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

IN A PASTORAL EMERGENCY
Please telephone as for home visits, or a member of the ministry team.

From the Ministry Team - June 2018
Dear Friends,
In my first term at the Church Army College in Blackheath, it was proposed that
College meetings were restarted. This was for all 60 students and the College teaching
Staff. Decisions could not be made, but any issues relating to college life could be
raised and discussed. For three years during term time we lived, studied and worshipped
together. There was potentially a lot to talk about.
We all sat in a large oval in the lecture room and waited in anticipation. The first few
items were mundane matters, probably about food and washing up and not too
contentious. Then someone raised the subject of a spontaneous Halloween event that
badly went wrong on the Sisters wing. Two third year Sisters had disguised themselves
as witches to raise funds for a good cause. This provoked some strong reactions, not the
ones they were expecting! Some very strong personal feelings and disagreements were
aired at the meeting, and straight afterwards we made our way to the weekly
Wednesday Communion.
Some people were so angry with other people in the community that they refused to
take communion. No doubt if challenged some would have quoted the words from the
service. “Ye that do earnestly repent of your sins and are in love and charity with your
neighbour...” For many it felt a very strange communion service. Later in the week we
discussed people’s responses at a tutorial. Yes some people were incensed with some
other people. But we were still a community of sinners who needed Christ’s
forgiveness, and the oneness of the community taking the Body from the one loaf and
Blood of Christ from the one cup was far bigger than the individual disagreements. The
tutor finished by saying that when we leave there as fully-fledged officers we will
experience arguments with people around services.
We are all human and can get things wrong, all capable of annoying each other. The
Reformers realised this applied to Priests too. Article XXVI from the Book of Common
Prayer “ of the unworthiness of the Ministers, which hinders not the the effect of the
sacrament.” The article says that it is Christ’s institution and promise which makes the
sacraments effectual, not the goodness or otherwise of the priest.
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I am writing this as a response to a growing trend in churches; it is a plea that people
look to the bigger picture and hold the sacrament with respect it deserves. Firstly in
words used in some churches before the communion is administered; “Our Lord says
come.” We come by his invitation alone to receive something that was given at great
cost to sinful humanity, the very body and blood of Christ. Who are we to refuse what
God has given? Our response to that gift is to do our bit with our fellow human beings,
practising forgiveness and working at being reconciled to each other.
Secondly, if we refuse the one bread and the one cup, we are in effect saying we are not
part of the whole Body of Christ gathered around the Altar: denying the simple
communal meal which is the focus of the one community that we belong to. The truth
goes even deeper, we are inextricably part of that community through our baptism, not
just because we have chosen to attend on a certain day, but a sacrament that speaks of
God’s extravagant love freely given.
Jesus calls us to his table
rooted firm in time and space
where the church in earth and heaven
finds a common meeting place.
Share the bread and wine, his body
share the love of which we sing
share the feast of saints and sinners
hosted by our Lord and King.
May God bless our community gathered round his Altar.

Fr. John

Time to move along
Do you ever have that feeling that you've been here before, or even worse, find yourself
saying "We tried that a few years ago, it didn't work then so we won't try it again"?
After a total of nearly 20 years sitting in the back pew in front of a warden's staff, these
rather negative feelings are becoming more regular and have been concerning me.
What if I am now an obstacle to the changes that St Faith's needs? Perhaps I've run out
of ideas and solutions to meet the daily and weekly challenges that a modern church
faces?
The other morning on Radio Merseyside the Act of Worship centred on the message
that perhaps it is the young that know everything, and that as we become older we
assume that we know more and more while in truth we become more and more cynical
and 'blind' to what really needs to be done.
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The role of Warden is a great one, and is a privilege offered to few, but it should be a
privilege shared. Yes - the practical aspects of the role are important - the unlocking of
gates and changing batteries in radio microphones are important aspects, but the even
more important work is subtler - as Bishop's Officer a Warden has the special position
of supporting an incumbent as he or she works in the Parish, in addition to being
responsible for the upkeep of buildings and oversight of parish finances. It is also fun,
since a Warden is involved with just about everything from concerts to teddy bears and
Christmas Trees, and a host of social events in between.
I shall miss the opportunity to be 'in the know' of everything that is happening at St
Faith's, but Fr John has asked me to continue with the Back of Church project and Rosie
and I will be looking after the Christmas Tree Festival this year to give Brenda and
Gareth a break! We will not be reducing our commitment to St Faith's but perhaps can
sit back a little more and explore other challenges.
So as we move sideways along the back pew to make room for the Duty Warden, I
paraphrase a well-known school of dolphins when I say "So long and thanks for all the
love and support".

Rick Walker

Two Days in May
Chris Price
Two days in May saw events of great significance in England: events in many ways
strikingly different yet with much in common and with much to celebrate. Both were
firmly rooted in their specific locations, yet national, and in one case global, in their
outreach and significance. Each received lavish coverage on television and in the
printed media, and in the centre of both were the churches and rituals of our Anglican
faith.
The first, of course, was the wedding of Prince Harry and Meghan Markle, celebrated
on a glorious May day in a bedecked and thronged Windsor. The centrepiece was the
magnificent Chapel of St George in the grounds of the castle, a ‘royal peculiar’ rather
than a cathedral, but looking like one, and a striking and quite perfect setting for this
unique occasion. The order of service for the nuptials took the traditional Anglican
wedding liturgy and decked it out in a fine blend of ancient and modern. As with most
such manifestations of the established church, all was immaculate and well-ordered, yet
able to accommodate the free flow of a sermon like no other from the American
Episcopal Bishop Michal Curry (an Anglican indeed, but not as we know it!) and the
joyful harmonies of a gospel choir as counterpoint to the glorious music of the Chapel
choir, orchestras and soloists. All in all, a day to remember and memories to treasure
along with the souvenir supplements enshrining some spectacular photographs.
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Just a few days later, Manchester remembered, a year on from that terrible event, the 22
victims of the terrorist bombing at the Arena concert. The day, as likewise covered by
the BBC, was full of memorable events; but here again the still centre of this day of
remembering was a place of worship. Manchester’s Cathedral is not one of the great
mediaeval edifices, and is far smaller than Liverpool’s monumental equivalent: it started
as a parish church and only gained cathedral status in the 19th century. But it was a
perfect setting for an inspiring service in honour of the dead and injured and all who
were close to them, as well as a focus for the people of a great city uniting to look back
in sorrow, but even more looking forward in prayer, silence and singing to what the
future might bring. The sermon, by Bishop David Walker, was moving and quiet
(compare Bishop Curry a week before – horses for courses!) and the photos, candles
and music spoke as eloquently as did his measured words. Prayers and readings came
from a wide range of people, of all faiths and none – of which more anon. All in all,
another day to share, if only from the armchair, with worship entirely fit for purpose and
memories to cherish for the years to come.
Two memorable acts of worship then: poles apart yet linked in many ways, each doing
unforgettable service to the occasions they served to illuminate. One perhaps rather
unlikely moment caught my attention and drew the two days unexpectedly together.
The prayers and tributes from representatives of local religions included offerings by
members of the Jewish, Muslim Sikh and Hindu communities – thankfully quite a
common occurrence these days. But what made me sit up was a contribution from a
representative of the British Humanist Association. He read a little poem by Philip
Larkin entitled ‘The Trees’. Here it is.
The trees are coming into leaf
Like something almost being said;
The recent buds relax and spread,
Their greenness is a kind of grief.
Is it that they are born again
And we grow old? No, they die too,
Their yearly trick of looking new
Is written down in rings of grain.
Yet still the unresting castles thresh
In full grown thickness every May.
Last year is dead, they seem to say,
Begin afresh, afresh, afresh.

This is one of Larkin’s few optimistic poems. Its message of renewal and hope
chimes with both of our events. The beautiful greenery of May was everywhere
in Windsor in the splendid floral decorations of the chapel, and in the trees
lining the Long Walk, and symbolically in the new life of the wedding itself. In
Manchester there was less greenery, but an even stronger appropriateness in the
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overlaying of the dead of a year before with the expectation of new life afresh
and the growth of hope for the future. There could not have been a better choice
for our humanist to make.
And in a final gentle irony, Larkin, agnostic for most of his days, toyed endlessly with
belief and as he approached his death kept a bible by his bed. He might well, I think,
have endorsed the use of these two churches as a focus for national commemoration, at
least if lines from another of his poems, ironically entitled ‘Church Going’ are
anything to go by. He speaks memorably of the meaning of a church even after its
worshipping life may have gone.

A serious house on serious earth it is
In whose blent air all our compulsions meet
Are recognised, and robed as destinies.
And this much never can be obsolete...
And in conclusion, one sublime word, saved until now, links these two
unforgettable days and completes their pattern, and that is love: abundantly and
joyfully present and manifesting itself in so many ways. I think it is fitting to
give one of my favourite poets the last word – or rather the last line. Larkin’s
fine poem ‘An Arundel Tomb’ ends thus:
What will survive of us is love.
Amen to that.
_
-____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________

A Strange Lady
After 42 years of taking school assemblies, 35 of them at Merchant Taylors’, one of my
last focused on the unique story of Margery Kempe, which was reported in The Times’
on 27 December 1931. Her biography, published two years later, became one of the
season’s best-sellers. Margery was born in 1373 but until the twentieth century, she was
unknown, so her name hit newspaper headlines five hundred years after her death. All
this was the result of the discovery of an ancient manuscript containing her story.
The book caused tremendous excitement amongst scholars. Students of English were
fascinated because it was said to be the first autobiography in the English tongue.
Historians were delighted because it threw light on the medieval scene; psychiatrists felt
that Margery with her eccentric behaviour would be a superb subject for psychoanalysis, and the medical world was interested because of descriptions of ancient
methods of treatment for illnesses. Theologians too were anxious to find out what
Margery’s life revealed about the practice of religion at the beginning of the 15th
century.
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The daughter of John Brunhom, who was five times mayor of Kings Lynn, she married
John Kempe, a Burgess of Lynn, and bore him fourteen children. The birth of her first
child deepened her religious feelings, which at times she found difficult to control. The
sight of a crucifix could move her to tears, not just silent tears, for her biographer writes
“wild outburst of weeping would suddenly seep from her and sometimes, by the
vehemence of her sobs cries and screams, she frightened people”. Once, after weeping
“boisterously” in a church, she was arrested and accused of being a “false deceiver of
the people.” Margery’s feelings, however, were genuine. She wept for her own sins and
for the wrongdoings of others. One pries t refused to have her in his congregation
because of her “violent” weeping.
At the age of forty-one, Margery desired to express her religious fervour by going on a
pilgrimage. Most medieval pilgrims chose to go to one of three holy places – the Holy
Land, Rome or Santiago de Compostela in Spain – but Margery opted to visit all three.
Her husband gave her permission to carry out what she considered “The Lord’s
Commands” and together they visited the Archbishop of Canterbury to receive his
blessing. Her husband returned to King’s Lynn but Margery set off to the Holy Land.
Her religious fervour made her travelling companions embarrassed because they
objected to her constant sobbing. When she visited the places connected with the life of
Christ, her weeping became more violent than ever. Although a trial to others, Margery
herself claimed that this strange behaviour was a gift from God. “As for my crying, my
sobbing and my weeping and my tears, you know, O Lord, what reproof I have to bear
because of it but grant, O Lord, that others may be moved by it,” she prayed.
Margery, however, had more positive virtues. She was extremely tender-hearted and
generous to the poor, sick and aged. In those who suffered, she saw the “wounded”
Christ and she gave help and comfort to anyone in need. Her emotional temperament
also made her fearless and outspoken. Once she was brought for trial before the
Archbishop of York for her uncontrolled weeping. In response to accusation that she
was “a right wicked woman”, she replied, “I also hear it said that you are a wicked man.
And if you be as wicked as men say, you will never go to heaven unless you amend
your ways.” Apparently, the Archbishop then treated her with more consideration.

Fr Dennis

A Second Flowering
Last month we printed Mary Crooke’s fond farewell as flower lady-in-chief. Sadly, the printed
edition of the magazine missed out a chunk of her final paragraph, so here it is, with apologies!

It has been a privilege to have seen to the flowers for all these years - 31 in all - and
under the instructions of 5 different incumbents. It has also been a time of anxiety, hard
work and great fun and humour, and I must admit much frustration! The occasion when
the BBC came to record and film the Advent services comes to mind when we were
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required to make those endless garlands to hang around the pillars and on the back
wall. I am sure there were many broken finger nails and I suspect language not suitable
for use on church premises, as we battled with unyielding bits of wire to attach fir cones
and glass baubles to said garlands. The baubles had to be matt, as shiny ones upset the
filming. Hanging the garlands was altogether another problem. During all this filming,
Father Neil rang me at 7 pm. "Very sorry Mary, a floral arrangement is needed in front
of the Nave altar. It has to be in place before 7 am when the choir start rehearsing"
Happy days.
The task of seeing to the flowers throughout the years could not have been possible for
me without the willing, cheerful and talented help from 'The Flower Team'. I salute you
all and offer my heartfelt and sincere thanks to you all for your collective dedication and
good work. Please keep it up. I will still be around (I hope!).

Mary Crooke

Social or Unsocial Media
As many readers may know, I like computers, and I even like the internet, which is a
very useful tool to have in one`s skill set. However, like all good things it can be used
for bad purposes and I am very wary about many of the uses to which it is put. What is
laughingly referred to as "Social Media" is one of those uses and, as far as I am
concerned, it is nothing with which I wish to be associated. I make full use of e-mail but
that is as far as it goes. My friends are real, not imaginary, and I am not addicted to
being "liked" or "followed". No so long ago unsolicited "following" was classed as
stalking.
Now I am not a Luddite and I appreciate inventions but it is the uses to which they are
put which causes concern. Explosives are very useful in the mining and demolition
industries but in the wrong hands they have dire consequences. The same applies to the
automobile where, in the wrong hands it has become a weapon. There are restrictions on
the internet but the fact that it is so international and pervasive means that it is difficult
to control. If you look at it carefully you can see that most of the big players in the
Social Media industry do not want any controls as that would restrict their income from
advertising. So it is down to the individual user to exercise restraint and not take things
seriously. But we all know that will be impossible, some people cannot control
themselves and seem to be hell bent on self destruction by believing anything they
might read on Insta-Twit-Face-Gram-Book-App.
We have all been insulted in our lives but most of us don`t take it seriously. If you are
insulted on the internet, an optional experience as you don`t have to read the posts, then
it becomes a life-changing event for some people. Lives are threatened and people have
to resign because they have been stupid enough to post comments about certain
individuals. Remember the sayings from years ago, "Sticks and stones may break my
bones but names will never hurt me". In the school playground, long ago when children
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were allowed to grow up naturally, friends fell out and made it up again before going
home; children called each other names and had forgotten about it by "milk-time".
Maybe it was that daily third of a pint of milk which made us more tolerant then.
I started wearing glasses (spectacles) when I was seven years old and learned to see the
world differently in more senses than visually. Not too many people wore glasses in the
early 1950s and I would frequently be referred to as "four-eyes" or "goggle-eyes", not
just by other children but by some adults as well. I just accepted it as part of life that
some people were ignorant and stupid; it did not change my life as I knew that I did not
have four eyes, I had two and they were now working better with the optical assistance.
During my first trip to sea in 1963 I visited Australia and the ship eventually got to
Sydney. I was a very green 19 year old but I had learned enough about the world to
know that there are odd people everywhere. Going ashore in Sydney one afternoon I
encountered, for want of a better word, a beggar at the dock gate; he asked me for
money but, as a first trip cadet with little money of my own, I walked past. Behind me I
heard the words I have grown to love and appreciate as a badge of honour, The beggar
shouted "Pommie Ba***rd". It was meant as an insult but I was delighted (not delighted
enough to go back and give him some money though). I then knew that I was really in
Australia.
Insults are only insults if you take notice of them, and if you do the person making the
insult has won. The trouble with social media is that the insulters can behave whatever
way they like, using a scatter gun effect to catch as many individuals as they like. Some
will rise and take the bait willing, when will complain that they have been insulted or
abused. You don`t have to open and read offensive e-mails or posts on Insta-Twit-FaceGram-Book-App, just leave them be. If you do, remember "Sticks and stones may break
my bones but names will never hurt me".
Mobile phones give individuals immediate access to social media anytime and
anywhere. In many cases it as if people cannot wait to be offended or insulted; you
don`t have to be, just do read the messages. We all know how anti-social mobile phones
are. I have one but it is always switched off unless I am using it. It is my phone and for
me to use. No more than five people have my mobile number and they all know that it is
switched off most of the time. How often have you been out with friends or colleagues
when one of their phones ring and they answer it? That is bad manners and it is no
surprise that such people are easy targets for internet trolls. A few years back I was
teaching at a university in the midlands and during one class a mobile phone rang. I
glared in the direction of the ring but the owner of the phone did not immediately cancel
the call, he answered it. The class became immediately silent and my "hard stare" had
the effect of cutting short the call. But it should not have been necessary. Some people
just want to be insulted; they have such a need to be part of the extended crowd that
they don`t want to miss out and will risk the insults.
Back to my seagoing days. One of the delights of being at sea in the 1960s was that you
were cut off from the outside world. I loved that and the ship became my world once we
left port, so much so that I lost touch with events other than those on the ship. On that
first trip to se we left Freemantle in Western Australia heading for Aden and then Suez
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in the middle of November 1963. One of the deck cadets had a short wave radio which
could pick-up BBC World Service but we didn`t bother with the news, the Goon Show
was a great deal more interesting. I was on day-work so started at 7.00am and one
morning I went into the changing room just as the engine room Serang (head of the
engine room hands) was leaving. We greeted each other and he then said "Kennedy`s
been shot". My immediate thought was, "we don`t have anyone on board called
Kennedy"; that was how I looked at things whilst at sea, the world was the ship and the
ship was the world. I soon realised that he meant the American president but that was a
world away and nothing to do with us.
Living without social media is still living. Unfortunately for some people it has became
the meaning of life, it is an addiction. I suppose that they are like alcoholics or drug
addicts.

Denis Griffiths

From the Registers
We left this continuing saga with the discovery of newspaper
cuttings trumpeting the success of the appeal for new vicarage for St Faith’s. Back in
the soothing routine of daily worship, communicant figures and, of course, generated
income, we scan the entries from late October 1962 onwards. Fr William Hassall,
devoted as ever and unaided by any priestly presence, other than the occasional but
regular presence of Fr Cawley, presides throughout.
On weekdays, there is as before Low Mass at 10.30 am on Mondays, 7.00 am on
Wednesdays, 8.00 am on Thursdays and 9.00 am on Saturdays. Nothing happens
publicly on Tuesdays or Fridays unless either happens to be a red-letter day. A study of
non-special weeks between November and Christmas yields average of 15 for Mondays,
for Wednesdays, 6 for Thursday and 5 for Saturdays.The normal Sunday offers Low
Mass at 8.00 am, Mattins at 10.00 am, Sung Mass at 10.45 am, Children’s Instruction at
3.00 pm and Evensong at 6.30 pm. For these two months, the early service averaged
60, with a peak of 95, while the Sung Mass saw an average of 21.
There were 286 communicants at the Christmas Eve Midnight Mass, and 61 at 8.00,
celebrated by Canon Naylor. The December weather was obviously worth recording:
once it was ‘biterly (sic) cold with snow at first’, later it was ‘very cold’, while,
fittingly, on the Feast of Stephen Good King Wenceslas would have looked out on
’snow’! The year ended with yet ‘more snow’, and a total of communicants for the year
of 7,263. This is well down from the record of 8663 in 1959.
1963 opens with five days when no worship is recorded; the register jumps from 31 st
December, 2017 to 6th January, when Epiphany Sunday is celebrated. Laurence, Bishop
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of Warrington, presides at the Sung Mass, and at 3.00 pm there is a ‘Gift Service’.
Canon Bates took the service the next day, with but three present; thereafter there is
another gap until the following Sunday, when Fr Hassall makes his first appearance of
1963. Meteorological observations are quite plentiful around this time, with low
temperatures and a lot of dense fog around. Despite this, Bishop Clifford Martin found
his way to preside at the Sung Mass that same Sunday.
Fr Hassall, whose continuing poor health will have accounted for the gaps mentioned
above, signs back in now, but without a curate and relying on faithful friends priestly
and episcopal as he is, it is no surprise that weekday celebrations are cut back. For a few
weeks there are Monday and Thursday services only, but soon Saturday (at 9.00 am) is
restored. Communicant numbers are smaller, not helped by the weather, which is
recorded variously as ‘severe snowstorm’, ‘deep snow’ and, on February 2 nd an all but
indecipherable recording of ‘blizzard all day’.
On Sexagesima Sunday at 4.30 pm there is an organ recital, raising £3.1s.0d for the new
vicarage fund. The weeks roll on into Lent, which sees the provision of two Wednesday
services: a 7.00 am Low Mass and an 8.00 pm Compline, taken by faithful Lay Reader
George Houldin.
The even tenor of the weeks and days is broken on Wednesday 13 th March by large and
colourful calligraphy proclaiming CONFIRMATION BY THE LORD BISHOP OF
LIVERPOOL AT 7.30 PM. Bishop Clifford’s signature is clear enough, but two
supporting clerics remain unidentifiable. Likewise there is no mention of the candidates
or the attendance figures, merely the collection of £9.19s 0d for the Bishop’s Building
Fund. The page was clearly adorned some days before the event, as Fr Hassall has to
shoehorn in the routine weekday services above and below the banners!
The following Sunday £6.6s.0d is garnered in a retiring collection for the ‘Mayor’s
Hunger Campaign’: surely enough to keep him fed for a goodly time. Soon it is
Mothering Sunday and the Clipping of the Church’ as Holy Week is upon us.
Unannounced, the small signature of ‘Edward S.S.F.’ heralds the arrival of the
Franciscan monk who is to take services throughout the Week: these include the
‘Pageant of the Sacraments’ on the Wednesday, ‘The Lord’s Supper’, with 83
communicants, on Maundy Thursday evening, and finally the Good Friday Three
Hours’ Devotion.
Easter Eve has Solemn Evensong with Blessing of the Paschal Candle and Procession.
No mention of attendance of course, but a cryptic marginal note says ‘E.O. Your scribe
can only assume that was shorthand for Easter Offering, whereby Easter collections
were traditionally given to the incumbent. If so, this represents a rare omission in the
continuous sequence of incoming monies.
There were 296 communicants in all on Ester Day. The usual big red banner heading
precedes a sequence of 14 services up to Low Sunday Solemn Evensong, all but one
taken by the indefatigable ‘W.H.’ He will have been happy to have presided over the
Low Sunday afternoon Crosby and District Scouts Annual S. George’s Day Service and
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Parade, and to have Bishop Laurence addressing the troops. And the vicar’s Paschal
diligence is finally evidenced by a list of 17 parishioners whom he has visited to give
sick communion.
Perhaps we deserve a break now, and can skip a few weeks and months until the closing
of the year. Not that Fr Hassall did, for once more the pages record a now unbroken
succession of the vicar’s initials. Should anyone feel deprived of archival detail, your
scribe hastens to reassure you that little of special note breaks the surface during this
time. There is a rare instance of a Nuptial Mass squeezed in on 20 th July, when John
Gerard’s marriage to Sylvia Newby is recorded: weddings are not otherwise logged in
the service register. And on 24th September Bishop Clifford formally blesses the new
vicarage, in the presence of local Reverends Cawley, Howell, Bates and Pakenham.
Space is left for press cuttings, but none are attached this time.
Suddenly, on 23rd December, 1963, entries cease, as there is but one leaf left in this
weighty tome. The final service is the 10.30 Low Mass on that day, it being a Monday.
Neither signature nor communicants is recorded, merely at the foot of the page a
running total of 6124 communions made. Christmas, the year’s end and what 1964
reveals must wait until your chronicler staggers back from the church safe with the next
lot of heavy reading. For the record, according to his bathroom scales, this book weighs
in at 1 stone 5 lbs.

Chris Price

Money Matters
In my report to the Annual Meeting, I drew attention to the fact that we needed to
increase the level of parish giving and to draw more people in to the scheme – so that
this would ensure a guaranteed flow of income month by month and, hopefully, be able
to do some growth planning for the future.
We started a Stewardship Renewal Campaign at Easter that ran until Pentecost. I am
very pleased to say that the pledged level of giving has – so far – risen by £260 per
month. This is a very generous response and I know that there are several others who
have promised to return their pledges shortly.
We have had several people wishing to start a monthly standing order, have weekly
envelopes and join the Gift Aid scheme. This is very encouraging and, if you have still
to return your form or wish to join the Planned Giving scheme, please ask me for further
details. There are a number of fundraising initiatives in the pipeline so please support
them if you are able. The latest idea has been to run a bric-a-brac stall at the Saturday
Recitals and this has proved to be quite popular.
On previous occasions, we have talked about the “Parish Giving Scheme”. This is a
scheme, started in Gloucester Diocese but now being encouraged in our own diocese,
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Diocese, whereby you sign up to a national scheme and the administration is run by
them, including the collection of Gift Aid. There is also an option to increase your
giving annually and automatically using the Retail Prices Index. More details about this
will follow in the autumn, together with a consultation exercise for all parishioners.
This invitation also applies to the many Friends of St Faith’s, spread far and wide.
Some former parishioners and friends are still giving to St Faith’s and, a few years ago,
we were able to upgrade the microphone system in church through the generosity of the
Friends. If you want more details about how you can help, please get in touch. The
majority of ‘Newslink’ readers now see the online version of the magazine, so please
get in touch with us. If you are on Facebook, we have a “Friends of St Faith’s Great
Crosby” page so please join us on there too.
Again, thank you all for your support.

David Jones
Parish Treasurer

Wrestling with the Resurrection
As a trainee Reader I had a wonderful tutor called Phillip Cunningham. Phillip was at
that time a schoolteacher and Reader, who later became priested – and he had a great
gift for bringing theology down to earth. During a teaching session on Easter he asked
us students three questions. First question – ‘If most of us don’t see apparitions of the
Risen Christ; how do we know he’s alive?’ Second question ‘If tomorrow a team of
archaeologists discovered Christ’s bones in Palestine, would it make any difference to
your faith?’ And the third – ‘What difference does the Resurrection really make in a
world of sin and pain?’
They are good questions, aren’t they? And particularly this weekend that third one, at a
time when we have been bombing Syria to try and stop the gassing of children with
chemical weapons. The Resurrection of Our Lord is central to the Christian faith, yet is
so hard for us to grasp as an event, so difficult for us fully to understand its implications
for the here and now.
The first disciples found it difficult to grasp as well. When Jesus showed himself to
them, after the encounter on the Emmaus road, he came out of the blue - like a visitor
from another world - and they hardly recognised him. But he showed them his hands
and his feet and asked for something to eat: it was to re-join this world of pain and
sorrow and joy that he had shouldered his way out of the tomb. This was not some
ghostly apparition, but the risen, still wounded Christ, asking for food not to prove
anything, but just because he was hungry. And as usual Jesus taught them, opening their
minds to the scriptures, and pointing them forward to Pentecost - to the coming of his
Holy Spirit upon the church; in its worship, its fellowship, its mission and its ministry.
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Perhaps some of those witnesses to the resurrection wanted to hug him, to hold on to
him, just as Mary Magdalene had done in the Easter garden. But Jesus was trying to
introduce them to a new relationship with him, that would transcend time and space.
Do you wrestle with the Resurrection? Some of us, and I’m one, tend to worry about its
biological plausibility. But all of that becomes much less of an issue if we remember
who Jesus is. Jesus is always the One who bridges earth and heaven, time and eternity.
He is the ultimate time traveller, the supreme Lord of all space and all time who
continually weaves in and out of the material world and human lives. In his
Resurrection Jesus becomes part of the warp and weft of our earthly existence, God’s
gold thread in the fabric of life. ‘The Lord is here. His spirit is with us’.
Do you wrestle with the Resurrection? If Luke in his gospel tells us what the
Resurrection is like, John in his first letter suggests how it might change things for us.
John describes us as children of God, loved by the Father and sharing with Jesus in his
Risen likeness. We can get an inkling of what this is about by using a human analogy. It
is strange, almost uncanny, how some adopted children take on the habits, gestures and
speech inflections of their adoptive parents, and even seem at times to look like them.
That family likeness will be ours, says John, if we share Our Lord’s risen life, the life
that overflows with abundant costly love, the love that hurts. But John warns us that if
we truly live this life we will find ourselves struggling to make that love real in a world
of sin and pain. Like Jesus we will face difficult choices, and risk rejection and
misunderstanding by the world. A sobering thought for Christ’s people – do we pass the
test? Do we love until it hurts? Or do we still have some way to go?
Do you wrestle with the Resurrection? Do you even grapple with the risen Christ
himself – try to hold him down to get some answers from him? In one of his wonderful
hymns Charles Wesley does just that. Like Jacob, who wrestled with God at Peniel,
Wesley imagines himself struggling with the invisible, risen Christ – Come O thou
Traveller unknown, whom still I hold, but cannot see…...
And Wesley continues later with this quite extraordinary verse:
In vain Thou strugglest to get free,
I never will release my hold;
Art Thou the Man that died for me?
The secret of Thy love unfold;
Wrestling, I will not let Thee go,
Till I Thy Name, Thy Nature know.
Wesley’s longing and yearning – his ‘instant prayer’ - are passionate, intimate. Too
passionate and intimate it seems for some hymn books: the English Hymnal for one
leaves that verse out altogether. But if we like Wesley, hold on, hold on in faith and
hope and love, the invisible risen Christ will reveal himself even to the likes of us. He
will reveal himself to us, softly and gently, deep in our real selves - in the abundant,
loving, costly humanity of his Easter glory.
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Who, I ask Thee, Who art Thou?
Tell me Thy Name, and tell me now…
Speak, or Thou never hence shall move,
And tell me if Thy Name is Love?

‘Tis Love! ‘tis Love! Thou diedst for me!
I hear Thy whisper in my heart!
The morning breaks, the shadows flee;
Pure universal Love Thou art;
To me, to all Thy mercies move;
Thy Nature and Thy Name is Love.

Fred Nye

Prayers for the sick may breach GDPR
The Church of England has told its parishes not to publish prayer requests for the sick
without their permission following the introduction of new EU data laws. The General
Data Protection Regulation (GDPR), which came into force yesterday, has caused chaos
as small firms, charities and religious organisations struggle to interpret the rules.
The Church of England's guidance tells parishes that consent should be obtained if
"names and reasons for the prayer request are recorded and published on the church
website or in a parish newsletter". But the Information Commissioner's Office (ICO)
said organisations should not see the rules as a "barrier" and churches would be free to
use information relating to someone who was part of a congregation.
Declan Kelly, lead adviser for the C of E on GDPR, said permission would be needed
"if the information were to be published on a website, leaflet or social media".
The diocese of London clarified its GDPR guidance on Thursday after some priests
were left under the impression that they could not pray for people without their consent.
"There is no obstacle, under the GDPR, to spoken prayers in church," a spokesman said.
"In sensitive situations in which somebody is highly likely to be unhappy about having
their name and/or other information shared, we do warmly advise seeking their
agreement, and refraining from .sharing their information in print where consent can't
be obtained."
In a situation where one individual wants to light a candle for another and leave a note
with their details, the new guidance says, the church must "try to ensure that consent is
obtained, particularly in our multi-cultural society where people may object to being
prayed for".
A spokesman for the ICO said: "If, as an organisation, you have an existing relationship
with someone, for instance that person is part of your church congregation or volunteers
for your sports team, you would not need their consent to use basic personal
information. Consent is not the only basis for using and sharing people's personal data."
Andrew Charlesworth, of the University of Bristol law school, said the Church was
"erring on the side of caution".
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20th Saturday Concert Series 2018
16th June
23rd June
30th June
7th July
14th July
21st July
28th July
4th August
11th August

BID Community Choir
Neil Kelley (piano) and Daniel Chandler (flute)
Merchant Taylors’ School Concert Band
Liverpool Festival Choir
The Exordium Consort
Annamarie and Joanne (vocal duet)
The Cantelina Singers
Ian Dunning (bass)
Music for organ and piano
(Colin Porter and Robert Bird)

Remembering
Fr Dennis
Laura Rankin:, 26 October, 2008
For many years Laura, wife of Ron and mother of Lesley and David, played an actie
role in the life of St Faith’s. A founding member of the Ladies’ Horsfall Club along
with Heather Billington, Mona Turner, Ann Vincent and others, Laura contributed much
and was always ready to lend a helping hand with whatever needed doing. She very
much enjoyed the social side of parish life and was fully supportive of the many events
which made up the church’s social calendar. Following the demise of the “Horsfall
Ladies” Laura became a member of Joyce Green’s newly formed 84 Club. Laura will
always be remembered with much love and affection. May she rest in peace and be
raised in glory.

Doug Taylor, 2 October, 2001
One of the nicest and friendliest gentlemen you could ever meet, Doug Taylor was a
much loved and highly esteemed member of the family of St. Faith’s for many years.
On his and wife Margaret’s arrival to live at 43 Park View in the mid 1960s, Dough
threw himself into the life of the church he came to love and serve so well. A former
newsagent’s shop in Litherland was exchanged for a grocer’s on Bridge Road,
Blundellsands by Doug and Margaret, and with their four teenage children, Cathy,
Mark, Judy and Peter, they contributed much to the worshipping and social life of the
parish. Doug enjoyed membership of the Men’s Club and besides being a dependable
sidesman and PCC member was also one of the first at St. Faith’s to exercise the role of
Eucharistic minister. As has been mentioned in a previous edition of “Newslink”, the
Taylor home was always “open house” whenever a mug of tea and a chat were required,
and in the 1960’s and 70’s many of us regularly found a warm and friendly welcome at
Doug and Margaret’s.
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In the early 1970’s, when helping to erect the large crucifix at the High Altar for the
beginning of Lent, Doug fell several feet from a ladder, causing a very serious injury to
his foot and ankle. Fortunately with the hospital treatment and help he received he
didn’t lose the badly-damaged limb, but wore a special boot that made it possible for
him to walk again.
On visiting Doug in hospital, when dying from cancer, he was his usual, cheerful self,.
Many attended his funeral in St. Faith’s, giving thanks to God for all that Doug had
given us and remembering him with deep affection. May he rest in peace and be raised
in glory.

Richard Waterhouse, 3 November, 1996
Born in Yorkshire in 1940, Richard was put into care and came to Elm Lodge Church of
England Children’s Home in Waterloo in the early 1950s. It was at this time that his
love of St. Faith’s was formed. Suffering from poor health, he developed tuberculosis
and was admitted to Alder Hey Hospital where, each week he was a patient, he received
a visit from Father William Hassall. Following his recovery Richard was taken by Fr
Hassall on an afternoon trip to Chester. In the course of their sight-seeing of the city
they went to view the interior of one of the churches. Instantly seeing that the High
Altar frontal was of the wrong Liturgical colour Fr Hassall found where the frontal chest
was and got young Richard to change the frontal to the correct seasonal colour!
Richard became a server at St. Faith’s in the mid 1950’s and some years later when we
had become good friends, told me of how when serving any of the early mid-week
masses celebrated by the then curate, Father Cyril Telford, there would be no
conversation allowed in the sacristy before the mass began.
Remaining in Liverpool, Richard chose nursing as a career, and spent several years
qualifying, specialising in the care of physically and mentally handicapped children.
One of the many appointments he held was to be in charge of a very small children’s
hospital close to Marlborough College. In those far-off days of the late 1960s and early
1970’s the Matron of the College, being single, would often invite Richard into dinner
to accompany her at the High Table of the College Master. Moving on from
Marlborough Richard spent most of his nursing career at the well known East Sussex
Hospital of Chailey Heritage. It was during these years that I enjoyed a number of
wonderful holidays spent at Richard’s. At one stage he rented a most lovely two up two
down cottage on the edge of Chailey Common where he had hens and raised baby
chickens. From the cottage I would take his little Jack Russell, Jess, for walks across the
beautiful Sussex countryside and Richard and I would go into the hospital chapel where
on the organ he would play the hymn tunes he had grown up with at St. Faith’s and I
would sing – what happy memories!
Over the years in East Sussex we visited many of the county’s attractions, including the
Mr Pastry Bluebell Railway Line, Sheffield Park and Garden, the windmills, Jack and
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Jill up on the South Downs, the battle field of Hastings, the Cathedral towns of
Chichester and Arundel, the lovely vineyards and a plethora of pubs and tea shops
spread across the length and breadth of the county.
Two buildings of great splendour and magnificent proportions in West Sussex will
always stand out for me and remain of abiding significance. The first were my visits to
the largest school chapel in the world, Lancing College. Founded in 1848 by the
Anglican priest, Nathaniel Woodard, Lancing is one of, if not, the finest school chapel
anywhere to be found. Rooted in the Anglo-Catholic tradition Lancing, along with
Hurstpierpoint College, Ardingly College, Bloxham School, Worksop College,
Ellesmere College, Denstone College and others, is of awesome architectural structure
and visibly Tractarian in its appearance and ethos. Among its most notable alumni is
one of my great heroes, Archbishop Trevor Huddleston, CR.
The second of the great Sussex buildings I was privileged to worship in on a number of
occasions when staying with Richard was the magnificent church of St. Bartholomew,
Brighton. I had first heard of this famous church as a boy, when each August Father
Hasssall would take his main holiday of the year to coincide with the Patronal Festival
of St. Bart’s, as Fr Hassall and his sister Vera had friends in Brighton with whom they
stayed each summer. A further connection between St. Faith’s and St. Bart’s is that of
Father Mark Way who served his title at St. Faith’s before moving on to a second
curacy at St Bart’s and the eventual bishopric of Masasi.
A Grade 1 listed building, St. Bart’s has a seating capacity of 1,500, a great musical
tradition and what I believe is the highest High Altar in the land. The interior is indeed
stunning and on a scale quite unparalleled by any other church one may have visited. I
shall always remember attending The Solemn Mass of Palm Sunday, sometime in the
1980’s and taking part in the procession which was led by an ancient verger attired in
black gown and white gloves leading a most well behaved and liturgically savvy donkey
to the singing of the hymn “All glory, laud, and honour.”
In the mid 1980s Richard took two or three years break from nursing and got a job as a
veterinary assistant in the lovely Welsh Cathedral city of St. David’s. Visiting him there
in the summer of 1985 I found this place to be one of the most beautiful parts of the
British Isles I have ever been to; with many miles of attractive coastal scenery and an
endearing charm which exuded a deep aura of Christian piety and prayerfulness.
Richard returned to Chailey Heritage to live in a bungalow in Newick. His final years of
employment at the hospital included the amputation of the lower part of his left leg,
making him wheelchair dependent. In early November 1996 I received a phone call
from a friend of Richard’s to say that he had died from a heart attack. My dear friend
was only fifty six but had dreaded the prospect of having to live reliant upon the care of
others.
About three weeks after his death I travelled by train to Sussex and stayed overnight n
the farm owned by the friend who had told me of Richard’s sudden demise. The next
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day I officiated at the crematorium service in Brighton and spoke at length of what I
knew of Richard’s life and of all that he had meant to those of us who had been
privileged to be counted as his friends.
Some weeks later I arranged for Richard’s ashes to be brought home to St. Faith’s.
Some words of a verse from the hymn “The Church’s one foundation” I had inscribed
upon the stone over the ashes in the Garden of Remembrance: “The Vision Glorious”.
These words had always epitomised Fr Hassall’s perception of the beauty, order and
dignity of worship and of how, being offered in the mass with due reverence and
appropriate ceremonial, all of us caught up in the celebration of the sacred mysteries
were sharing in a foretaste of that heavenly vision. A thurible, in use to this day, was
given in memory of Richard and in thanksgiving for his years, as a faithful server of St.
Faith’s. I remember my dear friend with much love and affection. May he rest in peace
and be raised in glory.

Emily Conalty, 2 December, 1989.
As a ten or eleven year old wolf cub at St. Faith’s, my earliest memory of Emily
Conalty was early one Thursday Evening when she had joined Fathers Hassall and
Stanage for 6.00 pm Evening Prayer in the Lady Chapel. Her bicycle tyre had gone
down and Fr Hassall asked me to pump it up. Following the death of her parents Emily
had moved to live with her four maiden aunts in Fairholme Road, Crosby. On leaving
school she had gone to Durham University and studied theology under Professor
Michael Ramsey, a future Archbishop of Canterbury. A strong bond of friendship had
grown between Michael Ramsey, his wife Joan and Emily and they remained in touch
by letter until their respective deaths.
Emily had felt called to the religious life and went to Whitby to test her vocation with
the Order of the Holy Paraclete. She was there for five years before returning to Crosby
to care for two of her remaining aunts, Maude and Daisy. On a Saturday morning after
the 9.00am mass in St. Faith’s, Fr. Hassall would often take the Blessed Sacrament to
the aunts and then have breakfast with them.
Emily had a very fine mind and on her return from Whitby took up a teaching post at
Belvedere School in Liverpool, where, teaching Religious Studies and Latin, many girls
were fortunate to come under her influence and benefit from her pedagogy. She was a
popular member of staff, endearing herself to colleagues and pupils alike, and held in
the highest esteem.
In the final stages of his incumbency, when he was finding many things difficult, Fr
Hassall was grateful for Emily’s theological input and support. In my early years of
secondary school teaching in the 1970’s, I too was very appreciative of Emily’s help,
particularly with regard to the ‘A’ Level Studies in which she was now an expert.
In the interregnum following Fr Hassall’s retirement in November 1965, along with
Church Warden Alan Rigby, Caroline Mountfield, Beatie Brooker, Rita Woodley and
me Emily was instrumental in re-launching a moribund parish magazine for St. Faith’s,
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which was a precursor to Chris Price’s ‘Newslink’.
Emily lived the sacramental life of the church to the full. She was exemplary in her
attendance at mass, at prayer and study and in her regular use of the confessional. A
prayer desk which is now in the Lady Chapel she gave me at the time she was having a
good sort out of her books and belongings. Before she died from cancer in Jospice at the
beginning of Advent 1989 I visited her for the last time and spoke to her of St
Augustine‘s vision of heaven: “There we shall rest and we shall see; we shall see and
we shall love; we shall love and we shall praise. Behold what shall be in the end and
shall not end.” May our dear and much loved sister in Christ rest in God’s peace and be
raised in his glory.

________________________________________________________________
The secret of a good sermon is to have a good beginning and a good ending; and to have
the two as close together as possible.
George Burns
_________________________________________________________________

Lord, for the years your love has kept and guided,
urged and inspired us, cheered us on our way,
sought us and saved us, pardoned and provided:
Lord of the years, we bring our thanks today.
Lord, for that word, the word of life which fires us,
speaks to our hearts and sets our souls ablaze,
teaches and trains, rebukes us and inspires us:
Lord of the word, receive your people's praise.
Lord, for our land in this our generation,
spirits oppressed by pleasure, wealth and care:
for young and old, for commonwealth and nation,
Lord of our land, be pleased to hear our prayer.
Lord, for our world when we disown and doubt him,
loveless in strength, and comfortless in pain,
hungry and helpless, lost indeed without him:
Lord of the world, we pray that Christ may reign.
Lord for ourselves; in living power remake us self on the cross and Christ upon the throne,
past put behind us, for the future take us:
Lord of our lives, to live for Christ alone.
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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
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
BAPTISM BOOKINGS
Telephone 928 3342
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BEAVER SCOUTS
Thursday 5.00 – 6.15 pm Mike Carr. 293 3416
CUB SCOUTS
Thursday 6.30 – 8.00 pm. Mike Carr. 293 3416
SCOUTS
Thursday 8.00 - 9.30 pm. Mike Carr. 293 3416
RAINBOWS
Monday 4.45 - 5.45 pm. Geraldine Forshaw. 928 5204
BROWNIE GUIDES
Monday 6.00 - 7.30 pm. Mary McFadyen. 284 0104
CHOIR PRACTICE
Friday 7.30 pm - 8.45 pm.
MAGAZINE EDITOR and WEBSITE MANAGER
Chris Price, 17 Queens Road, Crosby. L23 5TP. 924 1938
____________________________________________________________________

The next magazine will probably cover the months of July and August with
an elastic deadline unlikely to be earlier than towards the end of July. We
are as ever happy to print (almost) all offerings at any time. Only if more
people submit more stuff will the magazine publish monthly again.

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

St Nicholas’Singers Community Choir are all smiles for the camera
after performing in our 20th Anniversary Saturday Concerts series
recently. Centre stage is conductor Mike Foy, one-time organist at
St Faith’s. The concerts continue until August 8th – details on p.18

