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Welcome to the July and August 2019 online issue of our church magazine, which
features news, reports, announcements, comment and comedy from St Faith’s and
elsewhere. During the course of the month, material will be uploaded as it arrives and
as each month ends, the issue will be archived and a new month opened: (access
these on the ‘Magazine archive’ link above.) The editor welcomes contributions of
every kind at any time: the latest article is at the top of the page. Input from new (or
lapsed!) contributors is eagerly anticipated...

Contributions, comments or complaints to cdavidprice@gmail.com

August 26th

‘Furnishings of Faith’
Twenty years ago I commissioned a series of articles about the
fixtures and fittings of St Faith’s. These are being aired again for the
benefit of those who missed them first time round. Unsurprisingly,
little has changed since 1999, but where there are updates these will be added as we go along. We
continue with Chris Dawson’s exploration of the wooden artefacts of our church

Coming out of the Woodwork - a Feast of Craftsmanship
Chris Dawson
St Faith’s Church is full of fine examples of the art of the craftsman, none more so than the woodwork. One enters the
building through splendid oak doors that are at least two inches thick, and although the outer doors have darkened with
the weathering of almost a century, the inner doors have changed little in appearance since they were made. The
architects, Grayson and Ould of Liverpool, gave us a building of fine proportions which was constructed in excellent
materials by extremely skilled craftsman. Have you, like me, ever marvelled at the precision of the brickwork, left
exposed for all to see, not covered up with plaster as is so often the case? If you have ever tried your hand at
bricklaying you will appreciate the neat, tight, mortar joints and the level surface of the brickwork. How did they cut
the sandstone to match so exactly the courses of the bricks, I wonder?
When the church was consecrated, in March 1900, the High Altar was backed by a red curtain, for the beautiful reredos
designed by Salviati of Venice was not dedicated until All Saint’s Day, 1901. The carved Spanish mahogany sedilia
and choir stalls were the work of O.E. Griffiths of Bevington Hill, Liverpool, as was the organ casing which, according
to George Houldin’ little 1950 History, was in place before the organ was finally completed in 1901. The same
craftsman was also responsible for the sandstone pulpit: are his initials tucked away in some hidden corner? There are
not many artists who leave their work unsigned.
There is no record of the craftsmen who built the barrel-vaulted roof over the choir and sanctuary, or the splendid
hammer-beam roof over the nave, which is of the same style as the roof in Westminster Hall, or those long pitch-pine
pews that filled the church when it was first opened. Their only memorial is the work of their hands, but how blessed to
be able to create something of beauty that will be in place long after you have passed to that great workshop in the sky,
where wood has no knots and doesn’t warp and tools never blunt.
On 21st April 1921 the beautiful carved chance! screen, designed by Sir Giles Scott and made by O.E.Griffiths, was
dedicated in memory of Captain Robert Elcum Horsfall, who, as a small boy, had laid the foundation stone on the 28th
May 1898. How sad that less than twenty years later this young man should lose his life on 20th November 1917,
fighting for King and country. The four carved figures on the screen depict St Chad, St Paul, St Agnes (with the lamb)
and St Catherine (with the wheel). We are certainly fortunate to have such a wonderful screen, which although so
ornate is also light and airy, and does not spoil one’s view of High Altar and reredos.
Another treasure donated to St. Faith’s by our founder is the life-sized crucifix which now hangs on the wall in the
Chapel of the Cross, and which was bought by Mr Horsfall whilst on holiday in Italy in 1928. For many years this
crucifix was stored in a wooden case for most of the year, to be brought out only during Passiontide. There was some
controversy when it was suggested by Fr Charles Billington that such a beautiful object should be on permanent
display in the church. Some people felt that it would lose its impact when only seen during the relatively short period
leading up to Holy Week. As a compromise it was hung on the wall in the north transept as one of those St Faith’s
‘experiments’ that tend to become a tradition. So the Chapel of the Cross was created with a simple oak-veneered altar

fashioned after the design of one seen at Coventry Cathedral. George Goodwin arranged for the veneered sections to be
made and I assembled the ‘temporary’ altar and turned some oak candle holders so that people could decide whether it
was appropriate. Although the ‘great Crucifix’, as George Houldin called it, remains on permanent display, it still has
the same tremendous impact, especially when seen for the first time, when it is moved to its position behind the High
Altar during Lent, with the triptych closed and draped in black.
I always feel that the west end of St Faith’s is rather drab, but this is somewhat relieved by the carved oak ‘Vicars and
Wardens’ board that was installed to mark the 30th anniversary of the building. Once again this was the work of O.E.
Griffiths, who is sadly no longer available to carve the names of succeeding Vicars and Church Wardens on the board,
and so of late they have been sign-written.
The lovely carved oak hymn board hanging near the pulpit was given in memory of Charles Henry Cheetham Sewell,
who was a member of St Faith’s choir from 1900 to 1938, and who is described as The Father of the Choir’ by George
Houldin.
On either side of the High Altar are standard candle holders made in Spanish mahogany to match the choir stalls. These
were designed by Harold Woodley and given anonymously, probably during the Fr Hassall’s refurbishment of St
Faith’s in the late 1940s. On the corners of the altar platform stand two oak candlesticks that were given ‘In memory of
Sidney Singer, Priest, died 17th February 1954, from his wife Florence.’ It is good that these candlesticks, given long
before the nave altar was envisaged, should be in use and not look out of place in their contemporary setting.
Fr. Charles was a great innovator and some of his experiments are now a firm part of St Faith’s furnishings and
ceremony. Probably the most controversial was the installation of the Nave Altar. For an ‘experimental’ period, pews
were removed from the front of the nave, and the altar frontal chest draped in blue cloth placed in position as an altar.
Some pews were arranged on either side of the altar to accommodate clergy, readers and choir so that we worshipped
around the altar. Eventually it was decided, after much debate, that this experiment should also become a permanent
feature of St Faith’s. A design was produced, with the legs of the altar and the supports for the communion rails
reflecting the hexagonal columns and open spaces of the chancel screen. I tried to capture this theme later in the
Churchwardens’ staves that I made in memory of my mother, which for practical reasons had to be octagonal rather
than hexagonal in section. The nave altar platform, originally uncarpeted, was made of beech, which blended well with
the oak of the altar and communion rails. There were only four rails at first but a further two were given in memory of
‘Marjorie Turner 1915 — 1981’ so that more people could be accommodated round the altar. The platform, nave altar
and communion rails were all made by Taylor and Madden, who later made the lectern to a similar design.
For many years Margaret Goodrich complained about the plain white Paschal candlestick when it was brought out to
be decorated for Easter, and when Jessie Gale died just before Fr Peter left St Faith’s, it was decided that we should
have a new candlestick in her memory. I was fortunate enough to be asked to design and make this and after some
discussion it was decided that the design should reflect the oak of the nave altar and the pale blue surround of the
reredos. The octagonal core is of beech with four sides faced with American white oak and the alternating sides painted
blue. When this candlestick is given its prominent position during the Easter festival, Jessie Gale is once more at the
centre of things! Jessie would never reveal her age and even in death she denied us this knowledge, for the brass plate
on her memorial just says ‘In memory of Jessie Elinor Gale, a member of this Church for over 50 years’.
When a new St Faith’s banner was made, the old banner was preserved in the oak-framed display case mounted on the
north wall of the sanctuary. At about the same time it was felt that some people had difficulty getting up and down the
steps on either side of the choir, and so we installed oak handrails, much to the approval of the more mature members
of the congregation and the choir.
On reflection, all the additions of recent years seem quite puny compared with the visions and skills of those who
provided us, almost a century ago, with such a wonderful building in which to worship. Let us hope that we can pass on
something that will inspire those who follow us as worshippers in this place. St Faith’s is the ideal place of worship for
people who admire beautiful artefacts, for, in the unlikely event that the sermon proves unbearably long or tedious,
there is plenty to look at for alternative inspiration!

August 23rd
Good news for the back of church fund!
We have received a donation of £500 (five hundred pounds), to “The Back of Church Fund”.
This money was donated by The Prison Service Charity Fund, who matched the £500 we had raised at the Quiz
Night in February.
Also, we had a small raffle for men’s and ladies’ goodie bags whilst the last few Saturday recitals took place.

Yellow Ticket Number 476 bought by Suzanne Pierce was the winner!
In all we raised £70.00 with thanks to a member of the congregation who donated £10 towards the raffle.
Corinne Hedgecock

_________________________________________________

Helter Skelter Homily
Back at the beginning of the month (see the August 7th page) we printed an article by Tim Stanley of
The Daily Telegraph deploring the introduction of assorted entertainments into assorted Anglican
cathedrals. Norwich got a special mention for its erection of a helter-skelter in the cathedral nave.
Mr Stanley will presumably be no less unhappy to behold a bishop preaching the word from the
aforementioned construction, especially when the bishop broke into song.
The editor is reminded of the 23-foot giant globe which was suspended for a while in our own
cathedral before beginning a tour of other holy places. ‘Gaia’ met with widespread praise and
approval, not least from the editor’s family.
Is it just a question of taste, perhaps - or maybe West is best?

August 20th
Verbatim from The Daily Telegraph of 17th August, a fascinating story which makes compelling reading.

‘I’m on a mission to make my ‘miracle’ uncle a saint’
Relatives of John Bradburne, a missionary murdered in Zimbabwe 40 years ago, are
nearing their goal. Jo Shute reports.
In September 1979, a British missionary was marched off his mountain in Zimbabwe and murdered in cold
blood.
John Bradburne, the 58-year-old son of a Cumbrian vicar who served with the Gurkhas in Malaya during the
Second World War, had arrived 10 years earlier in what was then Rhodesia and settled in a leper colony at
Mutemwa, a few hours west of Harare.
Instantly recognisable from his red headband and shaggy beard, plus his upper-middle-class English
manners, Bradburne was utterly devoted to prayer and poetry. His willingness to care for lepers – who prior
to his arrival had been locked away and forced to wear sacks over their head to prevent infection spreading –
had already persuaded the locals that a special man was in their midst. Such exalted status was not enough
to save him when rebel guerrillas loyal to revolutionary leader Robert Mugabe kidnapped him during the
former British colony’s liberation war.
Bradburne was tortured by his captors and urged to leave the country. When he refused, he was shot in the
back, and dumped in a dried up riverbed. But that was far from the end of John Bradburne’s story. Almost
immediately after his murder was reported, miracles started to happen.
First, eyewitnesses heard strange chants and spotted a white bird hovering above his corpse. During his
funeral at Harare’s Sacred Heart Cathedral, spots of blood were seen dripping from the coffin. When the
undertaker later examined the casket, not a trace could be found.
People began to suspect a martyr was in their midst and Catholics around the world started to pray to John
Bradburne. Over the ensuing years, hundreds of other miracles have been attributed to Bradburne: a
disabled South African woman who recovered the use of her legs, a 39-year-old Englishwoman who made an
astonishing recovery from what was feared to be a fatal bout of bacterial endocarditis.
Most compelling of all was the case of a Scottish man who, on the eve of surgery, made a sudden recovery
from a terminal brain tumour after the hospital chaplain – who had met Bradburne in Zimbabwe and
attended his funeral – prayed to the murdered missionary. The consultant described the shrinking of the
tumour as “miraculous”.
Now, the man who described himself as a ‘strange vagabond of God’ has been put on the path to sainthood.
On September 5, the 40th anniversary of his murder, the process of his canonisation will officially be
launched by the Archbishop of Harare, following approval from the Vatican. Two weeks later, a special mass
will take place at Westminster Cathedral where Bradburne’s Franciscan habit and other relics, including his
bible and beloved recorder, will be displayed.
Bradburne’s family have campaigned for decades for him to be canonised, establishing a charity in his name
in 1995. The great champion of his cause was his niece, Celia Brigstocke, but last year she died suddenly
from a brain tumour aged just 63.

Determined to continue her mother’s work, Kate Macpherson has taken up the mantle: over the past year
the 39-year-old mother of two, who lives in Surrey, has travelled to Zimbabwe to help collect witness
testimonies to further his cause, as well as collating the various miracles Bradburne is said to have caused.
The path to sainthood cannot begin until five years after a candidate’s death. The Vatican must first
authorise the opening of a ‘cause’, declaring the candidate a servant of God. Their life work is then assessed
to see whether it meets the threshold of ‘heroic virtue’, earning the title ‘venerable’. The third step takes a
miracle – in Bradburne’s case, that of the Scottish man who recovered from a terminal brain tumour after
praying to him. However, even then, the fourth and final step – a second miracle – is still required.
“When mum was dying she thought maybe she might be the second miracle,” say Macpherson whose
mother, like Bradburne, became a devout Catholic later in life. “But towards the end she said: ‘I’m not the
miracle… I need to be up there with him.’”
This October the Victorian priest and theologian Cardinal Newman will be canonised in Rome following a
second confirmed miracle (exact details of which haven’t been revealed by the Vatican), making him the first
Briton of the past 300 years to be made a saint. However supporters of Mary Potter, a nun who founded the
Little Company of Mary order in Nottingham and died in 1913, have been waiting 30 years for the second
miracle after she was declared venerable in 1988.
Macpherson is not a Catholic but describes herself as “spiritual”. In recent months, she admits she has found
herself praying for her own miracle. Her 10-year-old son is autistic and she and her husband Alex have been
trying for years to get him a place at a specialist school. “Mum always knew it was our wish to send him
[there], and things have started to happen. In my heart, I think it is to do with John.”
Macpherson was born the year after her famous great uncle was murdered, but “John was always in the
background,” she says. “I suppose I saw him as a bit strange and also a bit of a nomad.” Despite being a
vicar’s son, it was not until serving in the jungles of Malaya that Bradburne discovered religion. Fleeing
enemy attacks, wracked with malaria and surviving on foraged roots, he described receiving a vision from
Christ; later, having succumbed to delirium at sea, he said he had encountered the Virgin Mary.
In peacetime, Bradburne struggled to find his place. He broke off an engagement and worked stints as a
forester and teacher, and for some time lived rough on the streets of London. He wrote prodigiously
throughout and according to the Guinness Book of Records is the most prolific poet in the English language
– comprising a total of 169,925 individual lines, almost double that of William Shakespeare.
Eventually he decided to devote himself fully to his faith. He wrote to an old Army friend, John Dove, who
was working as a priest in Zimbabwe and asked him if he knew of a suitable cave somewhere in Africa where
he could live as a hermit.
During her gap year Macpherson travelled to Zimbabwe, and spent six months working at an orphanage
close to the leper colony in Mutemwa where Bradburne eventually pitched up, and where Father John Dove
still lived. But only last year did she visit the site of his murder, marked by a white cross, where thousands of
worshippers make the pilgrimage each year. “Apparently some of his killers are now businessmen in
Harare,” she says. “It was merciless, what they did.”
Persuading the Vatican to launch the sainthood has been arduous – Macpherson has been forced to put her
career as an interior designer on hold, and devote herself full time to the charity. With only a dwindling
number of people who knew Bradburne still alive, she is working flat out to collect as many testimonies as
possible to submit to the ecclesiastical court.
On the small matter of when the final miracle will be declared, she nurses a curious conviction it will happen
soon. “Obviously something like that can take years,” she says. “But somehow I don’t think it will.
________________________________________________________________________________________________

August 16th

“The Mish”
Denis Griffiths
Seafarers the world over will know about “The Mish” – or The Mission. Although not confined to Britain,
“The Mish” was very much a British institution, essentially because until the 1970s British ships and
seafarers roamed the world in greater numbers than those of any other nation. My first encounter with “The
Mish” was in Liverpool before I went away to sea, due to visits, as a marine engineer cadet, to Atlantic
House and Kingston House. The former was run by the Roman Catholic church and the latter by the
Anglican, however, religion as such was not forced on anybody; these places were there to care for and
support seafarers of all nations.
Meeting up with fellow cadets on a night out was initially at one or other of the establishments, usually
Atlantic House as that was more conveniently situated. The main attraction then was the bar but these places
offered other facilities which I only really appreciated when I was at sea visiting other ports. My first trip to
sea started on 16th August 1963, when we left London heading for New Zealand. Over a month later I set
foot on foreign soil in Apia, Samoa but it was not until we reached Suva, Fiji that I did any exploring. The
Suva seafarers’ mission was just outside the docks and so was an obvious first call. The location of any
mission was important and in a small port it could be easily found but in the likes of Liverpool, with docks
extending over many miles and on the other side of the river, the mission could be easily ignored.
That Suva “Mish” was a home from home. It was welcoming and had all of the facilities that I had found at
Kingston House and Atlantic House but on a smaller scale. There was a snooker table, which was always in
use. That was something I found strange, as seafarers would not have had a snooker table on board ship;
maybe that was why snooker was popular when ashore. The “Mish” provided information about the local
areas, a bar and, perhaps more important than anything else, postage stamps to send mail home. You could
send mail home via the shipping agent associated with the ship, but buying stamps abroad seemed more
interesting and you could imagine people at home getting those letters with exotic stamps rather than a
franked letter via a shipping agent. Meeting people from other countries aboard other ships was interesting;
maybe that was where the snooker table helped, as friendly games between ships encouraged socialising. I
also appreciated that the whole world spoke English.
The “Mish” in Newcastle (Australia just north of Sydney) was very friendly and well used, as we were in
Newcastle for six days. A “run” ashore always started or finished at “The Mish”. Being in a port for a long
period also meant that you got to know people and the Saturday night dance at the Newcastle mission also
helped in that respect. People at the missions were interesting and they were also interested in those who
came in. Some of them had very good memories for faces, people and ships. I went back to Newcastle 10
months later on a different ship and, naturally, visited “The Mish”. One of the ladies actually recognised me
and remembered the ship I had been on: not bad going considering the number of different people who must
have passed through the place.
My second ship was an oil tanker and on that I travelled widely, including South Africa. Naturally seafarer`s
missions were visited in most ports but it was the one in East London which sticks in my mind, not for the
place itself but for a particular incident. We were in East London for a week and berthed on the opposite side

of the Buffalo river from the town. It was quite a walk into town but “The Mish” was on the way so we
always called in. Again it was welcoming and friendly. However, the incident relates to the padre, not the
actual mission. We were due to leave port in late afternoon, so went on to watches at noon, which meant that
some people were free from work after lunch. Naturally some of the crew went ashore to the local hostelry. I
was on Standby duty with the 2nd engineer and a junior engineer; at Standby the engineer cadet had the
boring job of recording engine manoeuvring requests in the movement book. When the telegraph rang with
an engine direction/speed request from the bridge I would answer the telegraph and record the request in the
movement book, together with the time of the request and the time the engine answered the request. Standby
was rung, meaning we should get ready for the first movement request. But nothing happened and after 20
minutes the 2nd sent the junior on deck to see what was going on. He didn’t come back so after another 15
minutes he sent me on deck.
I immediately saw why he hadn’t come back. The ship was about 30ft away from the quay being pulled by
tugs. In the water between the quay and the ship were two sailors with a third on the quay laughing and
shouting. The sailors had come back late from the hostelry and the master had decided to sail without them.
Being rather inebriated, two of the sailors decided that they could jump aboard but ended up in “the drink”.
Because of the men in the water the master could not allow the engines to be started. We left the men in the
water and the padre from the mission took over, housing them at the mission for the night. Apparently their
stay was a bit boisterous and they left an impression. The sailors rejoined the ship in Durban a few days
later.
Four months later we returned to East London and the padre came on board, joining the engineers in the
Duty Mess for coffee. He proceeded to tell us all about the mission and the town, presuming that it was our
first visit. Then he recognised some faces and his face dropped. It was the same ship and the same crowd
which had given him the trouble months ago. However, he then explained things and had a laugh. Mission
padres, and other staff, dealt with all sorts of problems and still do. They were, and are, better politicians
than those who do politics as a profession. The book “A Dog Collar in the Docks” by Bob Evans, former
padre at the Mersey Mission to Seamen, provides an excellent insight into the world of the seafarers`
missions and the magnificent work that they did and still do. This book is still available via Amazon and
similar sellers, and is highly recommended reading.
I shall forever be grateful to “The Mish” for the friendly welcomes they gave me and still do. Every 2 nd and
5th Monday morning of each month I attend communion at the Liverpool Seafarer`s Centre in Crosby Road
South. It is like going home. There aren`t as many British seafarers as in years gone by but there are still
seafarers who need a place away from the ship. The snooker table is still there but there is no need for
stamps, phone cards and e-mail are available.

August 12th

The Good Old C.of E.
I sing the Church of England:
The good old C of E,
Where I was born and nurtured:
The only church for me.
They say that it’s declining,
Its numbers falling fast;
But that’s what they've been saying
For many ages past.
And still it bears its witness
In field and city square,
For folk to stay away from,
And yet be glad it’s there.
From humble back-street mission,
From proud cathedral tower,
It still proclaims the message
Of Christ’s redeeming power.
Though God’s imperfect vessel
May steer through storm and gale,
His love sustains its voyage;
His promise will not fail.
What if the Church Commissioners’
Investments don’t suffice?
The faithful few will fork out:
Their love will pay the price.

The Nonconformist chapels
Are dull though worthy places;
We’re Catholic yet Protestant:
A church of many faces.
The Church of Rome’s no better.
Although I know it’s wrong
I have to tell them sadly
They do not quite belong.
My church is one they laugh at:
But let the sceptics sneer;
When all the jokes are over,
My church will still be here,
With happy-clappy choruses,
Incense and vestments too A church for saints and sinners:
The church for me and you!
Some scuttle to the Orthodox
And others run to Rome;
We (mostly) like our women priests And it’s cosy here at home....
Take heart then, fellow churchmen,
Whose tastes agree with mine:
Ecclesia Anglicana
Won’t wither on the vine.
I bid you raise your glasses
And take a drink with me;
I toast that great survivor:
The good old C of E!

Chris Price
January 1995
The editor penned these light-hearted but heartfelt verses in quieter times, before much of this
century’s decline in church attendance numbers and rise in unhappy scandals had made the
impact they sadly have today. Both these depressing trends are true of the other mainstream
denominations as the millennium unfold; and we can but pray that the ever-circling years will
bring round an age of gold.

August 7th

Playing golf in church is an act of desecration
The Anglican leadership is making Christianity look ridiculous by turning
cathedrals into fun fairs
Emptiness can be rich with meaning. When the Romans captured Jerusalem in 63BC, or so
says Tacitus, Pompey marched into the inner sanctum of the Jewish Temple and found it
empty. No idols, no treasures, just God. To be in His presence was the greatest bounty.
If Pompey besieged Rochester Cathedral today, what would he find inside? A miniature golf
course. No joke. Located in the nave, this summer installation consists of nine holes with
models of bridges – justified by the kind of silliness that parts of the Anglican Church have
become famous for. “We hope,” says the Rev Canon Rachel Phillips, “while playing adventure
golf, visitors will reflect on the bridges that need to be built in their own lives and in our world
today.” Because contemplating the brotherhood of man is what we all do when playing minigolf at the sea side. I believe Karl Marx composed Das Kapital at a Butlin’s in Skegness. No
mean feat when trying to putt with one hand and eat a raspberry ripple with the other.
But Rochester isn’t alone! If Pompey’s pagan army is travelling north, it’ll feel right at home at
Peterborough Cathedral, where they’re doing “Creative Yoga” under a giant model of the planet
Earth, titled “Gaia”. Or kick off your sandals at Norwich Cathedral which is installing a 50ft
helter skelter that “aims to give people the chance to experience the Cathedral in an entirely
new way and open up conversations about faith.”
Again the same theo-mumbo justification that betrays no understanding whatsoever of basic
human psychology. To paraphrase: “it will attract people who would never normally go to the
church.” Yes dear, and they’ll never come back. Because what you’re offering the visitor isn’t
Christianity, it’s an afternoon’s distraction, so what would make them want to return at 10am
on a Sunday morning? Unless you’re planning to replace Holy Communion with tango lessons,
you’ll never see these feckless punters ever again.

I don’t normally like to comment on Anglicanism. I’m a convert to Catholicism so it can sound
like sectarian snobbery – unwarranted because the Catholic Church can be just as tasteless,
albeit in a less imaginative way. A lot of our bishops seem to think time stopped in 1965.
They’re still building churches that have all the aesthetic beauty of an East German car park.
But what the Anglicans do matters to all of us because, first, they are the curators for our
national spiritual heritage and, second, they’re ahead of the curve in the decline of Christianity.
Where they go, the elites of other congregations usually follow.
The Anglican leadership has fallen into the trap of thinking that the purpose of a church is to
serve man without asking anything in return. If a cathedral is empty or silent, that’s a problem
because, by implication, it’s not full of human beings having a jolly good time. And if people
want frivolity, give ‘em that. It’s a self-fulfilling prophecy. The more Christianity is downgraded
to the status of a curiosity on the margins of public life, the more the public will assume it’s just
an irrelevant novelty. This death spiral is implicit in the mission statement of the holy helterskelter of Norwich. The Rev Canon Andy Bryant says his Cathedral “invites but never seeks to
impose”.
That’s utter tosh. Christianity imposes a lot. It’s the things that it demanded of its earliest
followers – chastity, obedience, equality and, ultimately, self-sacrifice – that made it stand out
from the here-today-gone-tomorrow cults of the Roman era. It has lasted this long because St
Paul grasped that human beings will only give of themselves if they are asked to, and the more
you demand, the more people will do because they are, at heart, intelligent and good.
Christianity insists that its followers keep the Lord’s day and worship as often as possible: it
doesn’t say, "turn up once a summer with a yoga mat if you feel like it". In that spirit,
cathedrals were designed precisely to remind you of your place in this celestial order, to make
you feel small, to awe you into belief. When you stick a mini golf course in a cathedral, it
doesn’t bring the community closer so much as it strips the building of its original intent and
pushes God further away. It is an act of desecration.
Christian clerics – of all denominations – are achieving something the Romans never could.
They are making the faith look ridiculous. If the modern world hates Christianity then I’m fine
with that: it’s part of our history, par for the course. It shows that we stand for something
profound enough to inspire emotion. The moment the world starts laughing at us, however,
we’re doomed. It means we’re empty in the worst possible sense: we don’t stand for anything.
We’re just bricks and mortar with a fun fair inside.
The sad irony is that if there’s one aspect of Anglican spirituality I rate, it’s the quietness – that
overwhelming sense of peace one finds in the silence at the end of Evensong, when the
cavernous church stops to reflect, before shuffling off to dinner. Then, like the tomb of Christ,
the sanctum is empty – but for you, the mice and the architect of the universe.

Tim Stanley
The Daily Telegraph

August 4th

‘Furnishings of Faith’
Twenty years ago I commissioned a series of articles about the fixtures and fittings of St Faith’s. Over
the coming weeks and months these are being aired again for the benefit of those who missed them
first time round. Unsurprisingly, little has changed since 1999, but where there are updates these will
be added as we go along. We continue with the concluding part of Eric Salisbury’s overarching view
of the architecture of our church, with a brief update at the end.

____________________________________________________________________

The Architecture of St Faith's continued
Eric Salisbury

The High Altar itself is of wood, raised on steps which commence at the end of the choir stalls and continue
behind the brass communion rail. The use of decorative frontals and priests’ vestments follow the Christian
calendar. The beautiful reredos (described more fully elsewhere) by Salviati of Venice, who also decorated the
Albert Memorial, with its central panel of the Crucifixion, ends the journey through the faith which started at the
font.
The seven lamps suspended before the altar have their origin in the words of the Apocalypse, ‘And there were
seven lamps of fire burning before the Throne which were the Seven Spirits of God’. In the sanctuary to the south
side of the altar is the sedilia, the three seats for priest, deacon and subdeacon; it is made of wood with a canopy
and set into the wall. Next to it is the aumbry, the recessed stone shelf reserved for the precious vessels of the
Eucharist.
Those parts of the church not normally seen by the congregation include the Sacristy, or priest’s vestry, where the
clergy prepare for the services, and the Choir Vestry, which is also where the flower-arrangers and cleaners have
their headquarters. Up the stairs to the Organ Loft which, apart from the quite narrow organist’s ‘eyrie’, is a vast
cavern behind the organ pipes containing the bellows and also tempting storage space.
Beneath the church is the boiler room, known to a few, particularly when flooding; but with the new heating
system, slipping into history. The plain wooden double doors outside the vestry conceal the garden store, again
familiar to few - too few, perhaps?
And finally next to that, now unfortunately sealed off because of vandalism, is the church’s strangest feature.
What flash of vision led Douglas Horsfall to stipulate that a walk-in men’s urinal be included, open to the skies,
open to all? Obviously a practical man, and with a twinkle in his eye, he brought Clochemerle to S. Faith’s and
provided great relief to many when they needed it most.

It may be useful to consider the origin of the layout of our Church. Although we may take it for granted, it
conforms to the requirements of the ‘High Church’ Tractarian Movement dating from the 1840s. Earlier church
design had focussed attention on the preacher and the sermon, leading to the high boxed pews sometime being
placed at angles facing the elevated, ornate pulpit, which was often ‘three-decker’ to contain rector, curate and
clerk. Anglicanism had become the upper-class religion and special prominence was given to family pews of local
gentry. The displaying of the Royal Arms in church became compulsory in 1660. And, rather than people stealing
consecrated water from fonts, they now sometimes used them for holding their hats!
It was against this secular background that the catholic Tractarians, with their views on the sacrificial nature of
the eucharist, rebelled and tried to recall the earlier, more spiritual, roots of the mediaeval Church, symbolically
interpreting features that had had practical origins. They believed in a specifically Christian style of architecture:
it was 14th Century Gothic and with a plan to match.
Accordingly to the Tractarians the two essential parts of the church were chancel and nave. The spacious chancel
had to be one third the length of the nave, and divided into choir and sacrarium at the east end. The nave, chancel
and sanctuary symbolized the Blessed Trinity; or the nave was the Church Militant and the chancel the Church
Triumphant, with the barrier of the chancel arch standing for the faithful death of the righteous soul. The chancel
had to be set above the nave; the altar raised above the chancel to dominate the whole church. High pews were
out - seating was to be open, all facing east and the High Altar. The position of the font by the door, symbolizing
baptism as the way into membership of the Body of Christ, was stipulated, as was the position of the lectern in the
nave.
The original use of the chancel was for clergy taking the office; the introduction of a surpliced choir evolved in
the 1840s. The actual presence of a choir originated at this time in Cathedral sung services. In non-Tractarian
churches music was sometimes provided by assorted musicians and singers from galleries but it was considered
inappropriate for them to be raised above everyone else and could lead to the congregation facing away from the
altar.
The idea that the altar alone should be the focus of devotion for any service is largely Victorian. The tiled floor,
carved reredos, brass ornaments, flowers, were means to this end. The brickwork with stone dressings, high open
roof, high windows, provides an austere background to place emphasis on the resplendent altar. One can see how
most churches of this period conform to this rigid style. The Gothic style, superseded by Classicism in Wren’s
time, became the norm and is still reflected in church and religious design, for example in the use of Gothic
lettering, pointed windows and arches.
Looking now at Saint Faith’s it is clear how closely it follows these precepts. It has all the features called for, and
high on the north wall of the chancel is the stone of dedication bearing the words: ‘This Church of Saint Faith is
dedicated to the glory of God as a thankoffering for the revival of Catholic Faith and Doctrine in the Church of
England during the sixty years reign of Her Most Gracious Majesty Queen Victoria.’
The history of church architecture is both fascinating and complex and naturally is interwoven with patterns of
liturgy and worship throughout the ages. This is particularly evident when visiting old churches which have been
altered and extended to suit the changes in people’s thinking. Even in the comparatively short life of Saint Faith’s
we have seen the major innovation of the Nave Altar. We have also seen the installation of steel grilles and gates
to the porches, and the fitting of protective sheeting over many of the windows. All these features reflect the
changing liturgical and social scene. Who knows what the next hundred years will bring?

Postscript: ‘In my father’s house are many mansions’
Eric s comprehensive and scholarly essay pays rightful tribute to the outdoor urinal. He did not mention that
for a while a gentleman of the road made his home there before he moved away. It is also worth recording
that, apart from the tramp’s toilet, there have never been lavatory facilities in or attached to St Faith’s. The
church hall is of course well served for those seeking relief, but as to how folk managed before it was built
history is silent.

July 31st

‘Funny you should say that’

Thanks to Fr Bill Matthews for providing this entertaining end to the month.

July 29th

‘Furnishings of Faith’
Twenty years ago I commissioned a series of articles about the fixtures and fittings of St Faith’s. Over
the coming weeks and months these are being aired again for the benefit of those who missed them
first time round. Unsurprisingly, little has changed since 1999, but where there are updates these will
be added as we go along. We begin with the first part of Eric Salisbury’s overarching view of the
architecture of our church.

____________________________________________________________________

The Architecture of St Faith's
Eric Salisbury
When I first considered writing an article about the architecture of St Faith’s I expected that a couple of pages
would suffice. However, as I started to describe the building it became clear that to fully understand and
appreciate it some background information explaining features we take for granted would be necessary.
St Faith’s church was founded by Douglas Horsfall and designed by the architectural practice of Grayson and
Ould; it was consecrated in April 1900. It is in the Gothic style with a cruciform plan facing east, and conforms to
the accepted form of church layout of the 19th century.
It is built in red pressed Accrington brick with Runcorn sandstone dressings, and has a slated roof. The building is
impressive in its size, which the brick work accentuates, and in its confident use of materials. It is finished off
with some pleasing detailing, evident in the decorative carved stone work over the porches, at the apex of the
main roof and, of course, the tracery of the windows. Flying buttresses take the thrust of the roof and project over
the slated roofs of the side aisles. The composition formed by the south transept, the polygonal bell tower and the
vestry and organ loft is particularly good but unfortunately is now partly obscured by the vicarage and is ill served
by the car park. The foundation stone, located near the north porch, was laid in 1898 by the founder’s son Robert
Elcum Horsfall, who, as a captain in the Liverpool Regiment, was later killed in the Great War in 1917 and is
commemorated by the chancel screen. He was 27 when he died as a result of a collapsing parapet causing him to
be impaled on a broken bayonet.
The interior reflects the exterior in its use of brick and stone, and has a fine hammerbeam roof over the nave and a
barrel vault over the chancel. Its vastness, austerity and dim atmosphere is what immediately strikes the visitor;
all this only serving, as intended, to contrast with the splendour of the high altar and the reredos. It is a building
that initially conceals its treasures, which only delight all the more on their discovery and familiarity with time.
The broad nave is served by a central aisle and two narrow passage aisles lit by stained glass memorial windows
and a few spare plain ones. Additional light to the nave is provided by plain clerestory windows and the large
plain west window.

On entering the church one sees the octagonal marble font, raised on four marble legs and protected by a carved
wooden lid. Fonts were made of stone to prevent them being moved elsewhere and the use of four legs dates from
the 12th and 13th centuries. Fonts were originally covered to prevent the theft of consecrated water for its
supposed magical properties. The octagonal shape symbolised the number eight, the sign for a new beginning.
The font is at the west end: the entrance to the ‘sea of life’, of the nave (from ‘navis’, the Latin for ship), as
opposed to the potentially regenerated spirit at the east end.
At the front of the pews is the fine carved sandstone pulpit. It bears a marvellous frieze of a crown symbolizing
Christ enthroned and in the company of cherubim with wings on their heads; below the frieze and flanking the
crown are the images of St Peter, with the inverted cross on which he died, and St Paul, with the sword, referring
both to his martyrdom and his militant work in spreading the gospel, and holding a book indicating the
importance of the message. In the iconography of the church they stand next to the evangelists as establishers of
the church, and the imagery here is a common representation.
The north transept forms the Chapel of the Cross and is dominated by the Great Crucifix; it contains a simple altar
table and also the altar frontal chest. The crucifix was bought in Italy in 1928 in Douglas Horsfall and is a
German 19th century work by Stuflesser; the figure is painted plaster on wood. The chapel displays four of the
fourteen Stations of the Cross, designed and embroidered at the Roman Catholic Metropolitan Cathedral; like the
new St Faith’s banner they were designed by Sister Anthony at The Studio.
The south transept forms the Lady Chapel, with its altar and tabernacle containing the reserved sacrament and the
votive light. It also contains the ‘Rabbit Madonna’ by the sculptress Mother Maribel of Wantage (can you spot its
unusual feature?), the book of remembrance, scroll of honour and place for private confession, together with the
recently-added ‘arbour niche’ memorial flower shelf and the fine votive candle stand.
The nave altar dates from the late 1960s and fills the crossing; its location and character are a result of the
influence of the liturgical movement, with its revaluation of the corporate nature of worship. The kneelers are
removed from time to time for concerts and for certain services. The chancel screen was installed in 1921 and
divides the nave from the chancel and, being open in design, does not impede the congregation's view of the High
Altar. Pevsner did not consider it an improvement! The iron chancel gates are always open.
In the chancel, the choir stalls include seats for clergy and readers, backed by a wrought-iron screen to the north
and clear glazing to the south choir aisles. The wall of the north choir aisle contains the ashes of four persons held
in high esteem at Saint Faith’s and a small statue by Liverpool sculptor Arthur Dooley.

To be continued

July 26th

Buzz Words from the Moon!
On Christmas Eve 1968, a message was broadcast to Earth from the orbit of the moon: “And God said,
Let there be light: and there was light.” The words were spoken by Apollo 8 astronaut William Anders,
as he and fellow crew members Jim Lovell and Frank Borman recited Genesis chapter one in a
broadcast watched by one billion people.
The moving footage reveals an often ignored fact of the success of the subsequent Apollo mission to
the moon, which celebrates its 50th anniversary today: that it was one compelled by faith as much as
science.
Many of the 12 men to walk on the moon were Christian. Two moonwalkers, Charlie Duke and James Irwin,
went on to devote much of the rest of their lives to their faith; another returned to Earth convinced of God’s
existence, and a fourth was a Presbyterian minister.
The last of those was the wonderful iconoclast Buzz Aldrin, a man who recently shared his paperwork from the
1969 moon landing mission: a travel expense claim to NASA for $33.31.
It was Aldrin who ensured that one of the first acts on the moon was a spiritual one. After landing on the
surface, in the silence of the lunar module, he took out some bread and wine, and gave himself Communion.
Among the first words spoken on the lunar surface were those of Christ.
Faith ran throughout the US space programme. John Glenn, the first American to orbit the Earth, said on his
return from a second voyage: “To look out at this kind of creation and not believe in God is to me impossible.”

This is not surprising. The Apollo programme was so ambitious that it took men of faith to even entertain its
possibility.
Neil Armstrong, for instance, whose parents were devout Christians, defied the odds throughout his life. He flew
fighter jets at a time when there was a 23 per cent probability that a Navy pilot would die in an aircraft accident.
He brushed with death as a test pilot, almost died in an early space mission, and came two-fifths of a second
away from death while training to go to the moon.
Most astronauts rated the chance of the Apollo 11 crew successfully completing the mission at just 50 per cent.
As the astronauts prepared to land, Apollo 11’s Flight Director back in Houston, Gene Kranz, a Catholic, went to
Mass and prayed for “wise judgment and courage”.
That judgement was called upon as the lunar module descended to the surface of the moon, and the Apollo 11
computer began sounding a mystery “1202” alarm. Kranz’s team made the call to ignore it, and the lunar
module landed with seconds to spare.
Later, as the astronauts prepared to leave the moon, Aldrin accidentally broke an engine circuit breaker, leaving
them potentially stranded on the lunar surface. No doubt saying his prayers, the church minister stuck a pen in
the ignition, jiggled it around and managed to start the engine.
On a cold, rational reading of the maths and probabilities, Apollo should not have succeeded. There were too
many points where the mission should have failed, where the astronauts should have died – but these were
rocket scientists with a faith. Without it, they may never have tried the impossible.
The influence of the religious in space continues to this day. Muslim astronaut Sheikh Muszaphar Shukor had to
work out the logistics of praying to Mecca while floating above the Earth on the International Space Station.
Tim Peake, one of the few Brits to travel into space, said that while he is not religious, “there are many things in
science that lead us towards the conclusion” that the universe was created from intelligent design. “From a
point of view of seeing how magnificent the Earth is from space… it helps you to relate to that,” he said.
This is a common theme: astronaut after astronaut has opened up to the possibility of God once they saw the
Earth from space.
Retired Catholic astronaut Mike Massimino said that as he gazed on the Earth, he thought: “God must love us to
give us such a beautiful home… It just makes it so obvious that God created this beautiful place.”
The Apollo greats who walked on the moon risked their lives to do what no living creature had done before.
They did it though technological achievement, mathematics and complex algorithms. But the role of faith in
sustaining their efforts cannot be overlooked.
“Science and technology got me there, but when I got there and I looked back home at the Earth, science and
technology could not explain what I was seeing nor what I was feeling,” Eugene Cernan, the 11th man to walk
on the moon, said. “When I looked back home there was too much purpose, too much logic. The Earth to me
was just too beautiful to have happened by accident.”
Daniel Harkins, editor of the Scottish Catholic Observer

July 21st
Atheism and Islam on the rise as UK Christian belief plummets
Gabriella Swerling, The Daily Telegraph

Christian belief has halved in Britain in 35 years with just one in
three people now identifying as Christian – while atheism and
Islam continue to rise.
Figures published by the British Social Attitudes Society reveal the
widest ever margin between staunch atheists and believers who
are certain that God exists. Of 6,000 people polled 38% described
themselves as Christian: a fall from 50% in 2008 and 66% in 1983.
Those identifying as Muslim rose from 1% in 1983 to 3% in 2008
and 6% in 2018.
The biggest rise is in those who called themselves ‘confident
atheists – which rose from 10% in 1998 to 18% in 2008 and a
record high of 26% in 2019.
Nancy Kelley, deputy chief executive at NatCen, said that the
steady decline in religion and belief among the British public is
‘one of the most important trends in post=war history. ‘As our
society has become more secular, the role of religious institutions
and religious identities in determining our moral and social norms has weakened. ‘Other world views,
such as scientific rationalism and liberal individualism, now play a more significant part in British
society.’
The report’s authors said the survey suggests that Britain is becoming more secular ‘not because
people are losing their religion but because older people with an attractions to Christian
denominations are ‘ gradually being replaced in the population by unaffiliated younger people.’ They
added that religious decline in Britain is ‘generational’ as people tend to be less religious than their
parents.
Dave Male, the Church of England’s director of evangelism and discipleship, said: ‘For many people
ticking a box marked ‘Church of England’ or ‘Anglican’ is now an active choice and no longer an
automatic response. In spite of this, the Church of England remains at the heart of communities.’

17th July

Golden Oldies
Any idea what you were doing on a sunny afternoon in late July 1969? Probably like most people
you were catching up on sleep after watching the moon landing! Not Rosie and me!
We had an appointment with a certain Fr Warrington (Rosie’s father! Ed) in a delightful country
parish church in Staffordshire where Rosie has been brought up, and the rest, as they say, is history.
Many thanks to all those who were in St Faith’s to
support us as Fr Dennis led us through a re-dedication
of our vows. It was a happy occasion surrounded by so
many friends from St Faith’s - and special thanks to
Denise, Irene T and the rest of the team who are still
there 50 years on!!!
As we start to pack for our holiday later this week we
are hoping for rain. Yes, you read that right, RAIN.
Apparently the River Danube is running a little low
due to lack of rainfall and our River Cruise may become
rather static.
We will let you know!

Rosie and Rick

The family of St Faith’s send their love and
congratulations to the Walkers on their golden
wedding anniversary, together with every good
wish for the future. One small step for man, one
giant leap for the happy couple, as the man on the
moon more or less said. The wardens are busy
practising their Danube River Rain Dance.

Photos by Denis Griffiths

13th July

Child Care at the Circus
When a husband and wife who belonged to a travelling circus went to an adoption agency,
the social workers raised doubts about their suitability.
The couple produced photos of their 50-foot motor home, which was spotless, well
maintained and had a beautiful on-board nursery.
The social workers then raised concerns about the education and extraneous influences of
circus life a child would receive while in the couple’s care. ‘We’ve arranged for a full-time
tutor who will teach the child the usual subjects, together with French, Mandarin and
computer skills, providing a thorough Christian education,’ came the reply.
Finally, the social workers again expressed concern about a child being raised in a circus
environment. ‘We will provide a nanny who is a certified expert in paediatric care, welfare
and diet.’ was the response.
Satisfied at last, the social workers asked: ‘What age child are you hoping to adopt?
‘It doesn’t really matter – as long as the kid fits in the cannon!’

With thanks to the magazine of St Peter’s Church, Formby

9th July

Sanctuary Evensong
Beyond the carved screen, darkness gathers;
The wooden saints face outwards into shadow,
Where pews sit, awaiting their Sunday resurrection.
Shaped arches, vaguely seen, reach for the unseen roof.
Above the distant font, traffic lights wash the windows with constantly changing colour,
In the Epiphany crib the camels are etched with hooded light.
Where we sit, the light surrounds us:
Grouped within walls of cool sandstone, wrought iron and polished wood.
Branching brickwork soars to where the lamp’s glare dazzles.
The eye rests on the coolness of white and gold
Where angels group in fixed adoration around a painted crucifixion.
Candles point upwards, flickering palely,
As the pattern unfolds and again the Word is spoken.
Cold breath wings like incense towards the barrelled roof.
Where eight or ten are gathered together,
Something is speaking to them, some presence surely unites them.
The organ‘s thunder startles the echoes.
Prayers remember the dead and comfort the living.
The blessing prods the faithful to their feet.
The ritual is complete. The lights are out now.
We return into darkness.

Chris Price
January, 1987

6th July

‘Liverpool’s two Cathedrals seen from the third’
Denis Griffiths (Newslink Staff photographer) too this fine long lens zoom photo from the upper deck
of the new Anfield Stand recently while on the Anfield tour.
He is responsible for the controversial caption, of course. The editor, striving to be impartial, would
welcome pictures taken from any other stadium, but won’t hold his breath

3rd July

A Letter from Fr John
Dear Friends,
In the last few months we have proclaimed the Resurrection and Ascension of Jesus, celebrated (with
cake) the coming of the Holy Spirit and given thanks for the Most Holy and Undivided Trinity. And
now we are in that long period called ordinary time, or the Sundays after Trinity. White, gold and red
hangings have given way to plain old green. You may be thinking all the excitement is over till
November. Combined with holidays and the Choir’s summer break the congregation begins to look
thinned out. And with key people on holiday things don’t always happen at church in the way you
expect them.
As we enjoy the sun, the luxurious growth in gardens and parks, remember midsummer may be past,
but the plants around are growing hard around you. For some it will be the making of fruits that will
grace our harvest at the end of September, for many it will be the making of seed and little offshoots
that provide for the cycle of life to continue. In church we may see green and think it a monotonous
colour compared with others, but in the world around us it means life and growth. Which is a very
ordinary thing for plants to do, and it should be at the heart of our Christian lives too. Do we seek to
grow in our faith and to bear spiritual fruit in our dealings with others: love, joy, peace, patience,
kindness, goodness, faithfulness, gentleness and self-control? The Apostle Paul in Galatians reminds us
that there is no law against doing these things. Are we seeking to love God through regular worship
with our hearts, minds, souls and strength?
Is our prayer life important? On the 21st of September the Waterloo Group quiet day will be taking
place at St. Joseph’s in Formby from 10.00 am till 4.00 pm. Father Bill Matthews will be leading us this
year in our thoughts. It’s another opportunity for growth.
If you have children in the family, or have worked in a school you will have noticed that summer is a
time when their bones show signs of rapid growth. It may be the trousers are starting to look short,
where once they met their shoes, or sleeves seem to have become 3/4 length. With all this growth
going around us, we should be growing too.
“The trivial round the common task
should furnish all we ought to ask
room to deny ourselves a road
to bring us daily nearer God.”
John Keble
Yours

Fr. John Reed

1st July

What’s on at St Faith’s in July and August
July 2019
Tuesday 2nd
7.00 pm
Wednesday 3rd 11.00 am
7.00 pm
Thursday 4th
12 noon
Saturday 6th
12 noon
Sunday 7th
11.00 am
12.30 pm
6:30 pm
th
Tuesday 9
7.00 pm
th
Wednesday 10
7.30 pm
th
Thursday 11
12 noon
Saturday 13th
12 noon
Sunday 14th
11.00 am
th
Tuesday 16
7.00 pm
th
Wednesday 17 7.00 pm
Thursday 17th
12 noon
th
Friday 18
10.00 am
Saturday 20th
12 noon
Sunday 21st
11.00 am
1.15 pm
rd
Tuesday 23
7.00 pm
th
Thursday 25
12 noon
th
Saturday 27
12 noon
Sunday 28th
11.00 am
th
Tuesday 30
7.00 pm

Eucharist
Funeral of Gill Prescott
PCC meeting
EucharistS
Recital
3rd Sunday after Trinity
Summer Lunch
Evensong
Eucharist
Forces Family Support
Eucharist
Recital
4th Sunday after Trinity
Eucharist
Prayers for Healing
Eucharist
Fabric Committee meeting
Recital
5th Sunday after Trinity
Baptism
Eucharist
Eucharist
Recital
6th Sunday after Trinity
Eucharist

August 2019
Thursday 1st
Saturday 3rd
Sunday 4th
Tuesday 6th
Thursday 8th
Saturday 10th
Sunday 11th
Tuesday 13th
Thursday 15th
Saturday 17th
Sunday 18th
Tuesday 20th
Thursday 22nd
Sunday 25th
Tuesday 27th
Thursday 29th

10.00 am
S12 noon
12 noon
3.00 pm
11.00 am
7.00 pm
12 noon
12 noon
11.00 am
7.00 pm
12 noon
12 noon
11.00 am
1.15 pm
7.00 pm
12 noon
11.00 am
7.00 pm
12 noon

Finance Committee
Eucharist
Recital
Vicarage Garden party
7th Sunday after Trinity
Eucharist
Eucharist
Recital
8th Sunday after Trinity
Eucharist
Eucharist
Final Recital of summer season
9th Sunday after Trinity
Baptism
Eucharist
Eucharist
S. Bartholomew
Eucharist
Eucharist

For full details of the Saturday recitals, click HERE
Morning Prayer is said on most Tuesdays, Wednesdays and Thursdays at
9.00 am.
For full details of these daily offices, as well as updates and changes to all
services and events, see the online Google calendar HERE and the weekly
pew sheet bulletin HERE

