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Last week I went to a Taize service.  Not just any Taize … a very special one.  Well it seemed a very special one to me.  We had been invited to hold the service at Christchurch – what a breakthrough – wonderful!  How far we have come ecumenically in Heald Green – I pray we can keep up the impetus.

In the Lord I’ll be ever thankful

In the Lord I will rejoice

Look to God, do not be afraid,

Lift up your voices the Lord is near

Lift up your voices the Lord is near.

…. we sang and I felt I was given the first item to share with you.  The Lord is Near.
I’ve just started on a group of sessions - a bit along the line of the Alpha course – entitled ‘God is Closer than you think’ and I thought you might like to think about questions and answers that were dealt with in week 1.

We began by watching a short video by the presenter John Orberg who firstly asked the question How close is God?  …. only a touch away …. and we were shown Michaelangelo’s painting in the Cistene chapel.
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We thought about the idea that God looks at us through the eyes of a father.  We were told of a man on a train with a lap-top computer.  A passenger alongside watched as the man scrolled through photo after photo of his son.  The man saw the other passenger watching and proudly explained that who the child was.  ‘Have you been away from your family for a time?’ asked the passenger thinking the father may have been on a lengthy business trip.  ‘No’ said the father ‘just one day’.  Just one day and the father had missed his child so much, needed to be near him, yearned to be with him. 

We were reminded of the story of Jacob’s ladder and how God shows up where we least expect him.  But there are 2 aspects to the ladder – one that it leads upwards to God but secondly that it leads downwards – that it represents heaven coming down – that God has come down, that he is here  with us.

We also thought about how God is always with us and were related the story of the bear and bear cub.  The bear cub wanders off away from his father but soon meets danger – a mountain lion ready to attack.  Seeing the look in the lion’s eyes the bear cub is frozen in fear and is unable to move.  The lion’s gaze changes …. the lion’s eyes become glazed with fear.  Why?  It’s only a little bear cub.  But the bear cub couldn’t see what was behind him.  Rearing to its full height the father bear had appeared behind the cub.  No match for the lion who slinks away.  The cub did not know that the father bear had been there …. but he was …. and would be always …. to love and to protect.

We completed our Taize service at Christchurch with the sung blessing …..

May God bless and keep you, 

May God’s face shine upon you

May God be kind to you and give you                                 peace

and these words had been considered in our session ….. 

A child was in bed.  He had wakened, frightened in the dark. He walked along the corridor and climbed into his father’s bed.  The child couldn’t see in the dark and asked ‘Is your face turned towards me?’  ‘Yes’ replies the father.

We were given some bible passages to read and consider – you might like to look at these

Psalm 139:  1 – 10
Psalm 145: 17 - 19

Psalm 89: 15 to 17 and 19 – 28

Psalm 46: 1 – 3


Psalm 32 v 8 and
Isaiah 42 v 16


Psalm 103: 8 – 14
James 1 v 17

And I finish with a thought from the second week ….

A rabbi was walking along a dusty road and a follower was trying to get close to hear what the rabbi had to say, to learn from the rabbi, to be a part of the rabbi’s world.  The follower walked so close that the dust that the rabbi kicked up stuck on the follower’s garment.  

Blessing:  May you be covered by the dust of your rabbi.
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From Dartmouth via Cath Charlett

THE GARDENER’S HYMN

All things bright and beautiful, 

     all creatures great and small,

All things wise and wonderful, 

     the Lord God made them all.

But what we never mention, 

     though gardeners know it’s true,

Is when he made the goodies, He made the      baddies too.

Chorus:  All things spray and swattable,       disaster great and small, 

  
All things paraquatable, 

the Lord God made them all.

The greenfly on the roses, 

the maggots in the peas,

Manure that fills our noses, 


he gave us all of these.
Chorus
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The fungus on the goose-gogs,


The club root on the greens,

The slugs that eat the lettuce

and chew the aubergines.
  Chorus

The drought that kills the fuchsias,


the frost that nips the buds,

The rain that drowns the seedlings, 


The blight that hits the spuds.
Chorus

The midges and mosquitoes, 


the nettles and the weeds,

The pigeons in the greenstuff, 


the sparrows on the seeds.

Chorus

The fly that gets the carrots, 


the wasp that eats the plums,

How black the gardener’s outlook, 


though green may be his thumbs.
Chorus

But still we gardeners labour, 


midst vegetables and flower,

And pray what hits our neighbours , 


will somehow bypass ours.
Chorus
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[image: image11.wmf]After a change from New- to Tor-quay due to circumstances beyond Sheila or Cath’s control, 21 of us set off again on our adventures with Robinsons. After a slight hold up at Lymm due to a feeder coach breakdown and someone getting a bit lost, we were soon on our way to the self-styled “Queen of the English Riviera” where we arrived in the rain!

Torquay, Paignton and Brixham are collectively known as the English Riviera, 22 miles of coastline and part of the 630 mile long South West Coastal Path, taking in some of the finest coastal scenery in Europe.  There are 11 Sites of Special Scientific Interest (SSSI’s), 24 beaches and coves including Torre Abbey sands which is the beach voted best in the UK for sand castle building and the English Riviera is home to a breeding seahorse population (“not a lot of people know that”)

[image: image12.wmf]On Sunday morning a short walk brought us to the Central Methodist Church which is a joint Methodist/URC church and whilst it had some lovely stained glass, it felt like being in a school assembly hall rather than a church.  The music was excellent, they had a large choir and a 9 foot Steinway grand piano but the sermon could have been a bit shorter!  Afterwards most of us felt the need for a coffee and a walk along the prom to wake ourselves up.  Sheila 

Dean and Cath braved the hotel pool and sauna, however, not being able to find the 

light, they saunaed themselves in the dark!

On Monday morning we set off in the pouring rain through some nice little villages on the first full day trip to Seaton, famous for its heritage tram railway.  Fortunately a very nice coffee shop was 

just around the corner from the coach stop so  most of us headed straight there out of the rain.  After re-arranging the chairs to accommodate us, cappuchinos, lattes and toasted teacakes were devoured with gusto 

and guess what? it stopped raining and we were able to view, if not ride on, the trams.  Then it was back along the coast, past Donkey Dean’s sanctuary and the 13th century village, Newton Poppleford, famous for its King Alfred daffodils to Sidmouth.  This is a really elegant Regency town with a genteel Jane Austenesque ambience.  The young Princess Victoria stayed here when she was 6 months old at, what is now the Royal Glen Hotel and the famous Connaught Gardens overlooking the Esplanade were named after and opened by her third son the Duke of Connaught.  There were lovely views across the bay, under the Triassic red sandstone cliffs you could see across to Branscombe beach, which hit the headlines in January after the MV. Napoli was beached off the coast.  The salvage operation is still going on and you could clearly see the vessel.  Apparently in the local pubs there, you can sample “Napoli’s on the Rocks”, a beer brewed by Branscombe Vale brewery to commemorate the incident.  Seaton and Sidmouth are situated along the 95 mile Jurassic Coast.  This unique geological coastline tells the earth’s story over 185 million years.  In 2001, UNESCO awarded it World Heritage Status in recognition of its unique landscape, joining other natural wonders like the Great Barrier Reef.  When we got back to the hotel it was lovely to find Dennis Williams waiting for us.  Dennis now lives in Hampshire and had travelled down by train to join us for the holiday, bringing with him the sunshine.
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Because we were not offered any extra excursions like last year, our intrepid tour reps, Sheila and Cath got to work with the Torquay yellow pages and organised a coach to Buckfast.  Paul, our driver, was born and bred on Dartmoor, his “back-yard”, he called it and he gave us a day out to remember.  Our first stop was Hay Tor Rocks, one of the granite tors in Baskerville country.  One side is used for army and mountain rescue training but we all managed to get up the gentle slope to the tor with great views over the Moor to the quarry where the granite for the original London Bridge came from.  Then it was on to Widecombe-in-the-Moor for coffee.  Famous for its annual fair and Uncle Tom Cobley and his friends, it was a perfect little village, ponies and their foals on the village green and not many tourists with it still being early in the season.  The churchwarden at the old church of St Pancras, nicknamed the “Cathedral of the Moor”, told Marjorie D that they are having problems with people stealing things, especially Americans wanting “a bit of the old country”.

The drive to Buckfastleigh took us through the beautiful Dart Valley via Ashburton with its tiny narrow little bridges, the Abbey at Buckfast owns most of the land here, renting it out to tenant farmers.  It was so peaceful at the Abbey, which was founded nearly a thousand years ago.  It suffered at the hands of Henry VIII but the present Benedictine community returned in 1882 and rebuilt it themselves on its medieval foundations completing the church in 1938.  It is a small but thriving order of about 30 monks who still gather 6 times a day for the offices beginning with Matins at 5.45am.  Quite a lot of us managed to join them for Nones at 2.15 (some press-ganged in by the Door Steward whilst only looking for somebody else!).  Today the Abbey is most famous for its brilliant stained glass, it’s bee-keeping and it’s tonic wine, honey and mead.  There was a lovely little Victorian (1881) Methodist chapel in the grounds which we all took great pleasure in visiting.  Our journey back took us along by the South Devon steam railway, the Riverford Organic farm, Dartington, Totnes and along the coast through Paignton.  Paul was a lovely, patient and informative driver and we all thoroughly enjoyed his company.

Wednesday dawned warm and sunny and after breakfast we were off to the maritime City of Plymouth where we were joined by Janey, a blue badge guide for a 1½ hour tour.  Plymouth is rich in history and heritage, there is so much more here than just the Hoe and a game of bowls.  It is situated at the mouth of the River Tamar which forms the boundary between Devon and Cornwall, crossed by Isambard Kingdom Brunel’s famous Royal Albert rail bridge, which opened in 1859 and the Tamar Road suspension bridge (1961).  They were getting prepared to paint the supporting chains and the paint is so thick it will be put on by workmen using special gloves instead of brushes and abseiling down.  Notices were being put on the bridge to warn drivers to watch the road and not the workmen!  Many, many famous people are connected with Plymouth including the great naval discoverers, Drake, Frobisher, Raleigh, Hawkins and Captain Cook.  Drake was actually mayor of the city in 1581 and during this time he owned 40 houses there.  Some of these old houses [image: image15.wmf]are still standing, in the Barbican  district there are streets dating from the 16th century.  The Black Friars Distillery, dating from 1793 pro-duces Plymouth Gin, which by law can only be pro-duced in Plymouth, it being a “Protected Geographical Indication” within the EU.  Inside the distillery is a wooden board listing all the names of the Pilgrim Fathers, who set out on the Mayflower, one of whom was a Merchant named John Turner.  During the Second World War, this important naval harbour suffered heavy damage.  On two consecutive nights in March 1941, 10,000 people lost their homes and 20 churches were destroyed.  The fires were so intense they could be seen from Salisbury Plain and it was as a direct result of this, that equipment used by the Fire Service today is standardised so help can be usefully got from neighbouring counties.  Two hours was not long enough to explore all that Plymouth had to offer.

[image: image16.wmf]We actually had a free day on the Thursday and time to catch our breath before our Mystery Trip on Friday.  Sheila had been quizzing our, not very forthcoming driver, Joe, to make sure we were not going to Buckfast again but as it turned out it was an interesting morning drive over the moor which took us to the dull sounding “House of Marbles”.  What a surprise and a little treasure, it is a working glass and games factory set in the old Bovey Tracey pottery.  Apart from the historic collections of rare marbles, games and bagatelles, it has 6 fantastic marble runs, including the biggest run in Britain.  This covered an entire wall and how the assistants work with the noise as the large wooden marbles went up, down, round and  through the run I don’t know.  In the afternoon quite a few people visited the fishing village of Brixham (not Brixton as I asked the bus driver for).  It was here that William of Orange first landed on English soil in 1688, well he was actually carried ashore by Brixham fishermen so he didn’t get his feet wet.  There is also a full-size replica of Drake’s ship the Golden Hind, which seemed quite tiny compared to today’s Round-the-World cruise ships!

I think everyone will agree, we all had another enjoyable Church Family Holiday.  Our hotel was good, the food was good and again we had excellent service from our Polish waitress, Julie.  We enjoyed good fellowship (22 of us in Sheila and Alan’s bedroom!) and it was lovely to have Dennis with us to share the week’s adventures and the new national bus passes (hope you have now got yours Sheila) were well used.  Our gratitude for their organisation of a really good holiday was shown to Sheila and Cath by presenting them each with a handmade cushion from Buckfast Abbey (the purchase of which caused some of us to unexpectedly attend Nones in the Abbey and others to be eyed very suspiciously in the gift shop while wondering where said persons were!!!)

Once again our thanks from everyone for a brilliant CFH – is it Eastbourne next year Sheila??

Kathy Atkinson

PS  There is so much you could write about Devon’s towns  it would be like a history lesson so here are just a few odd bits to whet your appetite even further for a visit.  

· Plymouth station was actually opened by Dr Beeching

· You can do a degree in surfing (plus a bit of other stuff) at the University of Plymouth

· Isaac Singer (of sewing machine 

fame) built a house at Paignton and Sheila Benson’s uncle   was captain of his son, Paris’ yacht

· Agatha Christie was born in Torquay, lived at Greenways, along the Dart estuary which was given to the National Trust and opens in 2009. Walking the Agatha Christie mile takes you to some of the places that inspired her life and works

·    It was the 1st English Riviera Cream Tea Festival while we were there and to settle any argument, when in Devon, its cream first then jam and when in Cornwall it’s the other way round

· [image: image17.wmf][image: image18.wmf]
The establishment used as Fawlty Towers is now the 3* Gleneagles boutique hotel in the chic Wells-   wood area of town  And on that note I will finally finish!   KAA

PPS. While writing this article 1,300 feet of the Jurassic Coast has disappeared after the biggest landslide for 100 years along the Undercliff between Lyme Regis and Charmouth, it’s a good job the French Lieutenant’s Woman wasn’t going for a walk!

(Metro News May 8th 2008, p.16)
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What makes a good hymn?  Is it the tune or the words?  While the words of some hymns lodge in the memory, I believe the tunes make the popularity of great hymns.

Hymns have been sung ever since man discovered how to use his voice to make musical sounds.  The earliest sacred music was plainsong - just single vocal lines.  This developed into polyphony – several lines – and these into what we call harmony – a blend of musical parts.  The tunes of the great traditional Methodist hymns in “Hymns and Psalms” are a direct descendant and carry in them a history of sacred inspiration.  But are they still relevant today?

I believe they are.  True, some of them contain dated language, but so does a lot of popular great literature which still inspires.  Most of the tunes have regular rhythms and are easy to sing.  But there are some not so good with obscure words and unmemorable tunes.

Similarly, there are some great modern popular religious songs, as found in “Songs of Fellowship” – a massive collection of over a thousand songs.  Some of these have irregular tunes and, when 
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unfamiliar, are difficult for a congregation to sing.  Some of the words are repetitive, with questionable phraseology.  But here also there are some great and moving songs with tunes reflecting popular musical taste.  Many of them are now, justifiably, becoming ‘standard repertoire’. 

I believe we should include the best of both traditional and modern sacred songs in our services.  There should be an even balance between the two.  TV programmes such as “Songs of Praise” often contain the most popular and best examples of both.  Perhaps such programmes should guide choice.  Above all, we should have an open mind – after all, Bach was once considered ‘modern’ and some would regard Graham Kendrick as ‘old hat’!  Musical taste is very personal and I have not sought to bore

 you by waxing eloquent about my own favourites!  

But we all come to worship to be uplifted and inspired – which is what great sacred music does – whether it is Ancient or Modern.                                Bill Golightly
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[image: image23.wmf]I and my husband George arrived in Perth, Western Australia at 3.15 pm on 2nd April 2008 after a long flight via Singapore, using their new Terminal 3 at Changi Airport, to visit my sister-in-law Clair.  This was my second, and my husband’s third journey there in 13 months – but more of that later.

We spent the first couple of days chatting and generally relaxing and then on Saturday 5th April at 7.15 am we boarded the “Pioneer” train to Kalgoorlie, a mining town in the Goldfields.  This is the same line that the “Indian Pacific” train travels on to the East Coast.  (Maybe next time?)  (Yes please! – Ed).  The train was very roomy and comfortable with excellent view of the passing countryside.  In fact, travelling by train gave us the true feeling of vastness which is difficult to compre- hend by air.  We pass through Perth suburbs, then some small towns where we realized that the height of the trees had become lower and the vegetation sparser.  We travelled into the wheatbelt – acres and acres of it – and a couple of times had to stop to allow freight trains to pass.  These are enormous and can take as long as 20 mins to pass completely.  An interesting feature of the trackside is a water pipeline.  This scheme was devised by C.Y. O-Connor, the City Engineer of Kalgoorlie in the early 1920s to bring water from Mundaring, near Perth, to Kalgorlie.  He encountered much criticism and derision from the powers-that-be who said it would never work. Because of this he committed suicide by walking into the ocean.  But he was right.  His plans were good and the system still works.  When it was built it was the longest water pipeline in the world.  For those of you who enjoy facts and figures, it is 330 miles long and the water is raised 375 yards using a system of pumps.

When we arrived in Kalgoorlie in mid-afternoon we sought out the visitors centre to arrange a tour for the following Monday and to acquaint ourselves with our surroundings.  Sunday morning found us heading up the main street towards the Pit Head structure which dominates it and houses the Western Australian Museum .  We joined a tour there which took us through the vaults in which there is a magnificent display of gold artefacts plus a unique Geological Survey collection of gold nuggets found in the area.  Then – a delight for anyone who loves any form of transport – a museum which includes a wooden bicycle! As wood was a readily-available resource in the bush this made sense for the pioneers.  There are also various buildings open to view including an early branch of the Western Australian Bank and a miner’s cottage.  These contrast vividly with the opulent, panlled offices of the mining company entre-preneur Claude deBarnales.

[image: image24.wmf]Monday 7th April found us in a group of 9 people taking a tour of Kalgoorlie during which we were driven along the extremely wide streets and our attention drawn to the many interesting buildings. A lot of these are Victorian and some have Indonesian influences.  The main street is called Hannan Street to com-memorate Paddy Hannan who, with two companions, stumbled across “the richest square mile in Australia” when he found gold in the red earth while en route to the goldfields further east.  Understandably, they went no further, pegged out their claim overnight and at first light went to the mining office to register their interest.  Paddy Hannan’s statue sits on the corner of the main street.  Saint Barbara also has a statue dedicated to her, complete with a fountain and her sad story etched into stone around its base.  Talking of wide streets, do you know why Kalgoorlie has such extraordinarily wide ones?  Answer at the end of this article.

Next we moved on to the Superpit where huge mechanical vehicles look like Dinky toys on the terraced levels dug into the earth.  In fact, the Visitor Centre there will be engulfed by the mine workings within 12 months and a new centre will be built 100 yards away.  Our tour continued into the adjoining town of Boulder passing through their famous, and legal, Red Light District and moving swiftly on to the Royal Flying Doctor Service base.  This was founded in 1928 and we were sur-prised to discover that Govt Funding does not extend to providing aeroplanes – the organisation has to raise this money itself.  Quite amazing as all patients in the whole of Western Australia who require intensive care or specialist maternity services have to be flown to Perth because nowhere else in the state has the facilities.

[image: image25.wmf]In the afternoon we were taken to Hannan’s North Tourist Mine where we visited the Miner’s Hall of Fame and then joined a tour of the mine, travelling 33 yards underground in a miner’s cage and wearing hard hats.  Our tour was conduc-ted by a retired miner along low and narrow passages.  During our time there the skills of the miners were displayed and use of some of the equipment demonstrated.  It was really fascinating.  We returned to Perth on Tuesday for a brief rest before going on our next trip.

With the author’s permission I have changed and split the article.  So you will have to wait with baited breath for details of the next trip.                          Ed

The main reason for our rather frequent visits to W Australia which I referred to in my opening paragraph was the sudden death of my brother-in-law Bill in August 2007.  We had spent a happy month with him and his wife Clair in March 2007, but my but my husband returned for his funeral and by then we had dcided that both of us would go out to see Clair this year.  So it was decided that Wednesday 16th April would be the day that we collected and then scattered Bill’s ashes.  Bill was a member of the Eastern Austra-lian Marathon Club for many years, completing numerous marathons and ten ultra-marathons (40 miles).  Yes, it’s a long, long way even in the balmy climate of Western Australia.  Clair decided to scatter his ashes along his running route between Mundaring and York.  First of all we had to collect the ashes – an emotional time, as you can imagine.  Then we set off.  I sat in the front of the car and George sat in the back, holding the casket.  “Are you all right there, George?” asked Clair.  Back came the reply “He’s not heavy, he’s my brother”.  The spot for scattering had already been selected by Clair – a glade just off the road, with some white gum trees  A truly beautiful sight against the deep blue sky and decorated with the distinctive colour of the gum trees’ foliage.  We parked and moved away from the road.  After a silent minute hugging each other, thinking our own thoughts and looking through tearful eyes, we started what we had come to do.  This, curiously, had a healing effect on us, a feeling of right-ness, of doing exactly what Bill would have been happy with.  Some ashes were also scattered at the 24 mile stage where, Bill always said “the going gets really tough”.  On we went to York, a town established to keep the gold prospectors supplied with essentials, and ordered lunch in one of the cafes.  Just as we had been served with our meals, the electricity supply failed throughout the main thoroughfare of York.  We like to think this was Bill’s message to acknowledge that we had carried out our task to his satisfaction!

Finally (in this episode anyway) – the answer to the Kalgoorlie roads question.  Here goes.  The early pioneers used camel trans for transportation in the arid climate.  Camels cannot turn sharply because they tend to dislocate their knees, and so the roads were made wide enough for them to be turned safely.
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The café continues to run successfully on a day to day basis fulfilling the community outreach aims we set out to meet.  However, we still need to meet the real needs of the young people in Heald Green and our next project is to raise enough money to appoint a full time Christian Youth Worker.  This will be met by a combination of Grant Applications, income from the café and a challenge to increase the number of people who contribute £5 per month. 

I was recently speaking to a young man from Detroit, Michigan explaining the set up of the café.  He was extremely interested and commented that they had nothing like it in Detroit, they had nothing with the character that we had created …… only Starbucks!  Better than Starbucks!  We’re coming up in the world. 

We have been blessed with the appointment of our Café Manager, Sarah, who has helped to create a even more friendly and personal feeling which is much appreciated by our customers and also by the volunteers. We will be 3 years old in July so watch out for the birthday party!  3 years!!! Doesn’t time fly? 

Sarah has personally instigated a late opening evening on Thursdays and remains open until 6.00 pm to allow for the 

early evening trade at that time.  We did try until 8.00 pm but hardly anyone pat-ronised the café between 6.00 pm and 8.00 pm so this was discontinued.

A recent exciting development was that we were approached by the Police with a re-  

quest that we open one evening per week so that when Community Police find a group of youngsters hanging about they 

can direct them to the café and this has been happening on Friday evenings for a monthly trial.  After several meetings it was agreed that two Community Police would be allocated to work in the café and they ‘reside’ in mufti for the evening.  The first two weeks were very successful with between twenty and thirty young people coming into the café.  However, these second two weeks failed to attract any young people at all.  This is the end of the four week trial and our view is that we should suggest to the Police that we undertake another trial in the Autumn when the evenings are darker and see whether the light nights and weather might be the deciding factors.  We are deeply grateful for those who volunteered, their commitment to the trial was deeply appreciated.

[image: image29.wmf]Another trial that we have been running is ‘Computing from Scratch’ – computer workshops/courses in the Upper Room on Tuesday afternoons.  We have held three 3-week courses comprising Word Processing, Word Processing and Internet and the third week e-mailing.  The charge worked out at £4 for a 2-hour session.  We have tried various ways of presenting the course and whilst they have been reasonably popular we are ‘resting’ until September when we may continue on
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A lecturer, when explaining stress management to an audience, raised a glass of water and asked ‘How havy is this glass of water?”  Answers ranged from 20g to 500g.


The lecturer replied, ‘The absolute weight doesn’t matter.  It depends on how long you try to hold it.  If I hold it for a minute, that’s not a problem.  If I hold it for an hour, I’ll have an ache in my arm.  If I hold it for a day, you’ll have to call an ambulance.  In each case, it’s the same weight, but the longer I hold it, the heavier it becomes.

He continued, ‘And that’s the way it is with stress management.  If we carry our burdens all the time, sooner or later, as the burden becomes increasingly heavy, we won’t be able to carry on.  As with the glass of water, you have to put it down for a while and rest before holding it again.  When we’re refreshed, we can carry on with the burden.’

‘So, before you return home tonight, put the burden of work down – don’t carry it home.  You can pick it up tomorrow.  Whatever burdens you’re carrying now, let them down for a moment if you can.’

‘So, my friend put down anything that may be a burden to you right now.  Don’t pick it up again until after you’ve rested a while.  


a single workshop basis.  Have a word with Margaret if you might be interested.  

And so we go from strength to strength.  If you feel you are able to volunteer for a short stint in the café your help will always be greatly appreciated.  Its lovely meeting the people that come in.



Margaret & Charles

Here are some great ways of dealing with the burdens of life:

· Accept that some days you’re the pigeon, and some days you’re the statue.

· Always keep your words soft and sweet, just in case you have to eat them.

It was quite a coincidence that Cath Charlett gave me this item.  In this week’s lesson of the course I am doing the presenter also dealt with  this topic – our burdens.

His advice was even more profound and lasting than the stress management course where we are advised to put the burden down, have a rest and when refreshed pick the burden up again.

In the course I went on we were advised to take the burden to God.  Explain what was troubling us.  Give the burden to God and we will be relieved of it.

Like bowling a ball, some bowlers bowl the ball and then carry out a frenzied dance encouraging the bowl to go in the direction the bowler wanted.  But once the bowl has left the hand no amount of dancing will change the route the bowl will take.

Bowl your burden and let it go … to God.  Really, really let it go.  Take a deep breath.  Stand (or sit) and watch it wind its way to God for him to deal with.  It wont be necessary to pick it up again.

The following has been gleaned from the Wilmslow Express backed up by Internet.  

ROMANY MANIA

Probably Britain’s smallest tourist attraction opened in Wilmslow in May.  

The ever-popular Vardo - Romany’s caravan - will be open on the second Saturday of every month that is June 14th, July 12th, August 9th and September 13th from noon until 3pm.

The caravan is situated in the Romany Memorial Garden on South Drive, Wilmslow and shows the belongings of legendary writer and broadcaster known as Romany who gave regular BBC broadcasts on nature walks in the 1950s.  

Romany was the pen name of the Rev. George Bramwell Evens, a Methodist minister, and the responsibility of looking after the caravan was taken on by Macclesfield BC in 1974.

Members of the Romany Society will be in attendance with a bookstall to give visitors a chance to read more about Romany.  You may also be lucky and find that a bird of prey display team - Majestic Owls – will be being flown to show off their hunting skills and also possibly James Grundy and his vast collection of cute newts for the kids to have a peek at, and the kids’ favourite Hotchi the Hedgehog, a highly-amusing puppet show.

In its time the caravan has visited the Cheshire Show and was filmed by BBC TV for John Craven’s ’Country File’ programme.  A special Cheshire Tourism Conservation Award was made for the work carried out to the Vardo, whose interior was restored to what it was like when used by Romany and his family on holiday in his beloved north country.
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Many grandparents are using Romanys’ books to teach children to read, and to care about the environment. Arising from his prolific output of newspaper articles and books, and the extension of his Northern Children’s Hour programmes to the national network, Romany acquired a following of millions, whose knowledge of nature and wildlife was greatly enhanced by his gentle, yet expert, approach. Romany led the way long before today’s environmental problems were identified.

The Romany Society was re-formed in 1996 and has Terry Waite as Patron and Mrs Romany Watt as President, and membership numbers more than 200. 

May be worth a visit with the grand-children during the long summer holidays!!!
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On 6th April during the morning service led by Charles there was a Naming Ceremony for Chloe Kinlin, a member of the Sunday Club. Her parents Chris Kinlin and Sarah Ridings supported her and she received a lighted candle from Isobel Cowan and a bible from Daniel Frazer. At  the same service we also welcomed the family and friends of Alfie Honeyford Dickens who was baptised. His God parents read the lessons and his parents Ashley Honeyford and Richard Dickens received a  lighted candle and a bible on his behalf from Isobel Cowan and Daniel  

Frazer respectively.  ‘Goody’ bags were given to visitors as they left church containing church information and a book of one of the Gospels.

After the service there was a faith lunch followed by the church A.G.M. Charles showed a  45 min. DVD about the latest Alpha course and then spoke about the proposed courses at our church starting on  

Thursday mornings. He is giving out prayer cards and asks that people pray every day for this course and its leaders Phil Maltby, Sue Markall, John and Judy Ream, Charles Nevin, John Harrison and Lesley Gribbin.  

A business meeting followed at which we were delighted to hear that Cath Charlett has volunteered to become a Steward once  

more. Ena Levine has retired as a Church representative to the Church Council and it was suggested that Irene Hall as the new Pre-School Head be asked to join the Church Council.  Ann Mallender has retired after acting as Room Booking secretary for 7 years.  Sheila Benson will write to thank her for a job very well done. The Armstrongs are to undertake the financial part of the job. Bookings  

are to be handled by Leslie Gribbin. The key holder will be John Harrison.

Ewan Holt pointed out that the church will lose several thousands of pounds in Gift Aid because of changes to the Tax system. A notice will appear in the Church worship sheet asking people to consider giving more money in their collection.

On 13th April the President of Conference Rev. Martyn Atkins preached at a service at Wilmslow Methodist church. The Rev. Ruth Jackson gave the call to worship. Charles led the opening  prayers and Rev.  

Richard Lowson gave an amusing ‘All age reflection’ about God loving us as we are. Ron Caseley read from the Gospel  of  Matthew. The District Chairman Rev. Keith Davies introduced the President who  

spoke interestingly about some of his travels while in office, such as those to churches in Cuba which are growing explosively. He found their focus to be on spreading the Good News to adults and children around them more than on buildings; even though premises are needed to train the many people coming forward for the ministry. Rev. Gill  

Newton, the Circuit Superintendent, led the prayers of concern and closed the worship with a blessing.  Music was provided by young singers and their band from the Wilmslow church and by a Circuit choir led by Joan Houghton, which included most members of our choir, who sang the anthem “We  are the church”.

In the evening there was a very well attended meeting at the URC church between the Churches Together and the Muslim community. After refreshments and conversation had been enjoyed everyone moved into church. Charles introduced three Muslims, two ladies and a man from the Didsbury Islamic centre in Didsbury who spoke about the beliefs  

and practices of their faith. Then three Christians spoke; Father Paul about the Bible, Rev. James Ambrose about the Trinity and Rev. Mike Walsh, most movingly, about the Kingdom of God. All the speakers were well received and it was agreed that there should be further meetings and that we should try to co-operate on some community projects. A name was sought for the group and the Muslims seemed to favour ‘Faith2gether’

At the morning service on 20th April members of the Sunday Club came  

into church dressed as characters from the bible from Genesis to St. Luke’s Gospel. Isobel Cowan and Joe McEwan came as a dove and a  monkey from Noah’s ark. Lucy Godsell came as Rachel, Jacob’s wife. Ella Frazer and Bernie Maltby each repres-ented the daughter of  

Pharaoh who rescued Moses from the bulrushes. Lesley and Hayley Gribbin came as frogs from the plague which attacked the Egyptians before the exodus. Bob Reah was Moses and Bob Downs came as Boaz, Ruth’s husband. Lauren Green and Jack Bewley both came as Goliath.  Moving to the New Testament, Wyn Jones came as Elizabeth and Chloe  

Kilin, Olivia Cash, Emily Haines and Caitlin Whelan-Frost all came as angels. From the Nativity scene, Jasmine Hewson came as Mary and Cameron McEwan came as a shepherd. Max Cowan was Herod and Nathan Haines, Jordan Cash and Milo Whelan-Frost were Roman soldiers.

On the evening of 27th April there was a Taizé style service at Christ Church. The singing was led by our choir, joined by several members of Christ Church. Liz Spinks organised the music and Susan  

Bayley accompanied the singing. Father Paul Lomas led the prayers. The service was well received by the sizeable congregation.

0n 11th May, Pentecost was celebrated by a Parade service led by  

Charles. The choir sang the introit “Send forth your Spirit Lord”.  The theme was the Olympic games which is heralded by a flaming torch being taken round the world by various athletes and is finally used  to light a flame which burns throughout the games. The Olympic Games motto is “Faster, higher, stronger”. Members of the Scout Group and the Sunday Club took part in a “Guess the sport or event” game.

Christian Aid week  On 18th May the preacher David James led a Christian Aid service linked to a Pentecost theme. We heard about people in a Ghanian village who managed to rebuild and open a new school by asking for money from the government. The money had become available because of the “Drop the debt” initiative. We saw a short film about Bangladesh, a country already suffering the effects of climate change because  

most of the land is at sea level and many fresh water sources become contaminated, adversely affecting plant and animal life . Villages are being encouraged to organise Water Councils. They can then work  

together, with help from an organisation supported by Christian Aid, to collect and preserve rainwater in clean, germ free conditions. Clean water leads to a better, healthier life for them all. The  

congregation were given copies of the Christian Aid prayer and a postcard which it is hoped they will send to the Prime Minister reminding him about climate change and Carbon Dioxide emissions. 

A Quiz was held at the Café on 16th May. Quizzaid was organised by Charles Lindsey of St. Catherine’s Church. Unfortunately the Brown Lane team had to drop out at the last minute. However the Quiz organisers donated £10 to our Christian Aid collection, which was  

also boosted by £25 from the Youth Club.  

Cath Charlett, who once again ran our House to House envelope collection will let us know the grand total collected for the next issue of the bulletin. Many thanks go to her for the effort she makes in trying to find new collectors, as older ones drop out. It is a  

daunting task but she undertakes it valiantly.

Drop the Debt Fast. It is the tenth anni-versary of the Birmingham G8  

DROP THIRD WORLD DEBT CAMPAIGN.  Many people at church signed links to go to make up a chain in Birmingham before 18th May. It will be used in a mass action to demand further debt release ahead of the G8 in Japan.

Miscellaneous news

We wish Jean Nelson and her husband well in their new home, a bungalow in Lea Road nearer to the village centre than their old home – her next door neighbour is Irene Cleave who, along with her husband was a great help on ‘moving in’ day. We welcome Mary Hanlon, who has recently started to come to our services. Read her article on her recent Australian holiday elsewhere in the bulletin.

Congratulations to:

Leigh Turner who has been appointed UK Ambassador to the Ukraine from  1st June.

Judith Durrant on a ‘Commended’ for a pastel of West Ireland entered for the Altrincham Art Society Competition.

Kathleen Atkinson and Alf Hampson and Susan and John Turner who won prizes for their entries in the Torquay holiday quiz. (For more about the holiday read Kathleen’s article)

and to people with notable Birthdays in April:

Beryl Haggis on her 80th birthday which she celebrated in fine style with her friends and family, including 7 grandchildren, around her.  It had the additional benefit for the rest of  us of a visit from Rev. Chris Eddy, a former member of our church. 

Irene Cleave on her 80th birthday, again celebrated with family and friends.

Cath Charlett on her 60th birthday. She has just retired from work at the Estate Agent’s

and we wish her every happiness for the future. She is a very welcome returning member of the Stewards’ Team.

Deaths

Tragically, Barbara Ritchie has suffered the loss of her father Eric White and her older son Colin in this period. Eric was a true gentleman. He and his wife were long time members of our church and for 9 years he was the auditor of the Fellowship accounts. He died aged 95 years after a long period of failing health. A service of  

celebration for his life was very well attended at church by his family and friends from Gatley Golf Club, the Masons and church people.  Barbara spoke lovingly and amusingly about her father. Ken Heath, a golfing friend, also gave us his thoughts about Eric. Good rousing hymns were sung and Charles delivered the Eulogy. Donations were sent to St. Ann's Hospice.  Colin died after suffering many years of a debilitating illness. He  

attended Brown Lane Sunday School and its youth group when he was young, mainly in the time that Rev. Peter Willis was our minister. Charles conducted his funeral at Stockport crematorium.

Marjorie Bracegirdle’s brother died at the beginning of April. 

The Rev. Michael Walsh, Minister at Heald Green URC church, lost his  

mother, who died after an operation in April.

We were saddened to learn in Sunday 1st June’s service that Helen Gallamore had died the previous day following a long battle with MS.  Our sympathy goes to Ian, Neil and Andrew in this sad loss.

We send our sympathies and love to all who have lost dear relatives and friends recently.

Illness

Sheila Dean has had a further operation on her shoulder but  unfortunately had a fall after she returned home badly bruising her  

face.  Ron Caseley has suffered a bad leg infection recently.  Ena Levine has had successful laser treatment on one eye, which has enabled her to read once more.

Flo Weedall and Cath Hall have both been poorly recently. Betty Sykes is out of hospital after 4 months – it was good to see her in Café Unity when she told Margaret she was recovering somewhat slowly. 

Evelyn James has also had his knee operation.  We pray for all these people that they may be healed and have peace of mind in the knowledge of God’s love for them.



Birth

And on a celebratory note we congratulate Bernie & Phil Maltby on the birth of a grand-daughter weighing in at 7lbs 7ozs on 28th May by Caesarian to daughter Helen (McDonald) and Charlie – a lovely new sister for five and a half year old Missie.

At time of publication no name had been chosen.





The tiny cabin cruiser clawed its way up each steep-sided wave, teetered on the top and then plummeted down the other side.  The wind-whipped spray smacked into our faces before cascading onto the chart table.  Sea water swilled around the feet of the fourteen-year-old boy huddled in the tiny cockpit of the boat. The fuel gauge read zero and our progress towards our destination of Mudeford seemed minimal and our arrival felt unlikely.  

The day had started well enough with bright sunshine, azure blue sky and cotton wool clouds dotted here-and-there.  There had been lots of laughter as we had let out silver trails to see if we could hook any mackerel as we headed for Yarmouth Harbour on the Isle of Wight.  Our stay was very brief, just enough time to step ashore and use the toilet facilities before heading back into an unforeseen storm that had blown up in The Solent.  

This was my lasting impression of the only other time that I had been anywhere near the Isle of Wight, but now Bernie and myself were heading there to stay with my brother Colin and his wife Pamela, who had recently relocated to Freshwater.

Our train journey to Lymington Pier, where we were met by my brother Colin, was faultless and we had a pleasant ferry trip across to Yarmouth spending the half-

hour drinking tea out on the deck.  The signs for our week away looked good and so it proved to be.

We spent most of our time walking around the island – what else would you expect us to do – except for one day which we spent on Colin’s boat bird-spotting and picnic-ing within the waters of the marshland

nature reserve of Newtown – no nasty storms to spoil that wonderful day.  

Incidentally, whilst you may have heard of the Seven Wonders of the World, did you know that the Isle of Wight has its own ‘Eight Wonders’?  

1
Needles you cannot thread!  

2
Freshwater you cannot drink!  

3 Cowes you cannot milk!  

4 Newport you cannot bottle!  

5 Lake you can walk through and stay dry! 

6  Ryde where you can walk!  

7 Newtown which is very old!  

8 Winkle Street where there are no   winkles!

Our first walk took in Tennyson Down (with its monument to Alfred Lord Tennyson); the Needles (with the famous battery originally built as a defence against invasion by France and later used for testing the Black Arrow and Black Knight space rocket engines); Alum Bay (a popular tourist attraction famous for its coloured sands used to fill glass ornaments); and Headon Warren (gun emplacements, a Bronze Age burial mound, flowering heather, and lots of rabbits).  One thing that struck home quite forcibly was my lack of knowledge of certain aspects of history, none more so than the fact that Tennyson had lived on the Isle of Wight.  Tennyson and I are Lincolnshire lads.  His father-in-law was the vicar of Louth – my birthplace.  I have visited the rectory at Somersby on several occasions – his birthplace.  His family used to spend summer holidays at Mablethorpe – I lived there until I was sixteen.  Tennyson attended Louth Grammar School – as did my father, albeit some years later.  I should have known that he had lived on the Isle of Wight – but more of Tennyson a little later.

Another walk took us across Freshwater to Freshwater Bay, passing Farringdon House (once the home of Tennyson), the thatched church of St Agnes and a statue of Jimmi Hendrix who had appeared at the contro-versial Isle of Wight Festival in 1970.  From Freshwater Bay we picked up the Tennyson Trail following the inland nature trail through Afton Marsh, and then following the old railway line by the River Yar to get to Yarmouth. Continuing along the seafront we arrived at Totland Bay with its short esplanade and private pier – an artist has his studio at the end of the pier.

A walk along St Catherine’s Down, my brother Paul and his wife Heather had joined us for the weekend, saw us standing under the Hoy Monument - erected by Michael Hoy to comme-morate the visit to Britain of Tsar Alexander the First of Russia in 1814.  The monument is a graceful stone pillar which rises seventy-two feet into the windswept sky but there is some controversy surrounding it.  It is difficult to know whether Michael Hoy erected the monument purely to honour the Tsar’s visit or whether it was in gratitude for the business opportunities that he had been given in Russia.  At a later date, William Henry Dawes, who had served in the 22nd Regiment of Foot, had a plaque put on the north face of the pillar’s base in memory of the British soldiers who fell at Inkerman and Sebastopol in the Crimea War.  There is some speculation that Dawes might have been annoyed by the column’s tribute to the Russian monarch whose descendant led the troops opposing Britain in the Crimea.  What is true is that the monument is now an integral part of the landscape and serves as a way-marker for walkers using the Island’s footpaths.

Further across St Catherine’s Down is a medieval lighthouse which the locals have nicknamed ‘The Pepperpot’.  We didn’t manage a visit this time but if we return it will be one of our targets.

I don’t know what you are like, but whenever we visit new places we like to take time to look at local churches, and so it was on this holiday.  I have already mentioned the thatched church of St Agnes where, incidentally, we met two ladies who were planning a flower festival to celebrate the centenary of this lovely little church that had been built on land donated by the Tennyson Family.  In addition, we were able to visit St Peter’s and St Paul’s Church at Mottistone, where the chancel roof timbers were taken from a shipwreck; the Church of the Holy Spirit at Newtown; and we discovered that the large lych-gate of Christchurch was constructed from timbers taken from HMS Thunderer, a veteran of the Battle of Trafalgar.  Finally, we visited the Totland Bay Methodist Church where we not only enjoyed worshipping with the local congregation but met a lady called Liz who had moved to the Isle of Wight just six months earlier from Heald Green – she used to worship at St Catherine’s but felt God calling her to serve at Totland.

There are so many other things that I would like to share with you but this article might already be too big for our editor.  If I get the opportunity in the future, I will tell you more about the Island – red squirrels, dinosaurs, PLUTO, the garden full of humorous sayings, and tragic shipwrecks.

I promised that I would come back to Tennyson and so I have.  Did you realise that Tennyson, after Shakespeare, is the most frequently quoted writer in ‘The Oxford Dictionary of Quotations’.  Some of Tennyson’s phrases have become commonplace in the English language – at least they were when I was growing up: “…better to have loved and lost…”; “Theirs not to reason why… theirs but to do and die…”; “My strength is as the strength of ten… because my heart is pure…” to quote just a few. Queen Victoria was an ardent admirer of Tennyson’s work and bestowed him with various titles one of which was Baron Tennyson of Freshwater in the Isle of Wight.   Tennyson’s life at Freshwater features in Virginia Woolf’s play of the same name.  However, one of the things that intrigued me about Tennyson was his attitude towards religion.  I had thought, naively, that he might have been of the Christian faith, with his father having been the vicar at Somersby but some of his works suggested a leaning towards agnosticism.  In ‘In Memoriam’   he wrote: “There lives more faith in honest doubt, 

believe me, than in half the creeds.”  In ‘Maud’ he wrote: “The churches have killed their Christ.”  In ‘Locksley Hall 

Sixty Years After’, we find: “Christian love among the churches look’d the twin 


of heathen hate.”  And, finally, in his play ‘Becket’, we find: “We are self-uncertain creatures, and we may, Yea, even when we know not, mix our spites and private hates with our defence of Heaven.”

It struck me, when considering these quotes that, as practising Christians, we have an awesome responsibility to live a life that reflects the teachings of our Lord Jesus.  Heaven forbid that someone might gain from us a perception of Christians like that gained by a literary figure of Alfred Lord Tennyson’s magnitude.

God Bless, Phil Maltby.
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I would also like to begin by thanking all those who have responded to my plea for articles for the Bulletin.  I still have one or two in my pocket but will always be –grateful   


for literary contributions


just put them in the


 plastic Bulletin box in


 the vestibule.








Many thanks Cath





TRIPPING TO TORQUAY


19th  to 26th April 


Church Family Holiday 2008








Many thanks Kathy for this lively article – I knew you wouldn’t let me down.  There seems to have been an awful lot of coffee drunk!!!! and I wonder about the ’Napoli on the Rocks’ beer, the Buckfast tonic(!) wine and the Blackfriars Distillery Plymouth Gin.  Sounds like a veritable pub crawl rather than a church family holiday!!!  Ed





Snippet from ‘Enquire Within’ the magazine of Torquay Central church.





Recently, I was diagnosed with A.A.A.D.D. – Age Activated Attention Deficit Disorder.  This is how it manifests:-


I decide to wash my car.  As I start towards the garage, I notice that there is mail on the hall table.  I decide to go through the mail before I wash the car.  I lay my car keys down on the table, put the junk mail in the trash can under the table, and notice that the trash can is full.  So I decide to put the bills back on the table and take out the trash first.  But then I think, since I’m going to be near the mailbox when I take out the trash anyway, I may as well pay the bills first.  I take my checkbook off the table and see that there is only one check left.  My extra checks are in my desk in the study, so I go to my desk where I find the can of Coke that I had been drinking.  I’m going to look for my checks, but first I need to push the Coke aside so that I don’t accidentally knock it over.  I can feel that the Coke is getting warm and I decide I should put in in the refrigerator.  As I head toward the kitchen with the Coke a vase of flowers on the counter catches my eye – they need to be watered.  I set the Coke down on the counter, and discover my reading glasses that I’ve been searching for all morning.  I decide I better put them back on my desk, but first I’m going to water the flowers.  I set the glasses back down on the counter, fill a container with water and suddenly I spot the TV remote.  Someone left it on the kitchen table.  I realise that tonight when we go to watch TV I will be looking for the remote but I won’t remember that it’s on the kitchen table, so I decide to put it back in the den where it belongs, but first I’ll water the flowers.  I splash some water on the flowers, but most of it spills on the floor.  So I put the remote back down on the table and get some towels to wipe up the spill.  Then I head down the hall trying to remember what I was planning to do.





At the end of the day:- the car isn’t washed, the bills aren’t paid, there is a warm can of Coke sitting on the kitchen counter, the flowers aren’t watered, there is still only one check in my checkbook, I can’t find the remote, I can’t find my glasses, and I don’t remember what I did with the car keys.  Then when I try to figure out why nothing got done all day I’m really baffled because I know I was busy all day long, and I’m really tired.  I realize this is a serious problem and I’ll try to get some help for it, but first I’ll check my e-mail.  Don’t laugh …. If this isn’t you yet, your day is coming!!


GROWING OLDER IS MANDATORY.  GROWING UP IS OPTIONAL.  LAUGHING AT YOURSELF IS THERAPEUTIC!!  


(Been there, done that, got the T shirt ….. Ed)





More snippets from Torquay ……





First things first ……


“If I sold my house and my car, had a car-boot sale and gave all my money to the church, would I get into heaven?” I asked the children in my Sunday School class.


“No!” they all answered.


“If I cleaned the church every day, mowed the lawn, and kept everything neat and tidy, would I get into heaven?”


Again the answer was “No!”


“Well” I continued, “how can I get into heaven?”


A five-year-old boy shouted out, “You’ve got to be dead





Photography ….


Did you hear about the amateur photographer who was also engaged in psychical research?


One very dark night he came across an obliging ghost who posed for him in the local graveyard.  The photographer was very disappointed when the film was processed as the results were poor.  It appears that though the spirit was willing the flash was weak!!








HYMNS – ANCIENT OR MODERN?








Many thanks Bill – I wouldn’t be bored to know something of your favourites – here’s to the next one!!!!!





AUSTRALIA (WESTERN) HERE WE COME!


Mary Hanlon





Many thanks to Mary Hanlon for responding to my request for articles. 





Mary Hanlon (?!)  you may ask.  Mary is a fairly new member of our congregation.  She has been coming now for about 3 month or so.





May I take this opportunity of extending a warm.  belated welcome to Mary.  If you haven’t met her yet then go over and say ‘Hello’ – she usually sits alongside Cath Charlett.








�



































A grandmother was telling her little granddaughter what her own childhood


was like: "We used to skate outside on a pond. I had a swing made from a


tyre; it hung from a tree in our front yard. We rode our pony. We picked


wild raspberries in the woods." The little girl was wide-eyed, taking this in. At last she said, "I sure wish I'd gotten to know you sooner!"





STRESS MANAGEMENT





CHURCH FAMILY NEWS


April/May 2008





Many thanks, yet again, Marjorie for all the news.  


Make sure any news you have is featured in our Bulletin – just hand details to Marjorie and she … and I …. will do the rest!





�             NCH Sunday, 13 July 2008





NCH Sunday is designated by the Methodist Church as one of its Special Sundays – a time to reflect on and celebrate the work of its Children’s Charity. Each year it falls on the second Sunday in July, the anniversary of the opening of the first Children’s Home by Revd Thomas Bowman Stephenson and a group of Methodist friends.


This year NCH Sunday falls on 13th July and we invite all Methodists to remember our work in worship that day. It is an opportunity to remember, give thanks and pray for the continuing work of NCH and recognise the support given to their children’s charity by Methodists all over the UK.


During the last eighteen months NCH has looked very seriously at revisiting its mission and core values. The agreed platform for our future work and messages to supporters is; ‘Always there for Children’. 


Always - speaks of stability, our heritage and history of commitment to children and young people, and our ongoing commitment to not give up.��there – our involvement where children and young people are expressed through the wide variety of our work.��for Children – children and young people are at the centre of what we do.


Will Morrey (NCH Faith Communities Adviser)


�
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AND MORE ABOUT NCH                               �





What’s special about the Methodist relationship with NCH?





Inspired by the passion and vision of the Revd Thomas Bowman Stephenson, a group of Methodists founded NCH in 1869. The Children’s Home was a refuge for some of society’s most vulnerable children and young people as well as giving them a new start in life.





As NCH grew and developed, it was initially Methodists, staff and volunteers, who developed new ways of caring for children and young people, including pioneering the first formal childcare training in the  UK.





Today, Methodists make up 50% of the board of trustees who govern the charity. Thousands more continue to contribute time, talents and money at all levels of the organisation’s work.


The latest survey of the 6,000 staff working for NCH today showed that 90% of them strongly agree that they share the values of the organisation – values which come directly from Methodism. They go to the heart of what we do and continue to provide the foundation and ‘reason for being’ for the work of NCH.





Our vision and values  Our vision is of a world where all children and young people have a sense of belonging, and are loved and valued. A world where they can fulfil their potential, shape their destiny and experience the joy of life. 


Our values    Passion –   we are driven by our desire to help children and young people 


        	  overcome injustice and disadvantage 


        		  Equality –  we believe all children and young people have equal worth and 


       			         equal rights 


        		  Hope –       we believe in a child or young person’s potential, no matter what 


                                             they have experienced or what they have done


Our purpose is to help the most vulnerable children and young people break through injustice, deprivation and inequality, so they can achieve their potential.





How can you help?     Donate on NCH Sunday 13 July 2008


			Donate via House to House Collection


Get involved in House to House Collection – distribute & collect envelopes in your area   


         			Support  NCH charity events


Become a corporate partner 


Leaving a charity legacy





Visit the NCH website to learn more about what is going on, what you can do and how to go about helping. (Search NCH) and you’ll be directed to the site.   Or speak to Editor when I will try to get information you want.





             








After putting her grandchildren to bed, a grandmother changed into old slacks and a droopy blouse and proceeded to wash her hair. As she heard the children getting more and more rambunctious, her patience grew thin. At last she threw a towel around her head and stormed into their room, putting them back to bed with stern warnings. As she left the room, she


heard the three-year-old say with a trembling voice, "Who was THAT?"











WALKING WITH GOD


It was more than all Wight!





Many thanks Phil, yet again for another exhilarating walk with God.  Did you notice the squirrel had a smile on its face in anticipation of future missive?





										�





It is intended that we will hold our usual Summer Holiday Club again this year.


It will be held on Tuesday mornings from 10am to 12 noon


12, 19, 26 August and 2nd September


	


The theme will be


CHINA and the OLYMPICS.





The Toddler group will run as usual and older children from 3 yrs to ????? will be able to take part in the crafts and games.


As in the past we will need help with ……


	The Craft Room		The Games Area		Stories


	Tuck Shop & Kitchen		Singing


Or just to stand about and make yourself useful as and when required!!!!!





NEEDED NOW – ideas for crafts, stories, songs or anything you may have re China and Olympic games.


NEEDED IN AUGUST - -------- HELP!  A ‘Jobs’ chart will be circulating in Church in due course.  Please don’t be shy about signing up.  We cannot operate on our own.













































































Many, many thanks to those who have contributed articles for this month’s Bulletin.  It’s made my job so much easier.  The next Bulletin is planned for beginning of August so if you can put pen to paper by mid July or so all contributions will be gratefully received.    Ed
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