayed part of a soldier’s cloak which St Martin had given to a
beggar and next to it, the knotted brown girdle of St Francis of Assisi. Other
cases contained nineteenth-century treasures, the wick of the lamp of Florence
Nightingale and a photograph of a ragged boy taken by Dr Barnardo.
In the last room were some twentieth-century exhibits such as the draft of a
speech by Martin Luther King about another dream, but certain display cases in
this room were still empty, although clearly labelled.
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It was obvious that the exhibits had not yet arrived. One label read “The headdress worn by Mother Teresa” and another “A bandage from the first-aid kit of
a relief worker in Ethiopia.” In that Museum of Heaven, in a special cubicle,
pride of place was given to one empty case, unlocked and wide open.
“But what should be in the case?” whispered the man to the attendant.
“This case,” he replied, “is for the towel and basin used by Jesus when he
washed the disciples’ feet.” “But where is that towel and where is the basin?
asked the man. “They are never here” said the attendant, “you see, they are in
constant use.”
There the man’s dream ended, although the message remained with him for the
rest of his life.

Fr Dennis

Butterfly
The weather mild, unseasonably warm
And in the church the heating works for once,
Blaring dry gusty gales to swirl and rise
Up to the distant lofty raftered roof
Where dust lies dark and dry and decades deep.
Mothering Sunday: children crowd the pews,
A buzz of chatter, craning up to watch
The puzzling pattern of the liturgy.
Observing all from the back pew`s redoubt,
I see the servers' solemn concentration,
The choir saintly beyond the figured screen
And flowers clutched in small and eager hands
In touching tribute to a mother's love The happy holy muddle of a day
Relenting of its penitential mood
To grant refreshment in our pilgrimage.
And then, unscheduled, in erratic flight
A butterfly takes wing above the pews,
Dipping and rising on its glittering way:
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Aroused too early from its winter sleep,
Bewildered by the moving, glaring light
To flutter in untimely resurrection;
It swiftly surfs the tides of tepid air,
Lost In a moment out of sight and mind.
When all is done and stillness falls again,
Intent on vestry business, counting cash,
My glance is held by brightness on the floor:
The glinting coinage of a higher realm A fallen angel, peacock-bright in death,
Wings wide and still, the colours glowing deep,
Back in a sleep with no awakening,
While we still wait our Easter flight of faith.

Chris Price
St Faith's Church, March 9th, 1997

High Church is too ‘faffy’, says Bishop of London
Abigail Frymann Rouch
The acting Bishop of London has been criticised by senior clergy for describing
the High Church tradition as "faffy ceremonial" and suggesting that it lacks
"deep faith". Pete Broadbent made the comments in a Facebook discussion
beneath a job advertisement that referred to a church in the "modern catholic
tradition". Asked by a priest if that meant "High Church", the bishop replied:
"No... High Church is faffy ceremonial without teaching the catholic faith."
By contrast, "properly catholic" meant "they teach the faith... and inhabit the
liturgy". On Thursday he added: "High Church [as viewed] in London catholic
circles tends to mean just the ceremonial without the deep faith and taught and
lived experience that catholic Anglicans understand and live."
Tony Robinson, the Anglo-Catholic Bishop of Wakefield, said the comments
were "upsetting" for worshippers in the High Church tradition. "We all need to
respect each other in the Church of England," said Bishop Robinson, "It's not
right for anyone to disrespect somebody else's way of worshipping."
Bishop Broadbent, the Bishop of Willesden, is acting as Bishop of London until
Sarah Mullally is installed as the first female bishop of the diocese on May 12.
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A prominent Evangelical, he is known for his informal, lively manner. He was
briefly suspended as Bishop of Willesden in 2010 for comments he made on
Facebook calling the Duke and Duchess of Cambridge "shallow celebrities",
which he later acknowledged were "deeply offensive".
London is the largest Church of England diocese. It is home to many parishes
that identify as High Church or Anglo-Catholic. Bishop Broadbent told The
Sunday Telegraph his criticism did not refer to particular parishes. "No one uses
the High Church label [to describe Anglo-Catholic worship centred on the
sacraments] any more, certainly not in London. The labels have moved
‘Informal, lively’ Bishop Pete (say no more!) has predictably aroused the wrath
of Anglicans of our persuasion with his ill-chosen words. Comment is
superfluous: we would merely, as the saying has it, say ' You worship God in
your way while we worship Him in His'. (sorry: amusing but unforgivably
presumptuous)
But the trendy new word 'faffy' led me to much Googling. Entertainingly,
various and widely disparate online dictionary definitions are given. We would
surely settle for 'totally awesome' or 'intelligent, happy and friendly' (two
definitions given) but be less happy with 'awkward or time-consuming to do or
use'. The good bishop seems not to have done his homework, especially since in
Australian slang 'faffy' is apparently a term for an intimate part of the female
human anatomy.

Who am I now?
O God, who am I now?
Once, I was secure
in familiar territory
in my sense of belonging
unquestioning of
the norms of my culture
the assumptions built into my language
the values shared by society.
But now you have called me out and away from home
and I do not know where you are leading.
I am empty, unsure, uncomfortable.
I have only a beckoning star to follow.
10

Journeying God, pitch your tent with mine
so that I may not become deterred
by hardship, strangeness, doubt.
Show me the movement I must make
toward a wealth not dependent on possessions
toward a wisdom not based on books
toward a strength not bolstered by might
toward a God not confined to heaven
but scandalously earth, poor, unrecognised …
Help me to find myself
as I walk in others’ shoes.

Going back to your roots
As you enter the little town of Bethlehem, as I have done on three occasions
spread over a period of forty years, you’re greeted by a large banner across the
road which reads, in Hebrew, ‘Blessed is he who comes’ and underneath it, in
Arabic, ‘My tent is yours.’ It’s a great joy to be welcomed so gracefully to one’s
ancestral home. Because coming to Bethlehem as a Christian, you have the
feeling of going back to your roots.
The great basilica of the Nativity, as it is called, stands in the centre of the town.
It was built more than 1,600 years ago over the cave which the early Christians
venerated as the place here Jesus was born. The roofing that you see over you as
you go in is, they say, English oak, donated by King Edward III at a time when
the church was in need of restoration. The Crusaders who rescued the church
from the Saracens walled up the doors to stop soldiers riding in on horseback,
and for centuries the only entrance to the vast interior has been a tiny little
postern gate, where you have to bend almost double to avoid banging your
head.
At the far end of the church some steps are cut into the rock going down into the
cave, and here too you have to stoop quite low until you stand in the cave and
are able to look down at the silver star cut into the ground and read the
inscription: ‘Here, of the Virgin Mary, was born Jesus Christ’.
It’s a sort of parable, I’ve always thought, each time I’ve visited Bethlehem, that
no-one can come and see the place where Jesus was born without making this
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act of humility and obeisance. It’s as if the very stones are saying to you:
‘You’ve got to stoop here, pilgrim, this place where God has stooped so low for
you.’
Indeed it’s a very strange thing that we have to reach to the world those of us
who believe in Christ: that God is no longer to be looked for where people do
look for him, up there, out yonder, up in the heavens. He is only here in
something as utterly human as the birth of a child. ‘But that doesn’t look like
my idea of God’ we say; and the reply is, ‘Very likely; it’s your idea of God
which has to go.’
The birth of Christ, for those who believe in him, means that from this moment
on, the indescribable mystery which we call God can only be found in someone
entirely like you and me. What the Christian is really trying to say at Christmas
is ‘I believe in Man.’
The first people who heard this strange teaching called it atheism. ‘This,’ they
said. ‘is emptying the heavens and getting rid of the gods. Away with these
godless people.’ It could be that those first persecutions have given us
Christians a sort of subconscious phobia, so that we’ve been scared ever since to
say openly what our origins in Bethlehem proclaim: we believe in Man. At
Christmas we celebrate God’s nearness to his world; but if we are to avoid mere
sentimentality, we have to remember that with his presence there is also his
absence, and that with his coming to us there is also his going away from us.
Presence and absence, nearness and distance, the Word and the silence: all there
are elements of the Incarnation, all are part of an experience of God.
Furthermore, it’s only after he has gone from us, so he assures us, that we shall
be empowered to do the things which he has done, and even greater things,
because of his going to the Father. His departure is the means of a greater
power; bereaved of his nearness, we gain access to a deeper strength

Fr Dennis

On Children
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You spend the first two years of their life teaching them to walk and talk. Then
you spend the next sixteen telling them to sit down and shut up.






Children seldom misquote you. In fact, they usually repeat word for word
what you shouldn’t have said.
The main purpose of holding children’s parties is to remind yourself that there
are children more awful than your own.
We childproofed our homes, but they are still getting in.
Be nice to your kids. They will choose your nursing home one day.

Remembering
Fr DENNIS enshrines the memories of more past worshippers

George W Houldin: September 12, 1971
From 1932 until his retirement in 1970 George held the office of Diocesan Lay Reader
at St Faith’s. In my youth of the 1960s George was very much the “elder statesman” of
the parish. Hugely popular with all age groups in the church, his devotion and service
were exemplary. Working in the timber trade and a bachelor, George lived in lodgings
in Rossett Road, Crosby. As well as the major role he played in the worship of the
church, his involvement in and contribution towards the social life of the parish was
enormous. He had much to do with the cubs and scouts and was very committed to the
strong amateur dramatic life of St. Faith’s. Following the severe stroke Fr Hassall
suffered in 1959 and with the departure of Fr Tom Stanage in 1961, George generously
and uncomplainingly shouldered a lot more preaching than before. He was a gifted
preacher and as a fifteen and sixteen year old boy, sat with my mother at Sunday
Evensong, I can still picture his dignified and reverent figure coming down the central
aisle, to read the intercessions in the traditional manner and place.
Despite his years, upon the arrival of a dynamic, young incumbent Fr Charles Billington
in July 1966, George had no trouble embracing the changes and innovations this new
era heralded. This greatly respected and much loved gentleman of St Faith’s remained
faithful to the end. Serving the eight o’clock mass on a Thursday morning, as I did
before school, George was one of a handful of communicants that I knew week by week
would be present. There will be many like me, who are able to look back at George’s
life and give grateful thanks, to God for the immense privilege and joy of having been
encourage, helped and inspired by one who gave so much to the church he loved. May
he rest in peace and be raised in glory.

Kathleen Wilkinson: September 13, 1984
Kathleen and her mother, like George Houldin, lived in Rossett Road. Not often
at mass on a Sunday the two ladies regularly attended the 10.30 am on Monday.
The Wilkinson home provided much warmth and hospitality to Fr Hassall and
he ate there and was always made most welcome. Owing to the difficult family
circumstances I recall the ladies helping to bring up a child who needed their
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love and support. I was with Kathleen shortly before she died of cancer in
Walton Hospital. I remember the two ladies of Rossett Road with affection.
May they both rest in peace and be raised in glory.

Sister Elizabeth: September 14, 2012
A religious sister of the Society of St Margaret, based at Chiswick, this dear lady came
to St Faith’s because of her friendship with Ft Neil Kelley. Having been married with
children Sister Elizabeth made her religious profession at an unusually late stage of her
life, but took to her new calling with enthusiasm and joy; Fr Neil had met Sister
Elizabeth during his curacy days in Chiswick. She was based at St. Mary’s Convent and
Nursing Home, and a few years before she died I was able to Visit Burlington Lane and
be shown around the Convent and Nursing Home by her. From the earliest years of his
incumbency Sister Elizabeth enjoyed taking a full and active part in the Patronal
services, often leading intercessions and reading lessons. She loved getting out and
about while she was staying at the Vicarage and a number of us would entertain her to
meals and take her for trips in the car. She was a delightful lady, lovely company and a
great sense of humour. I recall her admonishing me on an occasion during dinner,
reminding me that although she was deaf she was good at lip reading. Pam and Rita,
two other great friends of Fr Neil, also used to join us for Patronaltide in October. All
three now worship with us but upon another shore . and in a far greater light. May
they all rest in peace and be raised in glory

Roger Beresford Lucas Rankin: September 29, 1976.
Husband of Connie, of blessed memory, and father of John, Roger lived at 24 Marldon
Avenue. Most memorable about Roger was his dry wit, an endless source of mirth and
merriment. Roger hadn’t always been a regular churchgoer, but when his son, John, and
I became trainee servers in 1963 Roger started to accompany Connie to the sung mass
on Sunday. A good friend of John’s was Peter Roberts, later to give up his job with the
Probation Service and be ordained. Following the death of Peter’s mother in the late
1960s, the Rankin family generously invited Peter to live with them, which he happily
did. They gave great support to the life of St Faith’s, particularly enjoying the social
events which took place in the parish hall. Their home was always a place of warmth
and welcome, and I shall be forever grateful to them for the encouragement and support
they gave me in my teenage years. May they rest in peace and be raised in glory.

Bill Williams, September 30, 2006.
Husband of Vicky and father of Stuart, Bill became involved with the life of S Faith’s in
the late 1960s. One of the enjoyable features heralded by the Incumbency of Fr Charles
Billington was a huge increase in the number of social events. Bill was Leader of the
Panama Jazz Band, a group of musicians who were available to play at parish functions,
in the church hall. Along with Arthur Utley’s band, the Panama provided us with dance
music whenever an event was arranged for parish entertainment. Bill was big in stature,
gregarious and jovial in temperament and keenly interested in sport, Regularly present
at the Sunday Sung Mass, Bill always sat a couple of pews in front of the pulpit. As
cheerful and pleasant a man as one could wish to meet, he is remembered with affection
and thanksgiving. May he rest in peace and be raised in glory.
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Cathy Cook: October 1, 1990
Cathy was the eldest of Doug and Margaret Taylor’s four children. Arriving to live in
Park View, Waterloo, with their beloved grandmother “Nan Rutherford,” in the mid
1960’s, the Taylor family were greatly involved in, and contributed much, to the life of
St Faith’s. Following football, cricket, tennis or bowls, matches played in the nearby
Victoria Park, many happy hours were enjoyed back at the Taylor home, where there
was always a ready “cuppa” and a warm welcome. In later years Cathy married Dave
Cook and they had two sons and a daughter. Sadly, Cathy developed breast cancer, from
which she died. Throughout her illness she showed great fortitude and serenity. May she
rest in peace and be raised in glory.

Kathleen Broadbent, October 3, 2007
For many years Kath lived in Kingsway, adjacent to St Faith’s. One remembers her as a
happy cheerful soul, gregarious and never happier than when enjoying the company of
friends. She was deeply committed to the life of the parish and enjoyed membership of
the various women’s groups that met over the years. Prior to the annual Bazaar, Kath
and a number of friends would happily spend many hours, meeting weekly, knitting and
preparing items that could be sold at the forthcoming event. For many years Kath had
oversight of church flowers and was enthusiastic and dedicated in her tenure of that
office. A great friend of Kath’s was Ethel Green, with whom she spent much time.
Unlike most in her circle of friends, Kath enjoyed a cigarette and one’s abiding memory
of her is of watching her stood, talking to a friend, and enjoying her puff. May she rest
in peace and be raised in glory.

From the Registers - 1962
The new year at St Faith’s began quietly, at least as far as the service registers
are concerned. Fr William Hassall soldiers on faithfully: he celebrates every
eucharist until 25th January, and almost all the others in the days and weeks that
followed. H. Cawley, Charles Walker and M.H Bates (Mansel Harry Bates of St
Luke’s) help out, but it’s very much a one-man band into the spring.
Collections are still far more regularly logged than anything else, although we
learn that Sexagesima Sunday was very cold. That Sunday saw 59 at the Low
Mass and 15 at the (still generally non-communicating) High Mass; surrounding
Sundays score about the same.
The weekday pattern is maintained: invariably a 10.30 eucharist on Mondays,
no celebration on Tuesdays and Fridays, a 7.00 am on Wednesdays, an 8.00 am
on Thursdays and a 9.00 am on Saturdays. Attendances at this stage are in low
single figures, although the Monday mass sometimes makes double figures.
Weekday evensong is now for a while held at the earlier time of 4.00 pm.
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There are a total of 88 communicants on Ash Wednesday, despite a ‘bitter E
wind’. Friday eucharists reappear as Lent begins, and B. R (Basil) Howell,
vicar of St Nicholas, Blundellsands, signs in to preach in March.
During Lent, attendances pick up. The Lent leaflet for 1962 has survived,
saving your scribe the task of deciphering initials and marginal notes. It details a
full schedule of daily celebrations, with the Friday 7.00 am reinstated, and
Compline fitted in on Wednesday evenings. In addition to the vicar, Rev H.
Cawley features regularly, with appearances by Canon Lindsay, The
Archdeacon of Liverpool (Hubert Wilkinson), the Chancellor of Liverpool
Cathedral (Canon Naylor) and the Dean of Liverpool (F.W.Dillistone) – an
impressive trio!
Mothering Sunday sees a distinctive act of worship at 3.00 pm: ‘Clipping of the
Church, Blessing and Distribution of Flowers to Parents’. More distribution
features on Palm Sunday at the Sung Mass, and there had been a healthy 130
communicants at the 8.00 am.
Moving on to Maundy Thursday, an 8.00 pm eucharist, billed as The Lord’s
Supper, is attended by 75 folk, and is written up in red after weeks of
monochrome logging of services. The Good Friday Three Hours’ Devotion is
led by Canon Ellis, and the following day is boldly marked as Holy Saturday
and recorded as Blessing of New Fire and Paschal Candle (though probably not
outside church as in recent years?) and Festal Evensong. The leaflet has
‘Procession’ as well.
Eater Day is headlined in striking Gothic lettering in a fetching shade of green.
It attracts 326 communicants over three celebrations, with a possible record 45
of them at the Sung Mass (either a lot of very late breakfasts or further erosion
of the fasting requirement)
In an attempt to move things along, your scribe nearly missed three days at the
end of May, annotated as ‘Vicar away’ when seven or more weekday services
were not manned. In following weeks the registers more than once feature
crossings out, seemingly random use of red and black pens and entries in
different writing and spacing. On August 11th ‘Scouts go to camp at
Llangollen’.
From 13th August to 8th September, W.H. is absent: during that time weekday
eucharists are pruned to the 10.30 on Mondays and an 8.00 am on Thursdays – a
hitherto unprecedented occurrence. With Fr Hassall’s return, the Wednesday
celebration is reinstated. Further aberrations appear: large unused spaces on two
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successive pages leading up to the Patronal Festival Octave are left blank,
possibly due to the absence of the regular calligrapher.
The services thus unheralded are modestly attended: 32 communicants on the
Day itself (a Saturday) and only 58 at the 8.00 am the following day. The next
item of interest occurs on Trinity 18 (21st October), when a small newspaper
cutting of the services for the day has the unusual combination of Children’s
Instruction and Baptism at 3.00 pm and, at 6.30 pm, Evensong with Organ
Recital by Mr E (Ernest) Pratt, A.R.C.O.; solo Mr Peter Howarth. As ever there
is no attendance record.
The pages turn and lo! The vicar has pasted in substantial illustrated cuttings
from The Liverpool Echo and Evening Express of Thursday, October 4 th. The
bold heading reads ‘VICARAGE FOR ST FAITH’S, CROSBY’’ the
entertaining sub-heading is ‘Old One Is Too Large’. The column of text
explains that the old vicarage is indeed too large and old-fashioned and,
according to the Diocese would cost up to £3,000 to make fit for purpose.
An appeal has been launched and ‘On Saturday, officials of the church and the
vicar. will sit at the porch of the church to accept donations.’ The new vicarage
will cost £8,080 (which Google says would be about £173,000 today), but
diocesan grants, fund-raising activities already under way and the sale of the old
vicarage (a possible £3,500) will leave the parish with some £3,200 to raise.
There is a photo of Fr Hassall opening daily donations and an artist’s
impression of the proposed new building – which is substantially the edifice we
have today.
Whether this archive was intended to occupy one of those empty spaces noted
earlier we may never know (or care, do I hear you say?) but, anomalous though
the habit of pasting press cuttings in an official church service register may
seem, the indefatigable vicar, suffering as he was from ill-health, deserves much
praise for leaving this record and, of course, far more for his sterling campaign
to secure for us the vicarage we have today.

Chris Price
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‘Taters’
Some people never seem motivated to participate,
But are just content to watch while others do the work.
They are called ‘Speck Taters’.
Some people never do anything to help,
But are gifted at finding fault with the way others do the work.
They are called ‘Comment Taters’.
Some people are very bossy and like to tell others what to do,
But don‘t want to soil their own hands.
They are called ‘Dick Taters’.
Some people are always looking to cause problems,
For them it‘s always too hot or too cold, too High or too Low.
They are called ‘Agi Taters’.
They are those who say they are going to help
But never actually get round to doing anything.
They are called ‘Hezzie Taters’.
Some people are good at putting up a front
And pretending to be someone they are not.
They are called ‘Emma Taters’.
Then there are those who love others and do what they say they will.
They will always stop what they are doing to lend a helping hand.
They are called ‘Sweet Taters’

Signs of the Times
Two signs of the times, a bit late for Christmas but, I hope, worth airing, show
the way things are going in our brave new world.

Sexism-conscious school puts Merry Gentlemen to rest
Highgate School changed the lyrics of the carol ‘God Rest Ye Merry
Gentlemen’ to "Gentlefolk" because the traditional words did not reflect
"modern progress in gender equality".
The north London private school, which this year has been hit with controversy
over proposals for gender-neutral uniforms and toilets, sang the alternative
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lyrics at its carol services, A song sheet seen by The Daily Telegraph,
understood to have been given to the choir at the event, shows the end of the
word "Gentlemen" crossed out and replaced with "folk".
Chris McGovern, chairman of the pressure group the Campaign for Real
Education, said the change was "nonsense".
A spokesman for the school said: "The change was made to the words of this
particular carol a few years ago. Its original lyrics long predate modern progress
in gender equality, and it was felt right to update them for the 21st century,
making the lyrics more inclusive and accessible to all."

A fried egg has no place in the nativity, say parents
Parents are tiring of modern updates to the traditional nativity play, figures
suggest, as they say their children have been cast as fried eggs and underpants.
According to a survey of more than 500 parents by website Families Online, 77
per cent of parents want the old story back.
Despite this, a clear majority of schools are opting for a modern update, with 63
per cent saying they had chosen a non-traditional version.
Parents said their children had ended up playing parts including an octopus, an
alien, caterpillar, taxi driver or a morris-dancing shepherd.
The list of modern characters was not limited to humans and animals, however,
it can also include a toy chicken, a pair of underpants, a mobile phone, a fried
egg or a carrier bag.
Parents voted the Angel Gabriel as the most sought-after role in a nativity, with
almost half saying they had most wished for it during their school days.
Mary was the second-most popular, with 37 per cent of mothers choosing it.
Another six per cent said schools should ditch the nativity altogether as it was
no longer relevant.
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(Kindly supplied by Fr John, whose sermons are short and sweet)

___________________________________________
Christ has no Body
Christ has no body but yours,
No hands, no feet on earth but yours,
Yours are the eyes with which he looks
Compassion on this world,
Yours are the feet with which he walks to do good,
Yours are the hands, with which he blesses all the world.
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Yours are the hands, yours are the feet,
Yours are the eyes, you are his body.
Christ has no body now but yours,
No hands, no feet on earth but yours,
Yours are the eyes with which he looks
compassion on this world.
Christ has no body now on earth but yours.

Teresa of Avila (1515–1582)

James Firth Remembers
Fr Dennis writes: Approaching his 90th birthday, a friend of St Faith’s who
grew up in Waterloo offers some random thoughts as he looks back on his life &
remembers some of the people and places of yesteryear .

I remember it well!
Not quite correct because some information was told to me by mother (Poppy) Simpson
before she married Percy John Firth at St Mary’s, 23rd December, 1918. She was the
only girl of David and Elizabeth Adelaide (nee McNeight) and was born 9 th February,
1895 at 20 St John’s Road and christened at St John’s, 7 April,1895. Her brothers
attended St John’s and St Nicholas’s (then in Warrenhouse Road, Blundellsands) quite
some distance from 53 Argo Road, where the family then lived and my grandparents
died. They were buried at St Luke’s, Crosby – Thornton Garden of Rest had not been
opened at that time, but there is room there (not t0o soon yet for me!)
My father born in 1890 in Belfast emigrated to Vancouver, Canada in 1912 and hating
the name Percy became Jack, but cousins of his whom I met in Belfast only know of
him as Percy. After his WW1 service in Canadian Field Ambulance he continued to live
in Nanaimo, Vancouver Island where he was joined by my mother and where my
brother David John, was born on 26 September, 1910. He wast baptized at St John’s
Waterloo and whilst in Merchant Navy during WW2 he married Dorothy Ferguson
Baynes on 3 May, 1947 at St Luke’s.
Now back to me. I would have been either weeks old or months old so don’t remember
it but was told by my mother that she was pushing me in the pram along Mount Pleasant
towards South Road when a former friend stopped for a chat. “Oh you’ve got a new
baby – what’s his name?” To which my mother replied ‘James’ after her brother, who
was soon to marry Evelyn Snow of Litherland at St Leonard’s Bootle.
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This former school friend of my mother’s thereupon kissed me saying “Hello Jimmy”
and my mother quickly replied “HIS NAME IS JAMES” and is so today.
From a somewhat squalid house in Coopers Row between Waterloo Road and
Brunswick Parade my parents rented a house in Corona Road. Next door lived thee
Pearce family, with Ronald and Catherine for playmates. I remember the Shepherd
children (the boy’s name I can’t remember but I was in the same class as Doreen). At
number 27 next to the entry lived David Kershaw;, this family attended the Welsh
Church – now in 2018 converted into flats,.
Until 1938/39 I attended Crosby Road Council School where today Ruth Baldwin nee
Williams is Head. Miss Ethel Broadbent, another of mother’s class mates at Wesleyan
Methodist School, Wesley Street, was head teacher when I sat for “the scholarship”
which I failed as much of the time was spent in air raid shelters which were situated
next to the school and present school car parks. A year in the Central School when Mr
Arthur Allen frequently sent a pupil upstairs to Miss Smith for James Firth to play for
singing class!
Then on to St Mary’s College and serious piano studies and music scholarship to the
Royal College of Mmusic, 1948 to 1950 and return to Waterloo and loads of people at
St Faith’s including my cousins Dorothy and Betty Simpson, Peter Welsh, Adele and
Trevor Williams, Timothy Finnerty, Jessie Gale – Barbara Holt and her three sons,

including John, whose ashes are in the Church grounds..

James Firth

Tailpiece
The editor regrets the preponderance of backward-looking articles in this issue,
together with its delayed publication, and an absence of photographs. With a
current shortage of contributors bi-monthly issues seem increasingly likely.
Readers are warmly encouraged to fill the gaps and relieve the burden on Fr
Dennis and the editor. Those upset (or pleased) by the frequency of attacks on
political correctness and the episcopacy are also welcome to express their
feelings in these pages.

22

The Parish
Directory
and Church
Organisations
VICAR
Fr John Reed, the Vicarage, Milton Road. 928 3342
Parish Administrative Assistant email dunngeoff@talk21.com
ASSISTANT PRIESTS
Fr. Dennis Smith, 16 Fir Road, Waterloo. L22 4QL. 928 5065
Revd Denise McDougall, 58 Hartley Crescent, Birkdale, Southport PR8 4SQ
01704 550590; 07888 97564
READER
Miss Paula O’Shaughnessy, 30 Curzon Rd, L22 0NL. 286 2764 / 075823 19440
READER EMERITUS
Dr Fred Nye, 23 Bonnington Ave, Crosby L23 7YJ Tel 924 2813
CHURCHWARDENS
Ms Brenda Cottarel, 6 Lawton Road, Waterloo. L22 9QL. 928 4275
Mr Rick Walker, 17 Mayfair Avenue, Crosby. L23 2TL. 924 6267
ASSISTANT CHURCH WARDENS
Mr Bill Dagnall, 14 Duddingston Ave, Crosby. L23 0SH. 928 4997
Mrs Christine Spence, 52 Molyneux Road, Waterloo. L22 4QZ. 284 9325
TREASURER
Mr David Jones, 65 Dunbar Road, Birkdale, Southport PR8 4RJ. 01704 567782
PCC SECRETARY
Mrs Eunice Little, 77 Endbutt Lane, Crosby. L23 0TU. 474 9708
DIRECTOR OF MUSIC
Mr Robert Woods, robertwoods1986@hotmail.co.uk. 07847 251315
GIFT AID SECRETARY
Mr Rick Walker, 17 Mayfair Avenue, Crosby. L23 2TL. 924 6267
VULNERABLE ADULTS OFFICER
Mr Gareth Griffiths, 6 Lawton Road, Waterloo. L22 9QL. 928 4275
CHILD PROTECTION OFFICER
Ms Helen Kibbey, 17 Oxford Road, Waterloo. L22 3XB. 293 3416
BAPTISM BOOKINGS
Telephone 928 5065
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BEAVER SCOUTS
Thursday 5.00 – 6.15 pm Mike Carr. 293 3416
CUB SCOUTS
Thursday 6.30 – 8.00 pm. Mike Carr. 293 3416
SCOUTS
Thursday 8.00 - 9.30 pm. Mike Carr. 293 3416
RAINBOWS
Monday 4.45 - 5.45 pm. Geraldine Forshaw. 928 5204
BROWNIE GUIDES
Monday 6.00 - 7.30 pm. Mary McFadyen. 284 0104
CHOIR PRACTICE
Friday 7.30 pm - 8.45 pm.
MAGAZINE EDITOR and WEBSITE MANAGER
Chris Price, 17 Queens Road, Crosby. L23 5TP. 924 1938
____________________________________________________________________

The next magazine will possibly cover the months of March and April.
We are happy to print (almost) all offerings at any time.
!_______________________________________________________________

Church website: www.stfaithsgreatcrosby.org.uk
Online edition: www.stfaithsgreatcrosby.org.uk/magazine.pdf
Online events diary: www.stfaithsgreatcrosby.org.uk/googlecalendar.html
Friends of St Faith’s Facebook:
https://www.facebook.com/groups/23599022440/
Editorial email: cdavidprice@gmail.com

Jackie Williams’s photo catches the mood at the Christmas Eve Christingle service

