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MINISTERIAL TEAM LETTER

Rev Blair Kirkby
12 Harefield, Harlow, CM20 3EF
Home: 443400
Mobile: 07913 476934
email: bkirkby@msn.com

Rev John Buxton, M A (Cantab)
15 The Drive, Harlow, CM20 3QD
Home: 422661
email: minister2@standrewsharlow.org.uk

Dear Friends,
“Laughter is carbonated holiness.” Anne Lamott

“The earth laughs in flowers.”  Ralph Waldo Emerson

“Laughter is wine for the soul - laughter soft, or loud and deep, tinged through with seriousness
- the hilarious, wonderful declaration made by human beings that life is worth living.”

Seán O'Casey

“Blessed are you who hunger now, for you will be satisfied. Blessed are you who weep
now, for you will laugh.” Luke 6:21

I am often a little unsure about what I should write in my Minister’s Message for the
Church Magazine, but given that we are going through some pretty serious times in the
world right now and given that life can sometimes seem pretty sombre, I have decided that
laughter maybe a worthwhile focus. Did you know that laughter can be a spiritual force for
good? Laughter enables us to see the world, our friends, our enemies, and even ourselves
with fresh eyes. It releases endorphins, helps us to overcome bitterness, and may even help
our immune systems do battle with diseases.  Laughter can be the vehicle through which
hearts soften, spirits lift, and bodies heal.

Of course, there is a lot to cry about in this world and there is a place for doing that too,
but as people of faith, we believe in a God who turns tears into laughter and sadness into
joy. We believe in a God who made Sarah to laugh even in the midst of her elderly
barrenness, and in a Lord who blessed those who weep now with the promise that one day
they will laugh.

So, at the beginning of another church year, when there will be lots of work to be done
and serious matters to attend to, let’s try to keep things in holy perspective and, as often as
possible, join in with what Seán O'Casey refers to as “that hilarious, wonderful declaration
made by human beings that life is worth living.”

In Christ, Rev Blair

Church Anniversary - Sunday 17th October
Led by our Chairman of  the District

Rev Dr David Chapman
followed by Buffet Lunch - sign up on the list in the foyer
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QUOTABLE QUOTES

A church is a hospital for sinners, not a museum for saints.

A cold church, like cold butter, never spreads well.

The most effective way to remember your wife’s birthday is to forget it once…

Ask advice but use your common sense. Yiddish proverb

Kind: someone who could tell you all about his operation – but doesn’t.

Government expert: one who complicates simple things.

Farm: a portion of land covered by a mortgage.

Some people just can’t unbend and be human until misfortune has taken the starch out of
them.

Our eyes are placed in front because it is more important to look ahead than to look back.

One day we stand to lose everything – except those qualities that have eternal value.
David Watson

The weaker we feel, the harder we lean on God.  And the harder we lean, the stronger we
grow.  Joni Eareckson Tada

Never make the blunder of trying to forecast the way God is going to answer your prayer.
 Oswald Chambers

A rumour is about as hard to unspread as butter.

There is no stronger test of a man’s character than power and authority.  Plutarch

Young at heart.  Slightly older in other places.  – Anon

Time is Nature’s way of making sure that everything doesn’t happen all at once.

BOOK REVIEW - FROM PARISH PUMP

Holier Than Thou
By Jackie Hill Perry, 10Publishing, £12.49

Why is it so hard to trust God sometimes? We say we trust Him, but often we live as if
He can’t be trusted. We assume that He doesn’t really want what is best for us; that He
withholds good things from us.

Bestselling author Jackie Hill Perry walks us through Scripture, shaking the dust off of
the concept of ‘holy’ as we’ve come to know it. The concept of ‘holy’ is something that
offers us an amazing truth – God is good, He is trustworthy. So, God being ‘holier than
thou’ is actually the best news we can possibly have.
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HARLOW FOODBANK

Thank you for your Harvest Thanksgiving gifts of food which have been sent to Foodbank and
Streets2Homes.
Andy Thornton, the CEO at Harlow Foodbank has recently written to us to say they are running
worryingly low on stocks of some items. We are unable to collect and deliver food at St
Andrews at the moment because of the ongoing Covid problems but we can send them money.
They are then able to purchase just the items they need and probably do better than we can as
individuals by buying in quantity.
if you wish to give to Foodbank you can do it in various ways. Look on their website for details.
https://harlow.foodbank.org.uk/give-help/donate-food/ and
https://harlow.foodbank.org.uk/give-help/donate-money/
However, if you wish this to be part of our church outreach effort then you can send cheques
made out to Michael Roberts Charitable Trust and send them to me, John Hutchings.  Foodbank
always sends an acknowledgement of donations and these will be forwarded to you. (Please
include your address with your donations).

Thank you so much for your support. John Hutchings

This page can be cut out and coloured

IN LOVING MEMORY
on the anniversary of their death -

Dilys Lloyd - 3rd October 2018
Rudolf Heinecke - 20th October 2017
Joyce Scooley - 21st October 2020

Pat Payne - 22nd October 2020
Robert Mountsteven - 29th October 2014

We also remember the life of May Quinton who died
on 9th May 2021.

Our thanks to Susan Swindale for her many years as a
Pastoral Visitor and also her commitment as Secretary
of the group.
We have welcomed Margery Collier as a new Pastoral
Visitor.  Please pray for all our Pastoral Visitors, they
are listed inside the front cover of this Magazine.
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SM

ILE LINES

SMILE LINES
PRAYER

All updates on church information are on our
CHURCH WEBSITE www.standrewsharlow.org.uk

If you get an old version at first, press the F5 key to refresh.

A man went into a drop-in medical centre where the diagnosis was done by a computer. The
patient keyed in his symptoms. The machine whirred and buzzed for a few seconds and then
presented its findings on the screen. It said simply: “There’s a lot of it about.”

Why do croutons come in airtight packages? Aren’t they just stale bread to begin with?

If people from Poland are called Poles, then why aren’t people from Holland called Holes?

The new Bishop wanted a bird’s eye view of his new diocese, so he had an idea.  He rang his
local airfield to charter a flight, and was told that a twin-engine plane would be waiting for
him. Arriving at the airfield, the bishop spotted a plane warming up outside a hangar. He
jumped in, slammed the door shut, and shouted, “Let’s go!”

At once the pilot taxied out, swung the plane into the wind and took off. Once in the air, the
bishop spent several minutes enjoying the views, and looking for local landmarks.  Finally, he
instructed the pilot, “Fly down the valley now and make low passes so I can take pictures of
some of the best of the old parish churches.”

“Why?” asked the pilot.
“Because I’m the new bishop,” he replied happily, adjusting his camera, “and I want some

good aerial views of my diocese.”
The pilot was silent for a moment. Finally he stammered, “So, what you’re telling me, is,

you’re NOT my flight instructor?”

My three-year-old was saying his nightly prayers in a very low voice. “I can’t hear you,” I
finally whispered.
He said firmly, “Wasn’t talking to you.”

It was our Harvest Festival Sunday. My husband had cut his ear while shaving. We arrived at
the church just in time to sing: ‘First the blade and then the ear’.

A little girl had been to Sunday School for the first time and was asked by her mother how it
compared with her new primary school. “Oh, I like it much better,’ she said.  ‘There are no
exams there, you go only once a week for an hour, and at the end you go to heaven instead of
high school.”
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Flashback
This is a new regular column that I am starting in the Church Magazine, in which I intend to

show one photo of St. Andrew’s church life from the past in each issue, accompanied by some
narrative from distant recollections. I hope this will also attract further contributions from the
wider readership as time progresses.

Through St. Andrew’s 67 years of existence (so far), there must be quite a few memorable
and inspirational people and events which we, the current readers of the magazine, would like
to treasure and be reminded. As a picture is worth a thousand words, this is a good way for us to
seek encouragement and reassurance from the past and to come up with new ideas and strength
to meet the new challenges ahead.

I therefore welcome contributions from all readers of this magazine to send in old photos
(preferably with descriptions), which I shall format and enhance, for the possibility of use in
future issues. All photos will be handled with care and returned after use.

It is envisaged that, in time, an album of photos with narratives can be built up that will
form an archive of the work and witness of St. Andrew’s Church and its members.

To start with, as we are currently on the theme of church anniversary, this month I am
showing a photo from our Golden Jubilee, of the Organising Committee for the event. On
February 21st, 2004, this group first met at St. Andrew’s to kick start the planning and execution
of the celebration programme, which took place over the best part of that year, cumulating in a
climax over the weekend of 15th to 17th October.

In the photo, in the back row, starting from the left: George Torkildsen, Rev. Jim Gill,
Margaret Torkildsen, Peter Mountsteven, Robert Mountsteven, Rev. John Buxton, Robert
Loomes, Emmanuel Assiedu-Offie and Kay Wong. In the front row, again starting from the left:
Beti Evans, Hazel Taylor, Maureen Buxton, Mary Guy, Keith Brown, Pam Brown and Marie
Loomes.

This photo was taken by me. Andrew Wong
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Hughley Steeple - A Parable for Today
One of my favourite collections of poetry is ‘A Shropshire Lad’, a slim volume of 63 short poems by A. E.
Housman (1859-1936). They almost all speak of the people and the countryside of that county and have
a sense of nostalgia for a landscape that, in the nineteenth century, was quickly changing with industri-
alisation and the foreboding of wars. It is said that, in the Boer Wars and the First World War, almost
every literate soldier would have a copy of ‘A Shropshire Lad’ in his kit bag to remind him of home.
Throughout the poems there is a pervading sense of longing and regret for a passing age.

One of the poems, number 61, has recently come to the front of my mind. It describes a country
church in a sleepy, rural hamlet named Hughley. In verse one the poet identifies as a Hughley
man.

The vane on Hughley steeple        Tall in their midst the tower
Veers bright, a far-known sign,       Divides the shade and sun
And there lie Hughley people,       And the clock strikes the hour
And there lie friends of mine.        And tells the time to none.

The second verse describes the churchyard:

To south the headstones cluster,       North, for a soon told number,
The sunny mounds lie thick;        Chill graves the sexton delves,
The dead are more in muster        And steeple-shadowed slumber
In Hughley than the quick.        The slayers of themselves.

In bygone days, suicide victims were not buried on the bright, sunny south side of the church. If they
were allowed in the churchyard at all, they were hidden away on the dark, cold, damp and unwelcoming
north side of the building. The victims may have been faithful, regular worshippers, devoted in their
Christian duties but they had taken their own lives and that was a sin. It was the same for babies that
had died before they could be christened - they were denied a burial place in the churchyard because
they had died ‘in sin’. Thomas Hardy describes this in his tragic novel, Tess of the D’Urbevilles.

We recoil in horror at how Christians could ever have justified such a heartless, cruel and uncaring atti-
tude and behaviour. And remember, this was only a bit more than a hundred years ago. Of course,
Christians have always been able to point to Biblical texts to justify their actions but then they did so
without the understanding we now have about mental health and depression. Hopefully we would take a
different, kinder view of suicide victims and many other issues too.

Back in 2019, at the beginning of our discussions about Sexuality and the Methodist Church, Rev. Blair
said something very important. “ The Bible doesn’t change; what changes is the way we read the Bible.”
Christianity and Society in general has not always been kind, understanding, accepting and loving to-
wards lesbians, gay people, bisexuals, transexuals and the other descriptions that are sometimes added
to this list. One thing that is changing is Society’s understanding that sexual orientation is not a clear
cut, male/female issue but a wide spectrum of diversity. If the Bible doesn’t seem to say anything much
to back up this view, could it be that the people who wrote it didn’t have the benefit of understanding
about hormonal balance or genetic sequencing?

To get back to our poem, Hughley Steeple. In the last verse the poet affirms:

To north, to south, lie parted,        And south or north, ’tis only
With Hughley tower above,        A choice of friends one knows,
The kind, the single-hearted,        And I shall ne’er be lonely
The lads I used to love,              Asleep with these or those.

This Shropshire lad doesn’t mind which side of the church he will eventually lie in. North or south,
they are all his friends and he takes them as they are. He is an inclusivist and loves them all for the
persons they are.

John Hutchings
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Throughout our history God has spoken to our ancestors by his prophets
in many different ways.  The revelation he gave them was only a fragment
at a time, building one truth upon another.  But to us living in these last
days, God now speaks to us openly in the language of a Son, the appointed

Heir of everything, for through him God created the panorama of all things and all time.
The Son is the dazzling radiance of God’s splendour, the exact expression of God’s true
nature - his mirror image!  He holds the universe together and expands it by the mighty
power of his spoken word.  He accomplished for us the complete cleansing of sins, and
then took his seat on the highest throne at the right hand of the majestic One.

In our weakness, O Christ, let us trust your strength; in
our darkness let us see your light; in our doubt let us
feel your presence and in our despair let us cling to
your Cross; for your truth and your mercies’ sake,
Amen. A prayer by Francois Féneion, 1651 - 1715

solution below
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Wednesday 1st September 2021
Cornwall now has the highest Covid rate in the
country and is already packed with tourists –
and that’s where we’re headed!  But we’ll
avoid Newquay where a festival seeded the
problem.  As you still have to book restaurants
ahead, we have a reservation on the outskirts
of Bristol for a carvery lunch.  The M25 has
problems around the A10 interchange so we go
via the A414.  At South Mimms Services we
discover that the car’s brakes aren’t working!
The AA were on top form and we left there an
hour later with working brakes but the advice
to get a new cable fitted sometime.  But we did
have to put a brick under the wheel if we
parked on a hill – just to be safe!  The
restaurant let us in late and the rest of the
journey was uneventful and we were walking
around the causeway at Combe Martin a few
hours later.
Score Valley Country House, our three-hund-
redyear-old Bed and Breakfast a few miles
from Ilfracombe, had originally been the manor
house, owning all the land and farms around.
We have our picnic tea in the sun-dappled
grounds near a drip well that had originally
been the larder.  It was an alcove in the cliff
with two slate shelves and the well below.
Water drips from cracks in the cliff-wall to help
preserve food by keeping it cool.  They only
have 1.5 acres now which includes a winding
stream with a swing slung low over the water.

Thursday
Jesus took with him Peter and James and his brother
John and led them up a high mountain.  And he was
transfigured before them, and his face shone like the
sun… Matt. 17: 1-2.
We drive down to St Nectan’s Waterfall near
Tintagel.  A ‘sixty-foot drop’ it said on the
website, and ‘about half a mile from the car
park’.  I’d looked up places to visit each day so
we could book online the night before, if it was
necessary.  There were 50 or more cars parked
already.  We started off going up, then down
on a narrow lane.  At last we reached a wood
and a bubbling stream at the bottom of a very
deep gully.  As the ground was uneven, we
had to watch every step. We passed dozens of
people with dogs, babies and tired children
returning as we wove up and down, deeper
into the wood.  I asked one if it was worth it,

after we’d been walking for about thirty
minutes, and was assured it was.  We crossed
bridges, went up huge steps with wobbly
handrails then came to the last, long
downward set of steps into a ravine.  Dozens of
people stood far below us in a horseshoe
shape, staring at something hidden from us by
trees and bushes.  Bob and I looked at each
other.  My knees and hips had been objecting
to the excessive exercise for ages already.  We
both said NO WAY!  Reluctantly we turned
back.  I have no idea if it was spectacular but I
do know that it was way more than half-a-mile!
We go in the beautiful, tiny Trethevy church on
the way back.  It has a lovely peaceful
atmosphere and an unusual beamed ceiling,
and beside it is a Roman obelisk which up until
recently had been used as a gate post by a local
farmer.
We can see the sea from our B & B outside
Tintagel, but the room is none-too-clean in
places.  I get out the antibac wipes, and also
make a note never to stay here again.
We hadn’t been able to find anywhere to eat in,
so have a take-away chicken and chips, with
pineapple fritters for pudding.

Friday
Before you brought the world into being, you were
eternally God, and will be God for ever.

Psalm 90: 1-2.
The full English breakfast is huge and very
tasty, and the sky and sea are blue as we look
across the fields.  There’s a sharp east wind
blowing as we drive south towards Lands End
and Porthcurno, a small cove next to the
Minack theatre.  There are a few surfers but the
beach is too steep to give them more than a few
feet to ride from wave-break to shore.  I
brought my surfboard on holiday but it’s not
warm enough for me to go in.  I like it hot
afterwards if I’m plunging into 15°  waves.  We
have a picnic lunch then I paddle along the
water’s edge, forgetting that a sudden larger
wave can catch you unawares.  And it does.  I
just manage to keep upright after the shock of
the dragging cold water above my knees.  My
wet skirt clings horribly for ages while I make
sand sculptures.
We drive to Port Leven Harbour after a while
as I need to buy postcards.  These have
doubled in price, if you can find any, as most
people send photos by phone or tablet now.
We check in at our next B & B near Helston for
the next two nights.

EDITOR’S

    HOLIDAY BLOG
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Saturday
God says, ‘I will save those who love me and will
protect those who know me as Lord.’

Psalm 91: 14.
It’s drizzling when we say hello to the three
cats next morning.  Sarah also has two dogs
but we only see them in the garden from our
window.  The cat with three legs follows us
into the breakfast conservatory and when our
full English arrives, sits beside us meowing for
food.  Sarah scoops him up, saying some guest
feed him so he tries it on each morning!
We go to Penzance and wander round the
shopping centre.  It’s rather run-down with
lots of shops closed.  We have lunch in an
American-type restaurant with a pirate just
inside the door, and watch the world walk by
on the pedestrianised road.
There’s an abundance of wild hydrangeas and
alstroemeria around this part of Cornwall. The
drizzle has stopped by the time we get to Carn
Euny, the oldest intact ancient village in
Britain.  It was founded in 200 BC and
abandoned in 400 AD.  Later we go into the
church at St Just.  It’s almost as wide as it’s
long.  We try to find Trethey Quoit, a Neolithic
burial mound.  We walk along the wind-swept
cliff paths, marked with scull & crossbones’
notices saying, ‘Keep to paths.  Hidden mine
shafts.’   We see a tiny dead mouse and I pick
some heather, and we look down to rocks far
below, washed by the white-crested surf but
we never find the mound.  We have our picnic
tea near Pendeen Lighthouse then walk on the
cliffs.  In the evening we watch Michael Caine
in The Fourth Protocol and I get neck-ache
looking up at one of those hotel tv’s hanging
too high up on the wall.

Sunday
For the Lord will comfort Zion … joy and gladness
will be found in her, thanksgiving and the voice of
song.  Isaiah 51:3.
I have fresh strawberries and yoghurt then
scrambled eggs and smoked salmon followed
by toast for breakfast, and the three-legged cat
tries telling us he’s starving, once again.  But it
is much too good to share!  The weather is
misty and dull all day, with the east wind still
making it feel chilly.  We drive to The Kings
Arms, a lovely old pub in Tregony which my
sister had recommended.  I’d phoned on
Saturday and they only had two slots left for
the Sunday Lunch.  The roast beef is tender
and tasty and the dish of six fresh vegetables is

delicious so I finish everything but the
Yorkshire pud.
We drive to Fowey and this is the only place
that we can’t get parked.  The huge car park is
at the top of the hill, with the town and
harbour far below.  We find a place after
driving round for a bit but when Bob goes to
pay he finds that the machine has broken so
can’t accept cash.  The notice says you have to
phone a number and then follow instructions.
We don’t want to give out bank details and
don’t use the internet on phones – so give up.
We find Carlyon Bay a few miles away, and
thankfully a lady takes cash as we drive in.
It’s a strange sort of place.  On the long, sandy
beach there are tents of various shapes and
sizes which house two bars, one burger-type
outlet, one coffee tent and one that sells knick-
knacks and cakes.  Behind them is a row of
port-a-loos.  But none of them has ice creams!
We’re staying at a Premier Inn in St Austell
tonight.  Identikit rooms – all over the country
– basic, but always spotlessly clean, with
helpful staff, and as much as you can eat for
breakfast.

Monday
How good it is to give thanks to you, O Lord, to
sing to your honour, O Most High God.

Psalm 92: 1.
The weather has, at last, changed back to
summer.  The sky is blue and it’s 22° at 10am
as we drive to Wheel Martyn Clay Mine, just
outside St Austell.  This china clay mine
started in Victorian times and is still working.
It is well presented and an interesting
education in a beautiful woodland setting.
Towards the end of the settling process they
used heather from the moor to filter out the
last of the impurities and coloured the settling
clay blue, judging how much colour to use by
watching the change.  We see two huge dragon
flies flitting above the pond.
We have a picnic before we leave then drive
towards Dartmeet.  At Tavistock the traffic is
at a standstill.  We stop-start through the town
which has throngs of people everywhere.  And
then we see the notice: TOUR OF BRITAIN
CYCLE RACE.  We presume we have got
through the problem as lots of cyclists in lycra
are waiting around.  But we crawl up the A386
into Dartmoor, following a snake of cars with a
police car in front.  It’s now 26°.  The higher
we go, the more people are parked on the
verge, some with chairs and tables, most just
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standing, waiting.
I’m glad when we get to Dartmeet at last, and
find the loo!  After a walk beside the bubbling
river we drive to Buckfastleigh and our last B
& B.  The river Dart runs beside Abbey Inn and
we can see and hear it, amongst the trees, from
our bedroom on the second floor.  This is an
old manor house, with thick walls and some
sloping floors.
I’ve booked a Brewers Fayre In Paignton for our
last dinner.  And it’s packed.  We join a queue
to get in.  They are very short-staffed!  We have
to queue again to order and there’s a notice to
say they are not taking orders after 8pm.
When I go to order our sweets, I hear someone
say there’s an hour’s wait for cooked meals!
But the sky is still blue, we can see the sea, and
we chat to the couple on the next table.  He’s
an undercover police officer and she’s given up
work to care for grandchildren.  In fact, I
realise now that I know quite a lot about them!

Tuesday
The ocean depths raise their voice, O Lord; they
raise their voice and roar.  Psalm 93: 3.
The waitress at breakfast is amazing.  We
choose a window table and she comes slowly
down the stairs, which are one side of the huge

room.  She’s helping the tall, handicapped
gentleman, who we’d seen in the bar the night
before when we checked in.  She’s tiny, and
seems in danger of being dragged over.  She
helps him to a table then somehow
understands him, in spite of his speech
impediment.  She’s respectful, patient and
caring, finding the larger bowl he wants then
cutting his cooked breakfast.  She finally gets
the chef from the kitchen to help him up the
hill to the car park.  As we leave after a lovely
breakfast, ending with croissants with butter
and jam, I thank her and also say I think she’s
wonderful.  She just smiles and thanks us for
being patient because she was delayed serving
everyone else.
We leave at 9.30am heading for Harlow, and
it’s already hot.  When we reach a service
station for our picnic lunch, it’s 30° so we are
thankful that the air-con is working.
We are so fortunate to be able to enjoy our
beautiful country, and thankful to God that the
brakes didn’t fail in the fast lane on the
motorway!

May God’s blessing be with you,
Hazel Taylor

Loving Father,

You know our future and it is safe in you hands.
You know our hopes and fears and you lead us with
gentle hands.  Help us to love and serve you.

May we study your Word and follow your way.
Bless and lead us as we celebrate our church Anniversary in October.
We pray for those who struggle because of illness or worry; for those who

have lost loved-ones due to Covid; those who are afraid to mix with others;
those who have lost hope.  Strengthen their faith as they turn to you.

In Jesus’ name, we pray, Amen.

PRAYER

As usual, in the DECEMBER MAGAZINE I will have a page of
Christmas Greetings.  If you would like one to be included, please
give it or send it to me by email before Saturday 13th November.   I
may have to shorten any long ones to around 25 words.
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Flowers:
 contact Margaret Mountsteven - 411028

or Hazel - 438905
Please let one of the above have the money and any colour preferences

two weeks before your flower date.

STARS
Each Tuesday in term time @ 10am

Contact: Alison Brand 445187

 NOVEMBER
  7th  Maameyaa Adabie
14th   Gisela Heinecke
   21st  Alison Brand
  28th  Margaret Torkildsen

First Tuesday OFFER WANTED
Second Tuesday  Gisela Heinecke
Third Tuesday  Gay Brown
Fourth Tuesday Gisela Heinecke
Regular helper at start - Andrew Proctor

HELPERS

The rota of those who will prepare and serve
tea, coffee and biscuits after church each week.
week 1 Gay Brown
week 2 offers please to Jean Gill
week 3 Hazel Taylor & Andrew Proctor
week 4 Alison Brown & Gisela Heinecke
week 5 offers please to Jean Gill

At present we are not able to re-start the Saturday Coffee Service.

Our thanks to those

who serve coffee

each week.



NOTE - CHANGES FROM THE PLAN IN BOLD for 3rd and 10th.
Saturday 2nd 10.30 - 3.30 Methodist Women in Britain (MWib) DISTRICT DAY see below

SUNDAY  3rd        10.30am Morning Worship and BAPTISM - Rev Blair Kirkby

Thursday 7th 12.30pm Friendship Group at Hazel’s home in Ladyshot

 SUNDAY 10th   10.30am Morning Worship and HOLY COMMUNION - Rev John Buxton
                           2.30pm Church Council Meeting
Saturday 16th 11.00am Anniversary Pop-in prayers

SUNDAY 17th 10.30am Anniversary Worship - Rev Dr David Chapman
         followed by Anniversary Buffet Lunch.  If you are coming,
                                                                                    please put your name on the list in the Foyer.
       6.00pm World Day of Prayer Service at Potter Street Baptist Church. All welcome
SUNDAY 24th   10.30am Morning Worship - Mr Fred Arthur

SUNDAY 31st 10.30am Morning Worship - Rev Blair Kirkby

SATURDAY 2nd - Come and hear about MWiB and learn about our District Project in aid of the
QUEEN VICTORIA SEAMEN’S REST, the Seamen’s Mission of the Methodist Church.
All Welcome.  Coffee from 10.00am. Soup at 1.00pm. tea and cakes at 3.30pm
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SUNDAY COFFEE
Do join us for juice, tea or coffee and biscuits after church

in the small hall.     Everyone welcome.

OCTOBER DIARY

SUNDAY CLUB
10.30am

WE ARE WORSHIPPING
          IN CHURCH
    and also on ZOOM

We don’t have helpers
for a crèche.

Could you help?
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Thursday 4th 12.30pm Friendship Group - venue to be arranged

SUNDAY 7th 10.30am Morning Worship and Holy Communion  - Rev John Buxton

SUNDAY 14th 10.30am Morning Worship on Remembrance Day -
                                                                                                                       Ms Elizabeth Stocksdale
Saturday  20th 11.00am Pop-in Prayers

SUNDAY  21st 10.30am Morning Worship - Rev Blair Kirkby

SUNDAY 28th 10.30am Morning Worship on the FIRST SUNDAY IN ADVENT -
                                                                                                                                          Mr John Ellis
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NOVEMBER
DIARY

CHRISTMAS NOTICES
DECEMBER

12th - 10.30am Toy and Gift Service
19th -   6.30pm Carol Service

SUNDAY CLUB
10.30am

DEADLINE FOR NEXT MAGAZINE -
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