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Worship
at Saint
Faith’s
SUNDAY SERVICES
11.00am
1.00pm

SOLEMN MASS and Children’s Church
Holy Baptism (2nd Sunday)

WEEKDAY SERVICES
Tuesdays at 6.30 pm Eucharist with laying on of hands
Monday to Friday at 9.30 am Morning Prayer
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. Likewise, to arrange a visit to someone in
hospital or at home, please call 928 3342.

IN A PASTORAL EMERGENCY
Please telephone 928 3342 or a member of the ministry team.
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From the Ministry Team
What’s a saint? In Cardinal Newman’s poem “The Dream of Gerontius”, set to music
by Elgar, a crowd of demons is supposed to be mocking the Christian soul, while the
soul’s being carried by the angel to meet God. “What’s a saint?” they ask in derision,
and give their own answer: “A bundle of bones which fools adore when life is o’er.”
A schoolboy defined a saint as “a dead Roman Catholic”. When Pope John Paul the
Second canonized more saints than all his predecessors put together, some Catholics
joked that the day was coming when every dead Roman Catholic would be made a
saint. But in fact the Vatican demands proof of two healing miracles caused by
prayers addressed to the dead person before they’ll begin the process of canonization.
Most of us need heroes and heroines. There are Christians whose lives we want to
copy, or at least try to. They weren’t perfect in every respect, but they led lives of
heroic sacrifice. Without waiting for official canonization, popular acclaim says that
she or he lived a saintly life. “I wish I could be like her (or him)” we might sigh. And
because of their example, we try a little harder to live a good life. This includes those
we call the saints, but many others as well.
Yet the Bible nowhere calls any individual a saint. The word we translate as “saint”
means “holy”. A famous book by Rudolf Otto defined holiness as the sense of awe we
feel in the presence of a power greater than ourselves – the mystery which attracts us,
but also makes us afraid. A “holy place” came to mean somewhere set aside for
worship. “Holy robes”, “holy vessels” and “holy people” were set apart for sacred use.
So, surprisingly, St Paul writes to “the saints who live in Corinth”, and goes on to
rebuke them for sins we haven’t even thought of! They’d been set aside by God to
serve him, says St. Paul; they are saints, now they must become holy in their lives.
This doesn’t mean goody-goody – a holy life is a life full of love.
So you and I are all saints – God’s chosen us for his service, so we’re holy people.
Now we’re “called to be saints” we must grow into people who are able to serve him.
So once again we ask, “What’s a saint?” What are people supposed to be like, if
they’ve been chosen by God to serve him? What sort of people are we supposed to be
growing into? The answer to these questions is given in the eight Beatitudes at the
opening of the Sermon on the Mount. You and I should be aiming to become:
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1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.
7.
8.

Poor in spirit. That means contented with just a few possessions.
Mournful about all the evil in the world.
Meek, not proud.
Hungering for righteous behaviour, in ourselves and in the world.
Merciful and forgiving.
Pure in heart, single-minded.
We’re supposed to be peacemakers.
And lastly, we should be so much better than the average that we attract
persecution.

Those are the blessed; those are the saints; that’s what we’re called to be like.
So the saints were quite ordinary people, called like us to an extraordinary
commitment to God’s service. We’re surrounded by the communion of saints: a great
crowd of witnesses, rooting for us and cheering us on – we’re never alone. We can
look forward to joining them in eternity. All Saints’ Day, which we celebrate this
month, reminds us that, through the mercy of God, we shall all be saints together in
heaven. What a wonderful thought!
With my love and prayers,
Fr Dennis

Dates for the Diary
November
Sun

Mon
Wed
Sun

Sun

SF

All Saint’s Day (transferred)
Solemn Eucharist of Requiem by candlelight
Annual Memorial Service for the Departed
PCC
Services Family Support Group Open Meeting
Remembrance Sunday
Family Eucharist & Parade Service with Act of
Remembrance
PLEASE NOTE EARLIER TIME THAN USUAL
Family Eucharist & Parade Service with Act of
Remembrance
Christ the King

SF
SF
SF
SF

Advent Sunday
Christmas Tree Festival, Toy Service & Parade
CTW, Churches Together Waterloo Carol Service
Christmas Tree Festival (for times see page 12)
Christmas Tree Festival
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4
6
10

24

6pm
6pm
7.30pm
7.30pm

SF
SM
SF
SF

9.15am

SM

11am

SF

11am

December
Sun

1
11am
6pm

Mon
Tue
3

2
3

Wed
Thu
Fri
Sat

4
5
6
7

Tue

10

Thu
Mon
Tue

16
17

Wed
Sat

18
21

Tue

24

Wed

25

SF
SF
SF
SF
SM
SF

Christmas Tree Festival (Carol singing 7-9pm)
Christmas Tree Festival
Christmas Tree Festival
Christmas Tree Festival
11am
Christmas Fair & Fun Day
All day
Chesterfield High School: Rehearsal and Christmas
Carol Service
All day
SF
Waterloo Primary: Rehearsal and Christmas Carol
10.45am onwards SF Merchant Taylors' rehearsal day
10am- 5pm SF
Merchant Taylors' Junior Service 10.45am and Senior
Service 2.30pm
10.30am- 12 noon Merchant Taylors’ clearing up
10.00am
SF
Holy Eucharist (the Sacrament of Penance will be
available for those wishing to make their confession in
preparation for Christmas)
Christmas Eve
4pm
SM Christingle Service, Blessing of the Crib and Eucharist
6pm
SF
Christingle Service
11.30pm
SF
Blessing of the Crib, Procession, Solemn Midnight Mass
11.30pm
SM Midnight Service
Christmas Day
9.30am
SM Christmas Eucharist
10.30am
SF
Christmas Eucharist (said)

January 2014
Wed

1 12noon

New Year's Day Eucharist (SF) followed by
refreshments to welcome the New Year

Keeping the Faith
Dear Editor
I feel I must write to thank all who made our recent Patronal Festival High Mass such
a splendid occasion. Priests, preacher, servers, choir and organist did us proud and
produced a service full of joy and colour.
It was a wonderful and uplifting occasion, followed by a splendid and convivial lunch
and we are so grateful. Long live St Faith’s!

Anne and Michael Holland
Pictures of our red letter day are of course online on the church website; some are
among the pictures at the centre of this issue. Ed.
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Scouting round the Garden
Being an account of the progress so far and future plans for
developing the garden areas within the church grounds.
It is funny how ideas grow, isn’t it? The seeds of this idea germinated following a
meeting of the premises committee back in 2011. The church’s insurers had asked that
the perimeter of the church grounds be made more secure to reduce theft and
vandalism and our local Crime Prevention Officer suggested that a hedge be planted
along the inside of the western perimeter wall (Liverpool Road side).
At the same time, I received an email from a project called ‘Trees for All’. They were
offering to send, free of charge, a selection of hedging plants to our Scout Group in an
attempt to get one million trees planted across the UK during 2011. Coincidence or
Divine intervention, I wonder? A phone call soon secured us 120 hedge plants
comprising Hawthorn, Buckthorn, Hazel, Holly, Privet and Dog Rose. More than
enough for our needs so, on a crisp but overcast autumnal Saturday, the new hedge
was planted.
During the course of that day, several people (including, significantly, Ruth and Fr.
Neil) stopped to chat and, inevitably, other areas of the church grounds that needed
attention were discussed, notably the derelict area between the church and the hall.
Before I knew what I was doing, I’d volunteered to get the Scouts on to clearing the
site! ‘You don’t get ‘owt for nowt’ as the saying goes, and whilst there may be a lot
of work involved, the benefits of having a secure out-door space to practise our
Scouting skills was very appealing. And, of course, the space would also be for the
benefit of other church and hall users too.
I approached the PCC to seek approval for clearing the site and, when cleared, to
landscape it, once all those who are interested in its form have had some input. This
was approved and, in the spring of 2012, we set to work. During the course of four
Scout working parties, we cut back weeds, bushes and trees, dismantled the remnants
of some old brick walls and started clearing back the soil to reveal the remains of an
old, hidden tarmac path. As well as working hard, sausages were cooked over open
fires and ideas for using the cleared space were discussed. I’m not sure how feasible it
is to fit a zip-wire or climbing wall into the space, as the Scouts suggested: we may
have to rethink those ideas.
You may recall the very successful Spring Fair that St Faith’s held in 2012? Well, as
part of that operation, the Cub Scouts used the cleared area to set up a ‘smash the
crockery’ stall. We also had a stall selling flower seedlings and plants that I had
propagated on my allotment. I had a massive surplus of plants that year, (due to overenthusiastic sowing of seed in March and an excellent germination rate) so those
5

plants that were left over after the Spring Fair were planted by the Cubs in the soil
along the western perimeter wall, next to the new hedging. The result was a lovely
display of annuals during the following summer months.
Planting up the borders with annuals provided an ideal opportunity for the Cubs to do
some Community Badgework, but there were problems. The border was a wide space
with an undefined edge (quite a lot to fill with plants) and cars were often driven over
the soil when being parked. The solution was to re-establish the front edge of the
border by pushing it back 2ft and erecting a low, picket-style fence fronted by some
cable edging that we found buried under the soil.
Most of the fence was in place by May of this year and over the spring term Cub
Scouts and Young Leaders planted up the border with a variety of home-grown
annuals and bedding – over 200 plants were put in! The resultant display has lasted all
summer, exceeding all expectations and has been warmly received by all who have
seen it.
And so that brings us up to date. Good progress so far, with still a lot to do. A working
party is planned for late October to continue the clearing of the space behind church.
Once cleared, we can get on with landscaping it to create a garden and seating area for
the use of all church and hall users. Plans are also in place to continue developing the
borders by gradually replacing annuals with a variety of perennials which are
currently being grown from seed on my allotment.
My thanks goes out to all who have supported our Scouts in their work so far, in
particular thanks to Ruth, Maureen, Mike Broom and the PCC. Also, thank you to
those who have shown their appreciation for the flower displays this year; we have
received such lovely praise for our efforts and it’s much appreciated.

Mike Carr
On behalf of St Faith’s Scout Group.
The people of St Faith’s owe a real debt of gratitude to Mike and
Debbie for their gallant efforts – the gardens have never looked so
good and we look forward to helping them look even better in the
months ahead. See his photos on the centre pages. Ed.

How do some People sleep at Night……?
Before people ask: ‘How does she get time to write an article?’… The answer is: she’s
responding to an appeal from the Editor, for whom she has a great respect, and
therefore could not ignore his desperate plea for “something, anything” to go into next
month’s ‘Newslink’!
What to write about then is the question. ‘Write about what you know’ is, I believe,
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the advice given to budding novelists and short story writers. Having considered and
promptly rejected several things I know at the moment, I woke yet again at 3am one
morning with that awful understanding that sleep had now deserted me to make way
for all those unbidden niggles, anxieties, fears and theoretical scenarios that you know
you should banish but which your prematurely wakeful mind will not let go.
While it may be true that some of my best ideas have emerged from these horrific
periods; so also have some of my worst…! In the cold light of day one has to be very
careful to evaluate what seemed like a brilliant scheme at 3 or 4am.
At least, last night my insomnia was not accompanied by one of those annoying ‘ear
worms’: the description of the process by which a snatch of the same song or piece of
music goes round and round in your head.
When my younger daughter was a baby and wakefulness had been prompted by those
insistent, demanding cries, a paraphrase of Shakespeare often occurred to me:
“Methought I heard a voice cry, ‘Sleep no more’
Kate Madden does murder sleep….”
Old W.S. is always good for summing up ideas with the most vivid imagery. In that
particular scene Macbeth goes on:
“Sleep that knits up the ravelled sleave of care,
The death of each day’s life, sore labour’s bath,
Balm of hurt minds, great Nature’s second course
Chief nourisher in life’s feast …”
I have sometimes tried to lull myself back into sleep by searching to continue a
suitable quotation, thinking that the words might soothe; as does the sentiment. Sadly,
however, I normally find that what might send me off to sleep in a warm theatre, has
the opposite effect when lying in bed in the early hours. Instead of drifting gently off
to sleep, the dreaded stream of consciousness kicks in and something in a word or line
of verse prompts a chain of thought which takes me back to another of the worries or
concerns of the moment.
By now I imagine that some readers will have identified with this all too familiar
predicament. It’s no good someone trying to comfort you with the notion that ‘at your
age’ you don’t need that much sleep… you still want it and don’t relish the prospect
of walking round like a zombie the day after an insomnia affliction!
There is, of course, plenty of advice available on how to combat sleeplessness.We are
told to take plenty of exercise and fresh air, be careful what foods we eat, particularly
late at night, limit alcohol intake and never check your emails after 9.00pm!
Actually, I’ve made that last one up but I know from bitter experience that it is a fatal
step and one which can very easily lead to reaching for that extra glass of wine…
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As far as the fresh air and exercise are concerned, living with a large dog affords me
no choice other than to take two or three brisk walks a day, quite frequently in a
bracing sea air breeze. So that’s one remedy that cannot be consistently relied upon.
Over the years friends have come up with various pieces of advice. I’ve been told that
if you have been awake for more than fifteen minutes you should get up, walk around
or go and make a hot drink. I’ve been told that under no circumstances should you get
up because it will make it even more difficult to get back to sleep (totally disagree
with that one).
Apparently it’s also advisable not to switch on the light if you go to the bathroom but
that of course depends on what or who may be on your bedroom floor or, indeed any
floor between you and the bathroom…
Some people can lay proud claim to “just being one of those people who lay their
head on the pillow and go out ‘like a light’.” Believe me, if you’re one of that happy
band, it’s not a good idea to vaunt it to someone who’s telling you about their
sleepless night: they may easily be tempted to do something else that will make you
‘go out like a light’.
So, “Art thou weary, art thou languid…?”
Come along, readers: what tried and tested remedies can you offer to all insomniacs?
And please don’t tell us to count sheep….

Maureen Madden

Combat Stress
“Combat Stress” is one of the Service charities that our Service Families group has
supported since we started in 2010, and for our October meeting Peter Hoare, North
West Welfare Officer for Combat Stress, came along to give us an insight into the
important work they do.
Post Traumatic Stress Disorder (PTSD) has had many names in the past, “Battle
Fatigue”, ”Bomb Happy”, “Lack of Moral Fibre”, to mention but a few, and until
recently had not had its seriousness acknowledged. Many soldiers during and after
WW1 suffered from PTSD, many being shot for cowardice when they could no
longer face the horrors of war. Thankfully in 1919 it was acknowledged that it wasn't
cowardice but a very serious psychiatric problem that with proper help and some
medication could be treated and the sufferers and their families could once more have
their lives back and so Combat Stress was founded.
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It is still very difficult for some servicemen and women to realise that they have a
problem, often because the symptoms do not appear immediately (it can be years) but
more often because they cannot admit, even to themselves, that there is a problem. It
is not only members of the Armed Forces who suffer PTSD, anybody who witnesses a
serious trauma, a horrific accident, the sudden untimely or harrowing death of a
family member or close friend, can suffer too and need the same specialist help.
Many service personnel find it difficult to speak about their problem, even to
professionals, and this is where Combat Stress comes to their aid: many of the
counsellors are ex military and “speak the same language” and relate to the problems,
so the ex “Squaddie” relaxes and then they are able to gain their trust and encourage
them to get the help they so badly need. Combat Stress has residential homes where
people can go to for help for either a long or short stay. It all takes time, commitment
and patience but they can be helped return to a normal life once more.
It has always been the case that when ex servicemen and women who need to seek
medical attention, GP or hospital, they should mention that they are a military
Veteran, whether 25, 85 or anywhere in between, and they should receive treatment
quickly. Many doctor’s surgeries have information to this effect, so if you know of
any Veterans, do mention this as they may not know.
We also had Padre Nathan King of The Royal Welsh, (he took over from Padre Simon
Farmer), who took the service. It was his 2nd visit to St Faiths, he had been to our
very first meeting in 2010 when he was a TA Padre. He is now a Regular and will in
fact be coming back to talk to us in February 2014 about his recent tour of duty in
Afghanistan, so make a note in your diary and come along to hear of his
experiences.

With Many Thanks
Please forgive my tardiness in thanking all of you for the wonderful support, flowers,
cards, kind words and offers of help we have received from you since the death of
Jack. Thanks to Fred for your immediate visit, words of comfort and prayers. Father
Dennis for your visit comfort and prayers, your anecdotes and stories and helping us
to smile at such a sad time.
Also Dennis for easing us through the ceremony at the crematorium, for your kind
words about Jack. It was comforting that you knew Jack and were able to speak of
him with some knowledge of the person he was; we found your words very touching,
oft amusing, and sincerely thank you.
Thanks go also to Angie and Mary for very kindly giving up your time to keep the
guests fed and watered for the duration your help was invaluable and very much
appreciated by all.
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I count myself blessed to have had Jack in my life for so long, he was a good, kind
and loving husband, a man with a happy disposition, able to say I love you, not afraid
to say sorry. He wasn’t perfect by any stretch, (that one hasn’t been invented yet)
sometimes a pain in the ‘arris, but easily tamed. Jack had 15 or more years of poor
health, two aneurisms, total paralysis; brain bleeds etc, and grinned through most of it.
“Don’t stress about what may never happen”. Just as you think you have nursed him
through it all a stroke comes along. Happily it was peaceful and we were all with him
and able to say I love you and goodbye.
Jack’s funeral day was a good day if you can say that about a funeral, if he had been
able he would have loved it, especially hearing all the good things people had to say
about him. We were able to sit out in my little garden in glorious sunshine and all left
with the first tan of the year.
It’s a bit tough for us yet but we are counting our blessings. Amongst which are all of
you, you have always been a source of comfort over the years through one thing and
another and for this we are truly grateful, you don’t need to have done anything, just
being there is invaluable.

Ruth, Judith, Emily and Jeff
Apologies to Ruth and family for the delayed appearance of
this article: editorial disorganisation is entirely responsible.

September 100+ Club Draw
1
2

121
138

John Knight
Heather Bleasdale

3
4

103
178

Chris Tudhope
Peter Goodrich

Sixty Years on
– how the C of E has changed during the Queen’s reign
For the past sixty years the Queen has been ‘head’ of the Church of England. What
changes have there been in our churches since June 1953? A lot has happened during
that time.For one thing, the population of the United Kingdom has grown, while
church membership has shrunk. In 1953, church members were a fifth of the
population (19%), but by 1973 had dropped to 15%, by 1993 to 11%, and to an
estimated 8% in 2013, a decline not quite so rapid as previously, probably again
because many of the immigrants are Christian adherents (a 2000 survey indicated that
24% were Christian).
The number of churches has kept within the 50-55,000 range throughout the Queen’s
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‘In our day of
thanksgiving...’

High Mass of Saint
Faith, Sunday, 6th
October, 2013
_________________
Fr Paul Nener,
Fr Dennis Smith and
visiting preacher
Fr Grant Holmes
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‘Therefore let us
keep the Feast’

Images of the
parish lunch in
the Church Hall
after the High
Mass of Saint
Faith’s Day
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‘Hunger and thirst,
after righteousness’

‘They also serve,
who only stand
and wait...’
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‘Scouting round the garden’
Mike Carr and company at work
beautifying the front borders,
clearing the ground by the hall –
and frying sausages!
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reign, declining from 1953 to 1993 but growing over the last 20 years, especially in
England. For example, some 700 new churches have started in London alone between
2005 and 2012.
In 1953 there was an average of 180 members per church; in 1983 the average was
140 per church and in 2013 the average is 110 members per church. There were
42,000 ministers in 1953, dropping to 36,000 by 1983 and staying at about that level
until 2003, since when the number has grown to 37,000 in 2013. While the total
number of ministers has thus not changed greatly, the proportion who are female has
increased markedly, to nearly a fifth (19%) of the total in 2013, this percentage
varying between zero in some denominations (like the Roman Catholics and
Orthodox) to half or more in others (like the Methodists and Salvation Army).
Regardless though of varying statistics over the past 60 years, two facts remained
unchanged – the privileged position of the Church of England as the bedrock church
of this nation and the inspiring, unchanging personal faith of our Sovereign Queen.

Indoor Bowling
From October 10th a new Bowls Club will be meeting on
Thursdays from 1.30 to 3.30 pm in St Faith’s Hall.
£2 per session including tea and biscuits. If you are interested please phone Miss
G.Prescott on 0151 474 8921

Christmas Tree Festival 2013
DO WE, DON’T WE, WILL WE, WONT WE? How many times have these
questions been in our minds during the past few months. The decision, a BIG YES,
because it is something St. Faith’s cannot let slip away, the rewards are too great,
although the task is as huge as ever. As usual bookings have come in thick and fast
and within a week nearly 40 trees are booked and the inspired decorative skills shown
by the tree sponsors are anticipated with great pleasure. It is impossible to resist the
enthusiasm this event brings and all members of St. Faith’s can take part in so many
ways.
Bakers can bake, non-bakers can help by providing ingredients for cakes, chutney,
jams. Sales people are required to man stalls, stewards are needed, help with
refreshments and just as important, turning up to enjoy this glorious event. So
consider yourself a ‘very important person’ and join in the chaos, fun and a bright
start to our Christmas celebration.
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As always we look forward to welcoming local schools, not only to decorate
sponsored trees, but to entertain during the lunch time periods, as well as coming in
groups to view the spectacle. The Forces Support Group will again hold their carol
singing with military band event on Wednesday 4 th December at 7 pm., St. Nicholas
Singers will be holding a concert on Friday 6 th December at 7.15 pm and Saturday 7 th
December at 12 noon we will once again be welcoming The Saturday Music Centre
Youth Orchestra. With so much going on how can you resist?
We will be open:
Sunday 1 - 4pm
Monday, Tuesday & Thursday 12noon – 5pm
Wednesday 12noon - 5pm and 7 - 9pm
Friday 12noon – 9pm
Saturday 10am - 4pm

Parents and Toddlers' Group
We are in the process of setting up a new group for Parents and Toddlers. There has
been a very encouraging amount of interest expressed by potential 'customers' or users
of this facility. What we now really need are offers of help from those who could
assist the co-ordinators in running the group.
It is proposed to operate a session on a Friday morning for approximately two hours
and it is hoped that the sessions may be able to begin in the first two or three months
of the New Year. If you think you could offer vital help in this area (or know of
someone who could), please speak to one of the Churchwardens, Christine Spence
(deputy warden), Gill Ellis or Rosie Walker.

Being a Grand-dad
I never knew my father`s father as he died long before I was born, but my mother`s
father, James Molyneux, was an important part of my life for more than 30 years.
Known to others as Jim, uncle Jim or dad, he was to my brother, my sisters and
myself simply grand-dad. Little more than 5ft 6in tall he was, to us as small children,
a giant of a man who made a comfortable and loving armchair when we went to visit.
He had inherited the Molyneux receding hairline, which in his case had receded to the
back of his head and what remaining hair he possessed turned from dark brown to
grey as we moved from childhood to adolescence.
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Always smart and clean during the week, at weekends grand-dad would frequently not
shave if he was not going anywhere and the resultant stubble on his face was a treat to
touch or rub one’s face against. The little finger on his left hand was seized in a
crooked position but he never objected at our childish attempts to straighten it for him.
Like many men of his generation he wore a waistcoat, across which hung his pocket
watch on its heavy chain, a chain which I now treasure. I fondly recall many happy
moments sitting on his knee, listening to the watch ticking loudly and spinning the
little medallion which hung from the chain.
Grand-dad drove the last Sentinel steam wagon to work in Liverpool and I still recall
the joy of seeing his wagon slowly chugging up Strand Road in Bootle and turning
into Stanley Road, smoke curling from its chimney whilst ash dropped from the boiler
grate to the cobbles below. The Sentinel was much more impressive than the silly
little vans and lorries which formed queues behind and it came as a shock when I
discovered that steam wagons on the road were not the thing for the future. My granddad was the best and, naturally, anything he did had to be superior to what other
grand-dads did. The Sentinel is now on display at the Museum of Liverpool Life and
it looks good - but it is not the same, grand-dad isn`t here.
He smoked a pipe and the smell of Condor tobacco still transports me back to those
wonderful days of childhood on grand-dad`s knee when he and I were immortal. Back
to those days when we went on holiday to north Wales by car and my brother and I
would argue as to which of us would sit between grand-dad’s knees in the front
passenger seat. Back to those days when the sun always shone and grand-dad drove
his antiquated wagon and made tea on its boiler.
When I was 11 gran and grand-dad came to live with us and he became an even more
established figure in my life. We grew older together but he never grew old. We
became friends and talked of grow-up things. He was there when I went off to sea and
was there when I came home. He was there when I married but one day in the summer
of 1974 he proved our mortality.
I was 30 years old then with a family of my own and I cried when grand-dad died.
Now I am a grand-dad. I am not old, I am just a grand-dad and I now know the joy
and pleasure my grand-dad must have felt with his grand-children. As a child it
always seemed that grand-dad gave more to me than I gave to him, I loved him but he
always gave me more pleasure than I imagined I gave him. Now I know better.
My grand-daughter Victoria is beautiful, she is fun to be with and I enjoy watching he
grow and develop. I am upset when she is hurt or ill and I know that later in her life
she may do things of which I may probably disapprove. But my love for her is
unconditional, just like my grand-dad’s love for me.
It is only by seeing the grand-parent/grand-child relationship from both sides that a
true appreciation of that relationship can be obtained. Love is given and received by
both parties even though it may not be apparent to both at the time. Without doubt I
am besotted with my grand-daughter. She cannot yet express herself but there is a
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feeling of great pleasure she is in the same room. Her expression when she reaches for
my spectacles when she knows that she shouldn’t, her yells when she thinks that she is
being ignored, her joy when playing with toys, her laugh when the clock chimes and
her outstretched arms when she wants me to pick her up: these give me pleasure
which will, hopefully, grow over the years and for a while, for a little while, I am
immortal again.
.................................................................................................................................
The above text was written when Victoria was just a small child and the intervening
12 years have not changed a thing. We have grown older together, like my grand-dad
and I. Victoria has grown into a wonderful young lady. We sometimes go out together
and when she holds my hand or links her arm in mine, I am 10ft tall and filled with
pride (there is nothing wrong with pride). I don`t know if I can be as good a
grandparent as my grand-dad was but I shall try; it is the least I can do to repay him.
The grandparent/grandchild thing is nothing about genetics, it is all about love. Pure,
unconditional love. Now where have I heard that before? Or is that just for an hour or
so on a Sunday?

Denis Griffiths

Chronicles of a Choirboy
Graham Barry’s ongoing saga of life at St Faith’s
Choir and Uniformed Organisations in the 1950s
Jimmy Pincock took us on a couple of really inventive camps, just a few of us. One of
these involved pushing a trek cart carrying all our belongings and camping gear
around. It belonged to the troop but I’d never seen it used and I can’t remember how
we got it to where we wanted it to go, but I know we went by train before
reassembling it and pushing it along the lanes of North Wales. (How did we get to the
railway station?) I think this was that one I left early because I wanted to get my A
level results and managed to lose my train ticket at Mold and had to pay for a
replacement.
Another time he took us on a week-long bike tour, with panniers on the back carrying
our gear. After an initial mishap with the back wheel of my Raleigh Lenton coming
out of its forks as we bumped down the ramp to the ferry it all went like a dream,
doing about 50 miles a day without any perceivable effort. We visited some of the
great cathedral cities of the Midlands.
There was another straightforward hike we did when I was younger and the others
were mostly older when I can remember messing my pants, literally, at breakfast, and
trying desperately to cover the accident. Jimmy Pincock asked if I was okay, and I
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assured him I was as I disappeared and tried to destroy the evidence, only to be
discovered by George Pass and having to fess up. He made me confess again when we
got home, to Stan Spenser.
But by the time of the final annual camp that I remember, at Anglesey again, we must
have been well and truly teenagers, because I remember receiving a couple of
doubtful books by post from a girl I’d met through Kenny Charnock again, whom I
had a kind of sisterly but flirty relationship with. She worked in a post office/general
store that stocked them and they were the nearest things to dirty books we got to read.
George Goodwin didn’t know whether to be amused or embarrassed and thought I
was a real outlaw. He gave me a well-meaning moral lecture and then semi-humiliated
me by discovering a whole nest of blackheads on my nose which he publicly squeezed
for me. There was a frankly unbelievable number, and I complained bitterly to my
mother when I got home for letting me go around like that. She said she’d hesitated to
squeeze them for me since she blamed my brother’s awful teenage acne on her having
done just that to him.
George Goodwin, meanwhile, had actually brought his new girlfriend with him, along
with her young niece as chaperone. They shared a separate tent (the girls, not George).
Another aspect of Scouts was the annual Scout Fair at Hall Road, when a field was
taken over by the district and each Scout Troop would have a stall of some kind. I
think we had some half-arsed thing where you tried to get some doofahs from one end
of a live wire to the other without making a buzz.
But the strong point of our lot (the 10th Crosby) was the gym team. They’d wheel on
(cart on) our sturdy gym horses, all two of them I think, and the mattresses and the
spring board, and a group of 10 or so doughty lads would launch themselves at them
one after another doing various amazing antics. When our gang had reached the age
we started doing some practice during the normal scout meeting and it was clear to
everyone including me that there was no way I was going to cut the mustard.
I was somewhat humiliated, so a group of us started to do some informal gym practice
in the church grounds during the holidays, with the benevolent connivance of Jim
Burgess, the long time verger, and gradually all of us, including me, became quite
crash hot at it, doing things I’d never have thought possible before. Fortunately there
were no accidents because some of it was quite daring, and it stood me in good stead
in PE at school. In the event we, or at least I, never did perform at the scout fair. The
most eventful thing that happened was that a couple of the younger Guides, Merchant
Taylors’ girls, fronted up and flirted with us rather outrageously. It was odd to find
ourselves the target of their approaches, a year or so younger than us, but quite
flattering.
A word or two about Jim Burgess. Photographs on the website show him already the
verger in 1928, then again in 1932, and finally in 1962, always looking virtually
exactly the same! All those years tolling the great bell . . . He was one of those people
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I always got on with, like Mr Houldin, unfailingly helpful and kind, always dressed in
the same heavy gown on duty, when he’d take up his position at the end of the last
pew near the door. He rode from his home on an ancient push-bike, which he lent to
me at one point when I needed to get somewhere in a hurry. I’d have been quicker
walking, and probably a lot safer. I don’t know how he did it.
When I did my National Service in Cyprus he was very attentive in asking my mother
how I was getting on, but when I came home on leave in 1957 I was staggered to find
he’d left St Faith’s – Dave Mawdsley and I bumped into him when we went to a
dance at another church, where he was now the verger. I don’t know what the internal
politics of this was, but for him it was a simple matter of pay, which St Faith’s was
not keeping in line with other parishes. However a couple of years later I was
gladdened to see he’d returned to his spiritual home. I assume they’d relented on pay,
but he made no bones about the fact that St Faith’s was in his blood after all those
years!
Another thing that impressed me about Jim was he listened attentively to the sermons
and had firm views on the qualities of individual preachers; I whose brain switched
into neutral as soon as anyone ascended the pulpit steps (with the exception of Mr
Houldin).
Somehow or other, though, I never seemed to go down all that well with the hierarchy
at St Faith’s – apart from Mr Houldin, with whom I seemed to be a particular
favourite. As I said, Ken Clawson (Baloo) never took to me, which was sad, given my
secret crush on his sister. Mr Singer, the curate and acting priest when I started,
wasn’t there too long before we got a real vicar, William Hassall, whom we all
cordially disliked. A large, youngish man, but bald as a coot for some clinical reason,
he was clearly gay, even to us, but not a nice man like George Houldin; he was a loudmouthed, opinionated authoritarian. A lot of what went on we were never truly aware
of, but soon after he arrived we were required to sew little yellow crosses onto our
myrtle green neckerchiefs to show we were strictly attached to St Faith’s. Not that it
meant too much to choir members, but church attendance became mandatory and
those who didn’t front up regularly were in trouble; and this was apparently a big
issue for the Scouts, and especially the Senior Scouts, because suddenly we didn’t
have any!
We admired a lot of these guys inordinately – they were a lot of fun – and now
suddenly they and the Scout leader Ron Smith had detached themselves from St
Faith’s and attached themselves to another church with a less draconian regime,
though Ron Smith (“Skip” as he was known) remained a bass voice in our choir. It
would appear “Skip” regarded the social welfare of his scouts as more important than
their spiritual salvation, for which one can’t help but admire him. Only Jimmy
Pincock, men’s choir member, part time organist, host to Mr Pratt for his Sunday
dinner, son of Mrs Pincock who never came to church but kept her kids loyal, brother
to Tom, remained – and Jimmy’d never been much of a Scout before. Now, as we
progressed toward senior scoutdom, he became the prime mover for all those great
camping ideas I was a beneficiary of.
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I was once foolish enough to march up to Mr Hassall after Evensong with a small
group of other choristers I’d managed to dominate, and said, half tongue in cheek, that
we were a deputation from the choir to request that the final hymn be not quite so long
(already the trade unionist). He told us in no uncertain terms that we didn’t get to ask
things like that and if there were any more deputations from the choir he’d dock our
choir pay. (Choir pay was something I didn’t know existed when I joined but it
became a very welcome addition to my meagre pocket money once a month!) He and
I had never got on, so he certainly had me picked as a troublemaker after that.
He had a notorious predilection for Ken Clawson, and the pair of them were known to
go away for the weekend with the vicar mounted on the pillion of Ken Clawson’s
motorbike. This was even more ironic, given that there was clearly something going
on between Ken and Beryl Brinton, one of three girls in their early twenties we used
to hang out with after Evensong when we got to be 16, but were still attending church
by the skin of our teeth, almost out of sheer habit after our voices broke.

Bert Galloway, RIP
On Friday 4th October we had the privilege of attending the
Funeral Eucharist for Bert, a wonderful service celebrating
his life and ministry. It was very much a family occasion, with Tim carrying the cross
leading the cortege in, Simon playing the organ and Bert's four small grandchildren
leading the prayers, thanking God for Grampy and all he meant to them and to many
others.
The Vicar gave the address, talking about Bert's ministry as Industrial Missioner and
as a Parish Priest; the great gifts he had and how he was able to share these gifts with
those with whom he came into contact. He talked of how Bert had involved himself in
St. Chad's since his retirement, preaching, celebrating the Eucharist and singing in the
choir. The packed church demonstrated how greatly Bert was loved.
Tim, his eldest son, gave a wonderful, moving talk about how his Dad was the
Greatest Cricketer Never To Play For England. It covered Bert’s great love for
cricket, both playing and watching. I quote two stories from Tim’s address. ‘ Dad
once took Simon and me to a Test match at Headingley. I was 7 and Simon was 5.
During the afternoon session Simon needed the toilet. Instead of dad taking him to the
toilet, which would have meant him missing the cricket, Simon went on his own.
After 20 minutes and no sign of Simon, a tannoy asked Mr. Bert Galloway to make
himself known to a steward as his son had got lost on the way from the toilet!’ In1993
at Lords, Middlesex were playing the Australians, captained by Allan Border. It was
teatime and Dad was in the Long Room as Mike Gatting and the fielding Middlesex
team made their way out. Dad became aware of someone standing next to him. He
turned to find Allan Border ready to go out. He swore, and I've always believed him,
that Allan Border nodded and said ‘Afternoon Bert’ before making his way on to the
field.'
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The Galloway family came to St. Faith's very late one Sunday morning having
forgotten to put the clock forward. They were soon very much part of the family,
serving, singing in the choir, Bert celebrating and preaching, leading quiet days and
retreats. He was always challenging , always encouraging and warmly humorous. His
addresses at the original men’s group retreats are still remembered and often recalled.
They were funny, profoundly searching and always interesting. As senior Industrial
Missioner Bert was innovative and effective in a pioneering ministry. I will always
remember Bert driving up Moor Lane in his Land Rover, ever present pipe in his
mouth, in his usual unhurried way. Bert’s ashes are to be interred in the little
churchyard at Wasdale Head amongst his beloved hills. Rest in peace, Bert.

Fr Peter Goodrich
Next month: a longer tribute by Simon Galloway

The Person in the Pew
I hail a quiet hero, the champion of the age,
Unknown to fame and fortune, no strutter on life’s stage;
The humble representative of folk like me and you:
I sing an unsung champion — the person in the pew.
He’ll never hit the headlines; he’ll rarely cause a stir
(Forgive me, ardent feminists, if I say ‘him’, not ‘her’)
But faithfully on Sundays you’ll find him on his perch
Upholding the traditions — a pillar of the church.
He sits where he has always sat while, all around him, change
Brings odd new prayers and modern hymns and service orders strange;
He pays his dues discreetly, signs covenants on cue:
What would we do without him — the person in the pew?
Though prelates may pontificate and curates come and go
The layman’s there to hold the fort, and it was ever so.
Should you seek a staunch supporter, you’ll not have far to search:
His presence keeps the roof on — he’s a pillar of the church!
On High days and on holidays you’ll find him in his place,
In sober dress and countenance, and Church of England face.
But mock him not nor spurn him, but give the man his due:
He’s the ultimate survivor — he’s the person in the pew.

Chris Price
October 1996
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The Parish
Directory
and Church
Organisations
VICAR
Temporarily unavailable
PARISH OFFICE
32 Brooklands Avenue, L22 3XZ . Tel: 0151 928 9913
Parish Office Manager: Geoff Dunn; email: sfsmparishoffice@btinternet.com
ASSISTANT PRIEST
Fr. Dennis Smith, 16 Fir Road, Waterloo. L22 4QL. 928 5065
READERS
Mrs Jacqueline Parry, 21 Grosvenor Avenue, Crosby. L23 0SB. 928 0726
Mrs Cynthia Johnson, 30 Willow Ho, Maple Close, Seaforth, L21 4LY. 286 8155
Miss Paula O’Shaughnessy, 30 Curzon Rd, Waterloo. L22 0NL. 286 2764/075823
19440
Mr Ray Bissex, Flat 4, Garth Court, Haigh Road, Waterloo. L22 3XL. 538 4767
CHURCH WARDENS
Mrs Margaret Houghton, 16 Grosvenor Avenue, Crosby. L23 0SB. 928 0548
Mrs Maureen Madden, 37 Abbotsford Gardens, Crosby. L23 3AP. 924 2154
DEPUTY CHURCH WARDENS
Mrs Christine Spence, 52 Molyneux Road, Waterloo. L22 4QZ. 284 9325
Ms Brenda Cottarel, 6 Lawton Road, Waterloo. L22 9QL. 928 4275
TREASURER
Mr David Jones, 65 Dunbar Road, Birkdale, Southport PR8 4RJ. 01704 567782
PCC SECRETARY
tba
DIRECTOR OF MUSIC
Mr Daniel Rathbone. Tel: 07759 695683
GIFT AID SECRETARY
Mr Rick Walker, 17 Mayfair Avenue, Crosby. L23 3TL. 924 6267
TUESDAY OFFICE HOUR: 6.30 – 7.30 pm (wedding and banns bookings)
Mrs Lynda Dixon, 928 7330
SACRISTAN
Mrs Judith Moizer, 1 Valley Close, Crosby. L23 9TL. 931 5587
ASSISTANT SACRISTAN
Mr Leo Appleton, 23 Newborough Avenue, Crosby. L23 3TU. 07969 513087
SENIOR SERVER
Ms Emily Skinner, 1 Valley Close, Crosby. L23 9TL. 931 5587
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CHILDREN’S CHURCH
Sunday 11.00 am in the Church Hall. 924 1938
CHILD PROTECTION OFFICER
Mrs Linda Nye, 23 Bonnington Avenue, Crosby. L23 7YJ. 924 2813
BAPTISM BOOKINGS
Mrs Joyce Green, 14 Winchester Avenue, Waterloo, L22 2AT. 931 4240
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 7.15 pm - 8.30 pm.
MAGAZINE EDITOR and WEBSITE MANAGER
Chris Price, 17 Queens Road, Crosby. L23 5TP. 924 1938

__________________________________________________________________

Many thanks to all contributors who have filled our pages this month. Keep up the
good work please!

The December ‘Newslink’ will be distributed on or before Sunday,
November 24th. Copy by Sunday, November 10th, please – but all
contributions are welcome at any time.
Church website: www.stfaithsgreatcrosby.org.uk
Online edition: www.stfaithsgreatcrosby.org.uk/magazine.pdf
email: cdavidprice@gmail.com
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