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Worship 
at Saint 
Faith’s     
     
SUNDAY SERVICES   

11.00 am  SUNG EUCHARIST   

                 Holy Baptism by arrangement  

6.30 pm    1st Sunday: Evensong 

 

WEEKDAY SERVICES  
Morning Prayer:  weekdays as announced, at 9.00 am 

Holy Eucharist: Tuesday at 7.00 pm; Thursday at 12 noon 

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 or 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   January 2019  
 
Dear Friends, 

  

The spiritual life of a monastic community is built around a rule. The rule of St. 

Benedict is a well known one dating from the 5th century.  Within are instructions about 

prayer, eating, sleeping, work, vessels used in the kitchen and how the authority 

structure of the monastery should be built.  I spent some time studying the rule a few 

years ago. One interesting thing I learned was that the word “Rule” had similarities with 

the Latin for a trellis. Trellises are structures we train roses on to, so they can grow in an 

ordered way to greater heights showing off the beauty of their flowers. Another 

description of the Benedictine rule was a School of Love.  The study was helpful in 

reflecting on the rule of life I had been given by the Church Army in the 1980’s.  The 

rule is not an end in itself but is there to help me and others grow in the love of God. 

 

On Sundays in Lent during sermons we will focusing on the Bishop of Liverpool’s rule 

of Life: “Called to pray, read and learn: sent to tell, serve and give.”   There will be 

an opportunity to respond on Easter day, to say I want to do this, and the Diocese will 

be offering support to those who make this choice, as myself and my colleagues in the 

ministry team will too. (you can read more about the rule of life in this magazine.) 

 

We will also be running a course called “Your Shape for God’s Service” at St. Mary’s 

and at St. Faith’s. The course asks these questions. 

 

Do you wish...·    You could discover your gifts; 

·        You could live a more joyful and fruitful Christian life; 

·             You could serve God more fully; 

·             You could become the person God has designed you to be? 

 

The course was designed in Carlisle diocese and has been well recommended.  

Information on the course and how to sign up is available In Church. 

 

As we look around at the new growth around us in gardens and hedgerows, think and 

pray about your Christian life: are you still growing as a disciple of Jesus; could the 

Bishops’ Rule of Life and Your Shape for God’s Service help you to discover new ways 

of being a disciple? 

   
Fr. John 
2 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
An Early Christmas Recipe –  

 

Start with 32 trees, a couple of dozen charities, 30+ helpers and stir in 9 years of 

experience and a good helping of crossed fingers! 

 

The result was the 10
th

 St Faith's Christmas Tree Festival. 
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      Magazine Matters 
 

Readers will have noticed that this edition is a good three months late – and is just 

catching up with Christmas. This is due to a chronic shortage of material in the last 

three months, together with the editor’s recent indisposition. While the latter factor 

is temporary, the former is ongoing. For a long while it has proved increasingly 

difficult to get together enough original material to publish every two months, let 

alone monthly. At the same time the circulation of the printed edition, once not far 

short of 350 copies, has fallen to under 50, while more and more folk are accessing 

the magazine online. After much thought we therefore  think it makes sense to 

cease producing a deadline-dependent and costly printed magazine and instead 

upload contributions as and when they arrive in the more flexible medium of online 

publication. This will mean that, with very real apologies to the few remaining 

loyal printed version readers, this will be the last paper issue of  Newslink. We hope 

that those who can will access the new online journal. It will be added to and 

updated whenever there is news, and an announcement on the church website will 

proclaim that there is something new to read, without you having to await the 

printed version. At the end of each calendar month this incremental journal will be 

archived as usual and a new month begun. 

 

So this is both a farewell and a welcome, as we move with the times and look 

forward to a bright future with our magazine journal on the church website. It goes 

without saying that contributions of any kind at any time will always be welcome. 

See the back page for website access details and join us on the other side. 

 

For the past – thanks. To the future - yes! 

 
Chris Price 
 

    

 

 

 

 



From the very first planning meeting in early summer it was clear that the enthusiasm 

for the Festival was there, and ideas for making the event even more successful that ever 

were in abundance. The ‘old favourites’ of raffle, cake stall, jam factory and craft stalls 

were given the go-ahead along with the very profitable pre-loved stall and new this year 

– a lucky dip for the children! 

 

As the time went by, jam jars were filled; little fluffy tree decorations were designed 

and made; menus for lunches planned; trees were ordered; concerts organised, charities 

were contacted; knitting needles were put to work; unwanted items of value were found 

in cupboards, and finally as December loomed, cakes were baked and over 100 sets of 

fairy lights were checked and charged with nearly 350 batteries. 

 

On Saturday, the church looked magical as trees were decorated by volunteers from a 

wide selection of local and national charities from schools to overseas aid.  As you can 

see from the pictures, the overall effect was stunning. 

 

The festival started after the Toy Service on Sunday morning, and ran for 6 full days, 

drawing large numbers of visitors to St Faith's – many of whom were new to our church 

– and comments in the visitors’ book speak of the magic of the event and the warmth of 

welcome as well as the quality of the Christmas gifts and the food! 

 

Wednesday evening was once again our annual carol service where we welcomed 

musicians from the Lancashire Artillery band. A retiring collection for the services 

support charity was very well supported and the music was enjoyed by one and all. 

 

Thursday evening was a rather special evening if you happen to be a Beaver or Cub 

Scout. Not for the first time, the leaders from St Faith’s entertained the younger scouts 

from Crosby and District in an evening of fun and singing. 

 

Friday was a (slightly) calmer evening, starting with music from the St Nicholas 

Community Choir who just seem to get better and better. Several members of that choir 

are well known at St Faith's and we are pleased that they are happy to sing with us on 

occasions such as this. They were joined by the Wayfarers Barbershop Chorus who 

once again demonstrated their unique style of harmony singing to an appreciative 

audience. The star of the show was the ‘Voice of Liverpool’ – Danielle Louise Thomas 

who sang a selection of audience favourites before joining the Wayfarers for a 

wonderful arrangement of ‘Holy Night’.. 

 

It was sad to see the trees being taken from church following the final Sunday service, 

but we can look back on a fabulous week of activity, music, food and fund raising that 

saw our church and the charities together raising nearly £6,000 for their funds. A record 

sum and one that reflects all the hard work of the St Faith's team - well done to 

everyone! 

 

Rosie and Rick Walker 
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A Christmas Reflection 
 

 

 

It was at night, in the dark, that Jesus was born, and a brilliant star, so they say, stood 

over Bethlehem. Each of us must sometimes know what it is like to lie awake in the 

dark, longing for the dawn. But for many the dawn, when it comes, doesn’t put an end 

to the darkness. 

 

It may be the darkness of a sudden and terrible loss, the darkness of bewilderment and 

grief, or the darkness, perhaps, of the hospital bed or the terminal illness. Or it may be 

the darkness of inner fear and anxieties. 

 

These are dark powers, which are so pervasive we can never fully escape or avoid them; 

and yet what the birth of Jesus says is that they do not have the final word. What 

Christmas comes to tell us is that it is possible not to be dragged down and destroyed by 

such forces of darkness; but to choose the light and to trust the light: to choose to dwell, 

come what may, in the house of love. 

 

On Christmas Eve all over the world, cathedrals and churches are ablaze with lights 

which challenge the dark. On Christmas Eve, whose dawn brings Christmas Day, a 

million candles burn at a million midnight Masses, not just to give illumination, but to 

speak of the truth proclaimed by St. John when, speaking of, Christ, he says: “The light 

shines on in the dark, and the darkness has never quenched it.” 

 

It is an unlikely truth, heaven knows, yet it is a truth that in our own time, as in past 

times, men and women have lived and died for. Words on a Christmas card read: 

 

One simple woman and her child 

Revealed such glory 

That the cold, silent darkness 

Was for ever broken, 

For God had spoken. 

 

Christmas comes to remind us that there lived a man in whose life there was no 

darkness. A man, who was wholly light, because his life was so open to God, and his 

neighbour, so full of grace and truth, that he reveals for all time truths we could not 

otherwise have guessed. That is to say, there in this man is the truth about God: God is 

Christlike, compassionate, tender-hearted and forgiving, not against us in earthquake or 

sickness or disaster or death, but to the end. Why are we so resistant to that truth? Why 

do we still associate God with the power of darkness?  

 

Here in this man is the truth we know instinctively in our hearts and which we celebrate 

at Christmas: the truth that we too are made in the likeness of God;  made to love and 

not to hate, to give and not to grasp, to heal and not destroy. 
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Now it’s not hard to see that when light shines in darkness the darkness will try to 

extinguish it, and sometimes it seems to have succeeded. On the cross the one who had  

said he was the light of the world seemed to be quenched like a doused candle. But it 

was not so, for love is not so easily killed. And each year, in the darkness of that other 

memorable night, Easter Eve, we light the Easter Candle to assert the triumph of the 

light and sing aloud, “Christ our light!” And we do so because the child born at 

Christmas was to show by his death that there is something even more powerful than the 

grave and that is the power of God to hold in being you – me – souls he has created to 

know him and be with him for ever.  

 

“The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness has not quenched it.” I have no idea 

what form the darkness may take for any one of us at Christmas. But I do believe this. If 

we can see beyond the crib and the candles and the angels and stories of shepherds and 

wise men, if we can recognize that child for who he is and trust the man he became, 

then he will lead us to God. The God who speaks our language: the language of human 

love and human suffering. And then we will learn – perhaps for the first time, perhaps 

simply more deeply than ever before – that the darkness of human pain, and loss, is no 

less real, but that it is illuminated and ultimately transformed by the light of the 

steadfast love of God. 

 

   One simple woman and her child 

   Revealed such glory 

   That the cold, silent darkness 

   Was for ever broken, 

For God has spoken. 

 

God has spoken. And in Jesus Christ, his Word made flesh, he invites us to trust him 

and choose to dwell in the house of love. 

 

Fr Dennis 
 

 
Welcome to Fr Bill 
 
Fr Bill Matthews, together with wife Eileen and dog Kelsey, began worshipping with us 

quite a while ago now. More recently, Bill became an accredited member of the St 

Faith’s ministry team (how many churches can boast four priests, we wonder) and now 

is a familiar presence in the pulpit and on the altar. In this belated introduction he 

introduces himself. His three-part Journey of Faith will appear before long in the new 

online Newslink Journal (see page 3x if you skipped that important message!). 

Meanwhile the Matthews family have made themselves part of our church family, and it 

is very good indeed to have them with us.  
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      Thank you from the Matthews family 
 

We're the couple with the retired Guide dog, Kelsey.  In August we moved out of our 

Rectory in Wigan and into our new home in Waterloo.  We want to say a big thank you 

for the welcome we've received in St Faith's, especially on 11
th

 November, when Bill 

participated in the service of remembrance.  We were asked to say a little about 

ourselves, so here's a potted history of our own journey: 

 

Eileen was baptised in the parish church of St Mary Great Sankey and Bill in St Paul's, 

Widnes.  We met in Penketh in 1965 – but that's another story. 

 

Eileen worked as a secretary before training as a nurse in Warrington.  That training has 

been a useful skill for life and was a good preparation for her work in Trinity Hospice, 

London, as well as being Mum to three (now very grown up) children, Simon, Rebekah 

and Thomas.  Although Rebekah lives and works nearby (in the RLPO), Simon is based 

in Essex and Thomas in Gosport.   

 

Bill felt a call to the priesthood at the age of nine as a pupil at St Michael's CofE 

primary school, Widnes and a member of the church and sunday school.  Despite a 

period of struggle with the faith (including some years not believing) a sermon by a 

very gifted woman and some strange experiences led him back to Faith.  The newly 

appointed vicar of St Michael's was dismissive of Bill's return to the fold, because of the 

'evangelical' language he used to explain it.  So began an ecumenical journey which 

eventually led to ordination as a priest in the parish church of St Faith, Lee on the 

Solent, Hampshire. 

 

A working life which encompassed roles in industry and commerce, including the new 

technology of computers, preceded seven happy years as a lecturer in Business Studies 

in Millbank College, West Derby.  Following, a further call to Royal Naval chaplaincy 

meant moving the whole family, first to London and then to Somerset before moving to 

Hampshire.  After retiring from the Royal Navy, Eileen, Bill and Thomas remained in 

Hampshire whilst Simon pursued his career in the Far East and Rebekah in Germany.  

Bill looked after a number of churches whilst being both chaplain and lecturer in the 

University of Portsmouth. 

 

Bill's ordination as a priest in the Church of England and a change in his employment as 

a Faculty tutor in Portsmouth University were instrumental in Bill and Eileen moving to 

St Helens where Bill was vicar of St Thomas, Eccleston and St Mark's, St Helens.  The 

last appointment was as Team Rector to the All Saints Wigan Team (of twelve 

churches) which followed a period as Team Vicar in two of them. 

 

Eileen and Bill's involvement in Guide Dogs UK began in 2011 when Eileen became a 

Guide Dog Puppy Walker and Bill supported her and became a regular speaker for 

them.  A phone call from the Guide Dog re-homing officer necessitated a fairly hasty 

decision last year to welcome retired Guide Dog Kelsey into their home.  The contract 

agreed with Guide Dogs requires us to provide a life for Kelsey in which he is not left  
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for long periods.  Like all guide dogs, Kelsey had spent the whole of his working life 

24/7 with his owner.  That owner continues as the minister of a church and a regular 

radio broadcaster.  Since Kelsey is happiest when he is close to us, he is almost always 

with us and some restaurants are pleased to accept him as they see him as a Guide Dog. 

 

We are looking forward to getting to know the folk in St Faith's and the local 

Deanery/ies better and hearing the stories of your journeys of faith. 

 

 

From the Registers 
Into Interregnum 
 

Most of us will be all too familiar with the concept of a church interregnum, given the 

rapids turnover of priests in charge at St Faith’s in recent years. For folk adjusting to the 

absence of Fr Hassall after some 17 years with him at the helm, things will have seemed 

strange and even unsettling. 

 

From the perspective of the service registers, the immediate and striking difference is 

the replacement of the initials of ‘W.H.’ in the ‘Celebrant or Officiant’ column with 

what can only be described as a plethora of priests signing in to carry the burden Fr 

Hassall had shouldered almost single-handed for so long. In the weeks leading up to 

Christmas, one bishop (Laurence Brown of Warrington) and no fewer than eight clerics 

(Watterson, Irvine, Bates, Luft, Nichols, Robinson and Clawson (in training), with one 

indecipherable name) celebrated or preached at St Faith’s. Weekday Low Masses were 

provided at first on Mondays at 10.30, Wednesday at 7.00 and Thursday at 8. although 

the last of  these was dropped after a few weeks.   

 

As might be expected, the pattern of Sunday worship was maintained, with Low Mass at 

8.00 am, Sung Mass and Sermon at 10.45 am and Evensong and Sermon at 6.30 pm. 

Children’s Instructon is posted at 3.00 pm but not signed for. Attendances in the run-up 

to Christmas averaged 35 at the early celebration and 25 at 10.45. Pedants may perhaps 

be interested to note the mis-spelling of ‘Rememberance’ (sic) on November 14
th

.  A 

week or so before Christmas ordinand Derek Clawson too two services and helpfully 

identified himself as hailing from The Queens College at Birmingham (sic). 

 

Your archivist has long bewailed the lack of marginal comments in the registers, 

especially when they would have shed light on obscure clergy names. He was gratified 

to see, on the first page of the interregnum record, his own annotations identifying some 

of the gallant band of celebrants. They served to remind him that he was by now a part 

of the history of our church and was to continue beavering away in the vestry and safe 

as scribe, archivist, editor and churchwarden for more than half a century to date.  

 

Christmass is upon us and 1966 is just round the corner. The Bishop celebrated the 

midnight mass with 232 communicants. The usual suspects took services thereafter until 

the end of 1965. There is no fanfare for the beginning of 1966, merely a segue from  
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Holy Innocents to Circumcision, and a pencil annotation squeezed in between the two, 

recording the year total for 1965 of 5413 communicants – 600 fewer than 1964 and 

some 3000 down from the peak now some years back.  

 

Those manning the barricades as 1966 dawned would not have realised that in just six 

months or so the interregnum would be at an end and an incumbent appointed who 

would bring about a raft of ideas and plans which would effect greater changes than any 

St Faith’s had hitherto experienced.   

 

In the first weeks and months of the new year the pattern is steadfastly maintained. Fr 

Osborne’s name appears from time to time amongst the parade of priests maintaining 

the Sunday services and the Monday and Wednesdays midweek eucharists. ‘Christian, 

S.S.F’ (Franciscan Brother Raymond Clark) appears once in the pulpit, ad, after an 

absence of signatories for the Sunday 3.00 pm Children’s Instruction, Lay Reader 

George Houldin signs in again in Lent. Devotees of the possessive apostrophe will 

enjoy its floating presence in this latter service (between the n and the s, after the s and 

nowhere at all!). Of more general import perhaps is the provisio of a Wednesday 

evening Compline and Address during Lent. 

 

Palm Sunday ushers in Holy Week and sees ‘+LW’ communicating 63 of the 

congregation st the 10.45 Sung Mass – probably a record for what not many years 

before had seen only the celebrant taking communion. There are daily services in Holy 

Week, before the usual colourful gothic lettered banner proclaims Easter Day. There are 

masses at 8.00 am (120 at the altar), 9.00 (44) and 10.45 (31) healthy figures for an 

interregnum. Thereafter the pattern resumes, and communicant numbers at the Sung 

Mass fluctuate between a low of 29 (on Low Sunday, unsurprisingly) and a high of 74 

on Whit Sunday. A 7.00 am Low Mass on Corpus Christi (Thursday 9
th

 June) attracts 

only 11, despite the diligent bishop’s presence. 

 

And so we come to the final page of the interregnum, recording services up to July 13th. 

Your archivist is intrigued to read that on July 3rd  the Evensong officiant is one Robert 

Blakeley, who appends the mysterious letters ‘R.D.B’ to his name. Good old Google 

gives many meanings to these letters, this writer’s favourite being an acronym for 

‘Retarded, Doped or Bald’ to describe embarrassing pictures of people. Or so says the 

Urban Dictionary: more seemly explanations are invited. 

 

After the Bishop of Warrington takes one final service, the page turns to revel what is 

the most extravagant red-letter heading yet: THE BEGINNING OF THE 

INCUMBANCY of the Rev C.A.BILLINGTON. .Incumbency’ is again mis-spelt – a 

bizarre link with the blooper on Fr Hassall’s farewell day. Signatures below the banner 

are, fittingly, those of Bishop Laurie Brown, H.Wilkinson (unidentified, but Wikipedia 

provides the name –he is, or was, Archdeacon of Warrington) and Rural Dean Canon 

Bates. 

 

The star of the show (Charles Alfred Billington) doesn’t sign in until his first service – 

that, and much else, lies in the transformative future.   
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Did you enjoy the trip? 
 

A visit to Sierra Leone – November 2018 
 
 

To answer this question you need to have travelled with me - to experience the 

excitement of a very different culture, to feel the warmth of a tropical sun, to be greeted 

by friends with the widest of smiles, and to live in a hotel overlooking a beautiful beach 

with the sound of the forest to lull you to sleep. See my first picture in the ccntre spread 

for an idea. 

 

However you would soon also realise that the culture is tainted with layers of heavy and 

inflexible control, the tropical sun burns the ground and frustrates the farmers, the 

friends are generous with their welcome, but at the expense of earning their living, and 

the hotel is surrounded by serious soil erosion. And as David Attenborough suggests, 

the beach is heavily polluted with plastic and local rubbish! (Picture 2) 

 

In short, Sierra Leone is a balance – on one hand a wonderful people and country but 

surrounded by difficulties that you and I can only start to imagine. 

 

And that is why the Waterloo Partnership and other charities are needed to help enable 

those people to realise their potential and re-establish their country. 

 

Three other trustees from the Partnership joined me and between us we offered skills 

and work experience from medical consultancy to teaching and from long-term school 

links to bridges and buildings.  

 

Badara, the team leader in Waterloo, who is known to several people at St Faith’s, had 

been out of action earlier this year with an appendix operation that had led to 

complications. In the UK an appendectomy would have been dealt with quickly and 

efficiently, but in Sierra Leone it was a case of gritting teeth, waiting, paying and 

praying. During our visit we met a number of people with curable or treatable medical 

conditions, but have no access to western health care. However, via the Internet and 

some well-placed medical friends around the globe, a young lad was been given a 

second chance of life, and a girl with epilepsy was treated by a top consultant.  

 

Through the generous support of Crosby people, we are able to send quite large sums of 

money to Waterloo Sierra Leone, which is a township a few miles from the capital city 

Freetown. The purpose of this visit was to see how the various projects that we had 

sponsored had flourished (or otherwise) and to plan the next year or two so that we can 

ensure that our funds are supported in the best possible way. 

 

We need not have worried. Just about every school that we visited and every person we  
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talked to showed significant improvements since our last visit a year or so ago – the 

links between a number of Sefton schools and their adopted counterparts has seen  

schools and their teachers improve standards and teaching practice and the pupils that 

the Partnership sponsors had achieved improved levels in their national examinations. 

(Picture 3) 

 

Unfortunately that is not the final solution however, and we looked closely at what 

happens when children leave school. There is virtually no tertiary education in Sierra 

Leone – no apprenticeships or career opportunities, colleges or universities are few and 

even then they are well beyond the financial resources of most families. 

 

The Partnership have enabled a few bright students to train as nurses, but even after 

qualification there is virtually no paid work. ‘Volunteer working’ is the norm with a few 

chances to earn a little money for food or clothing.  

 

For those with no particular skills the only way they can survive is living on the streets 

– begging or scrounging whatever they can. We met up with a young English teacher 

who runs a small charity to help some of these children in Freetown, and who offers 

them some skill training. We hope to follow his example, but it will take some time and 

a lot of money to put such a scheme in place. 

 

A prime example of very poor planning is the road system in Waterloo. Basically built 

by the British some 200 years ago, the township is laid out in a grid pattern of basically 

un-surfaced clay streets with poor drainage. The result of which is a crisscross network 

of heavily eroded roads. The government decided to improve things and the main road 

through the centre of the town was bulldozed flat and impressive new rain water gullies 

built along either side to be level with a new tarmac road. Unfortunately in the 

meantime there was a general election, and the new government had a different political 

colour and so cancelled the road construction programme.  

 

This has left Waterloo cut in half by a road that has gutters 12 inches higher than the dirt 

roadway (and therefore totally ineffective) and which also block the dozen of roads that 

cross the main road. (Picture 4) 

 

On a more cheerful note, the three concrete bridges built by the Partnership are still 

standing and with a little help to assist local drainage they are doing a great job. (Picture 

5) In addition, a new wooden bridge that was built a few months ago with our help can 

be seen in the photographs – it is made entirely of wood and was built in just two days 

after a 150 year-old bridge was swept away in a storm. For just a few hundred pounds 

and a lot of hard labour, an outlying village and school were re-connected with 

Waterloo. (Pictures 6 & 7) 

 

The local bakery now boasts a double-layered roof (Picture 8) to protect the oven inside 

from the horrendous rains, and the Waterloo Health Centre has enough paracetamol for 

six months thanks to St Faith’s donors! 
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The Partnership has paid for the training of one nurse and is currently paying for the 

training of three more, but sadly they will not be able to obtain paid work for several 

years. Paid work requires a licence from the government, and to keep government costs 

down these licences are in short supply. Nursing work is available in the Waterloo 

Health Centre where the majority of nurses on the work rota are ‘volunteers’. (Picture 9) 

The maternity room in the centre averages three births a day, but has just two beds. The 

Centre can ask for the use of an ambulance to take seriously ill people to Freetown 

hospital, but that single ambulance is shared with 52 other centres over a very wide 

area.  

 

With no running water, and no anesthetics you can now probably see how difficult the 

medical situation really is. (Picture 10) 

 

For some years we have been able to fund the digging of wells around the township – I 

think it is now five or six. The last two have been funded by individual donations from 

the UK and the benefit to the 30 or 40 families living near those wells is easy to see: 

plentiful clean water leads to improved health, and without the long walks to the river, 

the children of the family are more likely to go to school. (Pictures 11 & 12) 

 

We also support many groups of “farmers” – basically small groups, mostly women, 

who cultivate areas of marshland and produce 4 or 5 crops each year: enough to feed 

their families and sell surplus to pay for their children’s education. (Pictures 13 [our 

cover picture, Ed.]  & 14) 

 

One further memory that will remain with me or a long time is the visit to a local church 

for Sunday Mass. Waterloo is half and half Christian and half Muslim, and they co-exist 

wonderfully well; in fact mixed marriages are common and there is total respect 

between the churches and mosques. We found ourselves at St Raphael’s church for the 

10.30 service and settled down amongst the congregation of about 150, all dressed in 

their finest, in a sticky temperature of 30 plus. 

 

Two and three quarter hours later we staggered out! The service bore only a little 

similarity to St Faith's but was more of a cross between a talent competition and 

political rally. The priest harangued the congregation for 20 minutes for their poor 

timekeeping, the servers for 10 minutes for being inattentive and everybody for 

everything else! He repeated the various bible readings phrase by phrase in an 

impassioned voice, only interrupted by collections. Various gospel type choir groups 

and an enthusiastic drummer completed the musical scene. Oh, and did I mention that 

there were multiple collections? 

 

In a country where the majority of people have nearly no money, they are expected to 

put money on the plate FOUR times – and somehow they did. The previous week the 

total giving was just over £20 – you can be assured that that total was well beaten the 

week we were there! 

 

(Fr John please note that I am not advocating more collections and very long services!) 
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Did you enjoy your trip? 

 

Photos to accompany Rick 

Walker’s visit to the Waterloo 

Partnership project in Sierra Leone. 

See his article on page 16,for the 

story behind each picture 

 

1: The hotel beach 

front 

 

2: Erosion exposes 

all the pipes and 

wiring 

 

3: New primary 

school sponsored 

by Crosby 

schoolchildren 



   

4: Main thoroughfare with new 

gutter but no road! 

 

5: Our first bridge with new 

drainage gully 

 

6: Is it safe...? 

 

7: The new footbridge 

 

 

 

 



 

  

 

8: The weatherproof 

 bakery roof 

 

9: Badara and Aminata 

with Gloria, our first 

nurse 

 

10: The Health Centre 

office 

 



 

 

  

 

11: Well Number One 

 

12. The much-loved 

Lotus Well 

 

14:  Typical marsh 

farmland 

 

Looking for No 13? 

Luckily, it’s on the 

front cover, entitled 

‘One of our farming 

groups’ 



       

 

   

Christmastide Picture Gallery 
Above left: Cubs  putting up the trees for the Christmas Tree Festival 

Above right  Picking up a bargain at the jam factory stall 

Below: The Wayfarers Barbershop chorus in full song at an evening concert 



   

 

 

  

 

Above The St 

Nicholas Singers 

giving it their best 

Left Danielle Thomas 

awaits her cue 

Below Listen to the 

band – sounding 

brass at the 

Wednesday event 



  

 

 

 

  

  

 

 

 

 

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Left 

Full house for the 

carols and brass 

band service 

 

Below:  Images 

of the church 

transformed with 

lit and decorated 

trees. Read about 

the events on 

page 2 
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Christingle 

 

On Christmas Eve the in-

house Christingle Factory 

made ready for the evening. 

Later the colourful candle-lit 

children’s service was 

celebrated in church 

 

 

Cheerful Chappy! 
 

The man behind the happy 

smile introduces himself on 

page 7 



Despite the huge difficulties that surround everybody in Sierra Leone, the overall mood 

is upbeat and positive. They recognise both the problems in their life and the help that 

we can offer. Without embarrassment on either side, they make us welcome and share 

their houses and food with us – they accept that they have almost none of the benefits of 

‘Western’ lifestyles but are not jealous of us. Their child-like humble dignity is a true 

example of how we should live our lives. From the welcome we received to the final 

farewells, the mood was upbeat and positive. 

 

So - Did we enjoy the trip? 

 

We returned to the UK happy, excited and dismayed. Dismayed at the pitifully small 

impact that we can make on their overall situation, but happy and excited at what has 

been accomplished over the past 11 years and, with your help, what we plan to support 

in the future. 

 
Rick Walker 
 
 

 

Don’t mention Christmas! 
Chris Price 
 

The Daily Telegraph a few years ago carried attacks by two separate writers on the 

often-reported trend towards the secularisation of Christmas and what many see as the 

campaign to marginalise Christianity even further in our society. The writers are 

Religion Correspondent Jonathan Petre, quoting Dr John Sentamu, the fine and 

forthright Archbishop of York, and columnist Jeff Randall, and their eloquent pieces 

give heart to those of us who still Stand up for Jesus. 

 

According to Jonathan Petre, Dr Sentamu is clear about what is happening. He is 

waging all-out war on secularists, who, he claims, are unfairly blaming other faiths to 

advance their own anti-religious agenda. ‘They are trying to pretend that it is possible to 

enter into the true meaning of Christmas by leaving out Jesus Christ,’ he says. ‘This 

really is the case of throwing out the baby with the bathwater, or in this case throwing 

out the crib at Christmas.’ They pervert and abuse any notion of diversity with flawed 

arguments about multi-culturalism for the sake of promoting a narrow agenda. And 

‘other faith communities, who have stated categorically that they are in no way offended 

by Christmas, know that if Christmas falls, they will be next.’ 

 

He quotes the late John Mortimer, playwright and atheist (and creator of the wonderful 

Horace Rumpole), who said; ‘Our whole history and culture in Europe is based on 

Christianity, whether you believe in it or not. Our culture is Christian: Shakespeare, 

Mozart – all that makes life worth living is part of the Christian tradition.’ 
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The columnist tells that three out of four employers have banned Christmas decorations 

for fear of offending other faiths, and an alarming 74% of managers are not allowing 

any decorations in their offices this year. 

 

Jeff Randall doesn’t pull his punches either: his article is headed ‘Christmas is being 

crucified by white, middle-class do-gooders’. He says he is binning all the cards he 

receives which have no Christian images or which fail to mention ‘the “C” word’. He 

says he is no ‘weirdo fundamentalist’: ‘I flicker somewhere between an agnostic and a 

mild believer.’ His protest is about resisting those who ‘seem hell bent on turning 

Christianity into a crime.’ 

 

He quotes the same depressing statistics as Jonathan Petre, claiming that employers 

have been told that they could be sued if they were to allow displays of Christian joy, 

but not those of other religions. Then, and most satisfyingly for this writer, he sounds 

off about ‘the health-and-safety storm-troopers’ who are ‘parking their tanks on our 

tinsel. Santa’s sleighs need seat-belts, and mince-pies must be “risk-assessed” before 

being handed out to children.’ 

 

Returning to the basic theme, he stresses that, far from being offended by a Christian 

Christmas, Muslims, Jews and Hindus in this country and elsewhere welcome our 

celebrations and are often happy to be part of them. No, ‘the demons in this horror-story 

of crucifying Christians are white, middle-class do-gooders, whose assumptions of a 

superior morality are as disgraceful as they are disgusting.’ In the view of Dr John 

Sentamu, the ‘splendid Archbishop of York’ (Randall’s phrase, but shared by this 

writer) they are ‘the “chattering classes’ who see themselves as holding a flag for an 

atheist Britain.’ Randall goes further, and sees a more pernicious purpose: that of 

eliminating ‘the teaching and guidance of old-fashioned Christianity’, which so offends 

them. Thus Christian voluntary groups are harassed on the grounds that being a 

Christian excludes ‘diversity’ and Christian Unions at universities are suspended for 

insisting that their members have Christian beliefs. ‘Somewhere along the line, a loose 

federation of diversity champions, equality campaigners and human-rights activists has 

metamorphosed into a tyrannical minority for whom Christmas is an abomination,’ he 

concludes.  

 

It is easy to see these as the views of a right-wing diehard obsessed with conspiracy 

theories; nevertheless the facts reported in these articles and the opinions stated will ring 

bells with many of us, I guess. We are undeniably now a minority in this country, with 

shrinking congregations almost everywhere (although the reverse is, intriguingly, true of 

cathedral congregations, which seem to be growing equally rapidly). In my lifetime I 

have seen church membership change slowly from being an accepted norm to an 

increasingly small minority activity. We should always take heart from recalling that the 

church has survived many such apparently terminal declines, and successfully faced 

down more than few prolonged attacks on its beliefs and status in past centuries – and, 

God willing, it will continue to do so. But it needs us – and articulate and vocal 

champions like those whom I have quoted – to identify the enemy and to Fight the Good 

Fight. If we don’t Stand up for Jesus, then no-one else will. And a Happy and Blessed 

Christian Christmas to us all. 
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Eddi’s Service  
(A.D. 687) 

Rudyard Kipling 
 
 

Eddi, priest of St. Wilfrid 

      In his chapel at Manhood End, 

Ordered a midnight service 

      For such as cared to attend. 

 

But the Saxons were keeping Christmas, 

      And the night was stormy as well. 

Nobody came to service, 

      Though Eddi rang the bell. 

 

‘Wicked weather for walking,’ 

      Said Eddi of Manhood End. 

‘But I must go on with the service 

      For such as care to attend.’ 

 

The altar-lamps were lighted,  

      An old marsh-donkey came, 

Bold as a guest invited, 

      And stared at the guttering flame. 

 

The storm beat on at the windows, 

      The water splashed on the floor, 

And a wet, yoke-weary bullock 

      Pushed in through the open door. 

 

‘How do I know what is greatest, 

      How do I know what is least? 

That is My Father’s business,’ 

      Said Eddi, Wilfrid’s priest. 

 

‘But - three are gathered together - 

      Listen to me and attend. 

I bring good news, my brethren!’ 

      Said Eddi of Manhood End. 

 

And he told the Ox of a Manger 

      And a Stall in Bethlehem, 

And he spoke to the Ass of a Rider, 

      That rode to Jerusalem. 
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They steamed and dripped in the chancel, 

      They listened and never stirred, 

While, just as though they were Bishops, 

      Eddi preached them The Word, 

 

Till the gale blew off on the marshes 

      And the windows showed the day, 

And the Ox and the Ass together 

      Wheeled and clattered away. 

 

And when the Saxons mocked him, 

      Said Eddi of Manhood End, 

‘I dare not shut His chapel 

      On such as care to attend.’ 

 

 
Eddi was Wilfrid’s chaplain. The intriguing name of Manhood End refers not to some 

historical loss of courage (nor even virility) but is a corruption of Mainwood End: where 

a vast mediaeval forest came to its end here. The place does not exist ‘on the ground’ 

today, but lives on also in the splendidly named ‘Hundred of Manhood and Selsey 

Tramway’ – an almost legendary light railway. Ed. 

 

 

Capital Offences 
 

 

CAPITALISED words should not be used when setting assignments because it can 

worry students, university lecturers have been told. 

 

Academics at Leeds Trinity were advised to "write in a helpful, warm tone, avoiding 

officious language and negative instructions". 

 

According to a staff memo aimed at "enhancing student understanding, engagement and 

achievement", capitalising a word could emphasise a task's "difficulty or high-stakes 

nature". 

 

The memo says: "Despite our best attempts to explain assessment tasks, any lack of 

clarity can generate anxiety and even discourage students from attempting the 

assessment at all. Generally, avoid using capital letters for emphasis and the overuse of 

'do', and, especially, 'don't'." 

 

Prof Margaret House, Leeds Trinity's vice-chancellor, said that the university follows 

national best practice teaching guidelines. "The memo is guidance from a course leader 

to academic staff, sharing best practice from research to inform their teaching," she said. 

"For every assignment, academic staff have an 'unpacking* session with students so 

they are clear on what is expected. The majority of universities do this. It is also about  
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good communication and consistent style. For example, it is best practice not to write in 

all capital letters regardless of the sector." 

 

The Leeds Trinity memo also says that staff must be "explicit about any inexplicitness" 

in assignment briefs. 

 

It explains that when students are unsure of an assessment, they often discuss it among 

themselves, which can lead to "misconceptions or misunderstandings" spreading 

throughout the class. This is "usually aided and abetted by Facebook", the memo adds. 

"This can lead to further confusion and students may even then decide that the 

assessment is too difficult and not attempt it," it says. 

 

Earlier this year, one of the country’s leading girls’ schools banned teachers from 

writing negative comments on pupils' end-of-year exams. 

 

Putney High School in south-west London had already stopped grading work for pupils 

aged 11 to 14 to stop girls getting overly "fixated" on marks. 

 

The £19,000-a-year school then took things further by ditching comments in favour of 

symbols, allowing girls to work out themselves where they have gone wrong. 

When marking the Year 9 girls' end-of-year exams, teachers were banned from making 

any comments "other than a brief line of genuine praise". 

 

 

 

Remembering 
More memories from Fr Dennis 

 

Mona Turner, 25 December, 2012:    On page 25 of Chris Price’s “A History of St. 

Faith’s Church Crosby 1900–1975” there is a picture of a 1951 Mothering Sunday 

Procession in which Mona, holding a child’s hand in each of hers, can be seen in the 

vanguard of the Sunday School as they follow Fr. Hassall and servers, Raymond Clarke 

and Derek Clawson, around the church grounds in the traditional “clipping” ceremony. 

 

As a teenage boy in the mid 1960’s I can recall Fr Hassall telling me that it wasn’t long 

after his arrival as Parish Priest in January 1948, that he conducted his first funeral 

service at St. Faith’s, which was that of George Beaton Turner, Mona’s father-in-law, 

and that subsequent to George’s death the Turner family had donated a gift of gates at 

the Kingsway entrance to the church.  

 

Confirmed by the Bishop of Liverpool in 1940, over a number of decades Mona was to 

be found at the heart of the life and worship of the church she loved. A gregarious, 

warm, welcoming and cheerful lady with an engaging smile and lovely sense of 

humour, Mona endeared herself to young and old alike. 
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In the mid 1960’s, when the St. Faith’s branch of the Mothers’ Union was in a 

somewhat moribund state, Mona and Fr. Charles Billington’s wife, Heather, began a 

new organisation for the women of the parish, which they called the Horsfall Club. For 

many years Mona was the leading light of this popular club and besides fortnightly 

meetings, day excursions, parties and various other trips and events were a regular 

feature of the club’s social calendar. 

 

On a personal level I shall always chuckle when I recall the various occasions upon 

which Mona was happy to take on the role of “dresser in chief” in order to facilitate my 

appearance “in drag” at one of the parish socials in the late 1960’s, and early 70’s. In 

particular, my manifestation as a female Hawaiian native dancer at the 1970 St. 

Patrick’s night party required all the skills at her disposal and Dutch courage from yours 

truly, as, yet another of Fr. Charles’s entertaining initiatives was brought to fruition. 

 

Mona could always be relied upon to enter into the spirit of an 

eve66666666666666666666666nt and to give it her total commitment and effort. Over a 

number of years she was instrumental in galvanizing and encouraging the support that 

was needed for the success of the parish bazaar, which she did with characteristic 

energy and enthusiasm. 

 

It was always a joy to chat to our parish Matriarch and a privilege to share in her 

eightieth birthday celebration in the parish hall. Her death marked the end of an era at 

St. Faiths, for she was the last of those whose memory went back to the days of Canon 

Brierley and the church of the 1930’s. Our dear sister in Christ will be remembered with 

much love and affection. May she rest in peace and be raised in glory. 

 

 

Elsie May Foy, 27 December, 1971:     As a boy, one of the most friendly and 

welcoming of lovely ladies I knew at St. Faith’s was Elsie Foy. Her father, Arthur 

Studley, had been Mayor of Crosby (1942–1943) and Churchwarden of St. Faith’s from 

1920 until 1945. Elsie had married Fr. James Howard Foy who served his title at St. 

Thomas’, Seaforth and came to St Faith’s in 1927 for a second curacy under Canon 

Brierley. In 1930 Fr. Foy moved to the incumbency of St. Columba’s, Anfield, where 

Elsie had been happy in her role as Vicar’s wife until the sudden heart attack and death 

of her husband in the vicarage one Saturday afternoon, in between what I think was his 

third and fourth wedding of the day. Elsie returned to St. Faith’s where she once again 

involved herself in parish life. 

 

It was to Elsie and Rea Charlton that Fr. Charles Billington turned when High Mass 

vestments needed making in the late 1960’s. Between them Elsie and Rea produced the 

white and the red crimplene sets that have seen much use and are worn to this day. Elsie 

was good company, and every so often in my middle and late teens I would go to 

Lawton Road of an evening and enjoy a couple of hours chatting to her, over coffee and 

biscuits, and hearing about her interesting past. She was pleased to give me two 

keepsakes from her days at St Columba’s. One is a crucifix which hangs over the 

mantelpiece on my guest bedroom wall and the other is a most unusual “Madonna of the 

Pomegranates” which sits on my bedroom book shelf.   
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In the winter of 1971 Elsie was diagnosed with cancer of the pancreas and went into 

hospital. As death drew near, we noticed in church that in one of the two High Altar 

candlesticks which, years earlier she had given in memory of her husband, the flame of 

the candle flickered and wouldn’t stay lit. She died on December 27, the Feast Day of 

St. John, Apostle and Evangelist, having given loyal and faithful service to the church 

she had loved from the days of her youth. May our much-loved and dear sister in Christ 

rest in peace and be raised in glory.  

 

 

Terry Jones, 1 January, 2005:    Appointed to teach at Manor High School, Crosby in 

1972, Terry and I were colleagues at the newly established comprehensive and began 

our teaching careers on the same September day. An old boy of Liverpool College, 

Terry had a keen interest in sport and easily secured a regular place in the staff 5-A-Side 

football team, as well as the cricket eleven. The weekly all staff 5-A-Side matches held 

in the large “Colditz” style sports’ hall attracted a large audience of both boy and girl 

pupils who would come with great eagerness and anticipation to watch the Friday 

lunchtime battle which ensured between the side Terry played in goal for, “The 

Assassins” and the side for which I was in goal, “The Angels”. Twelve minutes each 

way of mayhem took place and the pupils invariably went away contented, assured that 

they had not wasted their 2d admission fee, which went to support local charities. 

 

Playing cricket for the staff Terry was a very useful seam bowler of medium pace and a 

reliable and effective middle order batsman. Like the rest of us he greatly enjoyed our 

annual cricket weekend in Anglesey, when we would be delighted to play at some 

attractive venues, visit some lovely pubs and partake of some excellent barbecues 

 

Terry had a great sense of fun, a warm, genial and cheerful nature and was always a 

pleasure to be with. It was with great sadness that in 2001 we learned of the quite rare 

liver cancer with which he had been diagnosed. The four year struggle with his illness 

ended on New Year’s Day, 2005, in Clatterbridge Hospital. 

 

Colleagues and friends from Manor High School attended Terry’s funeral service at St. 

Bridget’s Church, West Kirby. At the wake, held in the family home, many of us were 

amazed to see the various works of art Terry had painted, hanging on the walls of 

different rooms. None of us had realised what an accomplished and talented artist our 

friend had been. 

 

In late October of this year I visited Terry’s grave in Frankby Cemetery for the first 

time. When placing two rose plants at the graveside I was mindful not only of what a 

lovely and good friend had been lost at such an early age, but also of what joyful and 

happy memories of Terry remained.  

 

May he rest in God’s peace and be raised in his glory. 

 

Mary Coote, 1 January, 2001:      Not herself a churchgoer, Mary lived with husband 

Dudley, daughter Ann, dog Jason and father-in-law in Kingsway, Waterloo throughout 

the 1950s and 60s. Although four years her senior in age, Ann and I became friends  

19 



when we were both, with Reverend Denise, members of St. Faith’s Sunday School. 

 

In 1976, when I was teaching at Manor High School in Crosby and Ann was a newly 

qualified SCN, we went to Israel on a most wonderful trip arranged by my Old 

Testament tutor on the North West Ordination Course. Mary Coote had by now had to 

cope with the great loss of Dudley from a severe heart attack. I was so fortunate to have 

such a good friend in Mary, who from my first weeks of teaching was both willing and 

able to do a great deal of typing for me. Lots of handouts for the pupils doing external 

examinations and the very long essays required for my ordination training were all 

typed up with meticulous accuracy and care by Mary in the privacy of her morning 

room in Kingsway. Over the years Mary and I became very good friends and I would go 

round for coffee and cake on many occasions. Very hesitatingly Mary had driving 

lessons and took to the road. She had little confidence in her driving ability but enjoyed 

picking my mum and I up and taking us to “The Royal Hotel” for Sunday lunch. 

Whether at home, or out in a pub, Mary’s favourite “tipple”, was a glass of Dubonnet 

and lemonade. She also enjoyed her cigarettes. Mary would no doubt have watched all 

the “Bake Off” TV programmes had she been alive today. She was indeed a very good 

p18astry maker and one of her many fortes was being able to bake the most delicious 

simnel cake at Eastertide.  

 

With Ann not now living at home, Mary “downsized” from Kingsway to Manor 

Avenue, Crosby. There I often called in to see her on the way home from Manor High 

and we would chew the fat over a hot drink and a piece of home-made cake.  

 

Years later, when Mary had moved to Carlisle, to join Ann and her family I recall taking 

a couple of Satterthwaite’s pork pies with me, which Mary had requested. Those pies 

are still as popular as ever and must have been sold in their hundreds or thousands.! One 

weekend I was staying with Mary we went to a Sung E)ucharist in Carlisle Cathedral, 

where, many years earlier Father Charles Billington, (Vicar of St. Faith’s 1966-1972 

had been made Deacon ad ordained Priest in the mid 1950s. 

 

Mary, was a wonderful friend, gave great hospitality and was always a joy to be with. 

She was a good conversationalist and it was a pleasure discussing issues with her and 

listening to her strongly held views. 

 

She had chosen an inexpensive Woodland cremation and burial on the edge of the Lake 

District. Her family and close friends will always miss the warmth and genuineness of 

her affection. A really lovely lady whom to count as a friend was such a privilege. May 

she rest in peace and be raised in glory. 

 

 

Martin Perks, 2 January, 1982:     An Oxbridge classicist and former Grammar 

School Headmaster, Martin Perks and wife, Maybell, came up from the Midlands to live 

in Brownmoor Park, Crosby, some  time in the 1950s. Both senior citizens attended the 

Sunday Sung Eucharist and Martin, ever competent and efficient, took on the roles of 

Treasurer, Parish Purse Recorder and Sidesman. 
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It was in the mid 1960s that, partially due to his concern for Maybell’s wellbeing when 

in church, Martin took over responsibility for looking after the notoriously erratic and 

unreliable heating system of St. Faith’s. As his unelected and unpaid teenage assistant, 

the two of us worked well in partnership, ensuring that if the temperamental boiler 

failed to come on a the designated time on Sunday mornings, yours truly was assigned 

to go down to the boiler cellar after the 8.00 am mass and press the manual ignition 

switch, resulting in a delayed start, but at least a far warmer church by the time of the 

Sung Eucharist at 10.45. 

 

Martin was a genial, amusing and colourful character with strongly held opinions. His 

refusal to accept and acknowledge January 30
th

 as the Feast Day of Charles, King and 

Martyr, on one occasion led to his opening the Sacristy Service Register and deleting 

the name of Charles from the mass entry of that day. 

 

Both Martin and Maybell shared a love of music, and membership of the Welsh Choral 

Union was a very big part of Martin’s life. It was with the greatest joy that on a number 

of occasions I was asked by him to accompany Maybell to performances in the 

Liverpool Philharmonic Hall and look after her during the programmes in which he and 

the Choral Union were singing. 

 

After Maybell’s death in 1976 Martin’s health slowly deteriorated, and he struggled on 

alone. I shall always give thanks for the lovely friendship we shared in my early days at 

St. Faith’s and remember him and his beloved Maybell, to whom he was so devoted, 

with much affection. May they both rest in peace and be raised in glory. 

 

Robert Ralph Honner, January 7, 2011:      As a newly ordained “Chadsman” Bob 

Honner came to St. Faith’s in 1938 to serve his title under Fr John Schofield. Serving 

the celebration of Bob’s first mass the following year was a senior pupil from Merchant 

Taylors’ School, Robert Runcie, destined for the highest ecclesiastical office in the 

land! Leaving St Faith’s in 1941, Bob went to St. Andrews’s Wigan, as Curate-in-

Charge and followed that with a five year spell as Assistant Curate of Rugby, in charge 

of Holy Trinity. 

 

It was in Melbourne, Derbyshire, that Bob spent the longest period of his priestly 

ministry (1953 – 1972) during which time he was made Rural Dean and a Canon of 

Derby Cathedral. In the spring of 1966, during the interregnum following Fr. Hassall’s 

retirement, as “Keeper of the Keys” it was arranged that I, sixteen years old at the time, 

should open up the vicarage in Milton Road, to allow Bob accompanied by a clerical 

friend, to look around the house and garden, with the possibility of his moving from 

Derby back to St Faith’s as Vicar. That wasn’t to be, and a few months later from the 

diocese of Manchester, arrived Fr. Charles Billington as Parish Priest. 

 

Following his appointment, as Vicar of Beeley with Edensor, in 1980 Bob retired to his 

beloved, Melbourne and it was there that I visited him some fourteen of fifteen years 

ago. Over afternoon tea we chatted away, sharing our memories of St. Faith’s and those 

whom we had known over the years. Bob was particularly pleased that with his wife, 

Alice, he had been able to visit Crosby in May, 1998 when Lord Robert Runcie had  
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presided and preached at the wonderful centenary Mass we celebrated. A video 

recording of this splendid and memorable occasion and of the lunch held afterwards in 

the Williams Hall of Merchant Taylors’ remains a joy to watch! 

 

Over the years Bob much enjoyed keeping in touch with St. Faith’s through 

“Newslink”, and with failing eyesight relied on his daughter, Kate, to read him the 

monthly edition. My last conversation with him, about nine years ago, was on the phone 

and by this time he had moved into residential care and was experiencing the onset of 

dementia. Bob was a much-loved, dedicated and faithful priest, an entertaining 

raconteur with an ebullient personality and an endearing sense of humour. If memory 

serves me correctly, he was also an acquaintance, if not a friend, of the  Poet Laureate, 

John Betjeman. May he rest in God’s peace and be raised in his glory. 

 

 

 

 Don’t call me Madam! 
 

Emergency call handlers could be told to stop referring to people as sir |md madam in a 

drive to be more inclusive, it has emerged. 
 

The London Ambulance Service is considering whether to introduce a new policy on 

the way callers are addressed, after transgender campaigners suggested the current 

system was outdated and could cause offence. 
 

The issue was raised at a conference of ambulance services organised by LGBT 

campaigners. 

 

Jules Lockett, the head of emergency operations centre training at London Ambulance 

Service, and joint head of its LGBT network, told the conference that call handling staff 

were being "steered away" from referring to people by Mr or Mrs. She said using words 

like sir or madam was "old-fashioned" and the service was now looking how to change 

that and "give some different words to use". 

 

The Gender Identification Research & Education Society states that having a policy in 

place is particularly important for 999 call handlers, because they i may have to deal 

with people reporting transphobic attacks. The advice goes on: "Inappropriate pronouns 

do cause stress, and may make an already difficult situation worse." 

 

_________________________________________________________________ 

 

The Tell Serve Give Mission led by the Archbishop of York and Bishops 

from the North of England to the whole Diocese of Liverpool runs from 7-10th March 

2019. Our contribution at St. Faith’s is to host a concert on Saturday 9th March at 7.00 

pm. There will be a programme of music from several of our regular recital performers 

and one of the bishops taking part in the Mission will be present.  Please come and bring 

others with you; refreshments will be served and the concert is free. 
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The  
Parish Directory 
and Church  
Organisations 
 
 

VICAR   
Fr John Reed, the Vicarage, Milton Road. 928 3342/07484 381182 

Email reed926@btinternet.com  

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 

Fr Bill Matthews, 20 Kingsway, Waterloo, L22 4RQ.  0151 281 4879 

READER 

Ms 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 

CHURCHWARDEN 

Ms Brenda Cottarel, 6 Lawton Road, Waterloo. L22 9QL. 928 4275 

ASSISTANT CHURCH WARDENS 

Ms Corinne Hedgecock.  corinnehedgecock@virginmedia.co.uk.  0751 021 9705 

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  
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BAPTISM BOOKINGS 

Telephone 928 3342 
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  

 

______________________________________________________________________ 

 
No more deadlines! 
 
See ‘Magazine Matters’ on page 3, explaining the changes now under way. 

The new-look online journal will start up in February and be continuously 

updated with material as and when it arrives on the editorial desk. Website 

and email details remain unchanged and are to be found below. Please let 

the editor have any material at any time – and see it online soon after! 

 

________________________________________________________________ 

 

 

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       
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Quiz night  
with bangers and mash supper 
SATURDAY 23rd FEBRUARY 2019  
Doors open 7PM - quiz starts at 7.30pm. 

St. faith’S pariSh hall,  

Milton road, waterloo l22 
A fun quiz night including a scrumptious  

Bangers and Mash Supper. 

Tickets cost £6.00, payable in advance. 
Phone Corinne on 07510219705 to buy tickets 

In aid of Disabled Access at St. Faith’s Church 

Why not get a team together and win a prize? 

Raffle on the night  

Vegetarian sausages available upon request. 

As it’s almost St. David’s Day, 

why not wear something with a Welsh connection? 

Spot prizes on the night. 

 

ST. FAITH’S PARISH HALL HAS FULL 

DISABLED ACCESS. 


