
  The Parish Magazine of St Thomas' Church, St Annes-on-the-Sea       £1

Issue 389
May

2020



  St Thomas' Parish Church
            St Annes-on-the-Sea

  telephone: 01253 727226

  website: www.stthomas.uk.net

  email: office@stthomas.uk.net

Pastoral Letter

Dear Friends,

When we have our streamed services of Holy Communion each Sunday, I take the

Host, the wafer, and break it into quarters, for no better reason than it seems the

obvious thing to do. But, since the only congregation actually in the room with me

are Sara and Rob, there is always a quarter left over. As I consume it, together with

what is left of the wine, I try to be aware that I am consuming that bread and wine

on behalf of all those who would like to be taking Holy Communion, but cannot do

so.

Since the lock-down started, we have all got quite used to the idea of what is known

as vicarious worship. I, with Sara and Rob, consume the bread and wine on your

behalf. I go into church to say morning prayer on your behalf, ringing the bell so

you know it is happening. The ministry team prays day by day on your behalf. The

members of the Prayer Tree offer prayers on behalf of those who are going through

a time of crisis. It is not that we think no-one is able to pray on their own or that

God is not able to come to people except through the media of the bread and wine

of Communion, but it is part of our ministry to maintain that rhythm of prayer and

worship even when the structure of formal worship in church has been taken away.

We hope you find it helpful to know it is going on.

But as is so often the case, what is happening during this time of restriction is that

we are made more aware of what has always been true. There are always those

who, for whatever reason, can't receive the sacrament and I do try to think of them
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as I celebrate Communion even in normal circumstances. There are always those

who need the support of knowing that others are praying for them. I hope that all of

us pray on a regular basis not just for our own concerns, but for the needs of our

community, our country, our world, whether or not we use a formal order of prayer.

The Old Testament reading I read this morning has God saying to the Israelites at

Mount Sinai "Indeed the whole world is mine, but you shall be for me a priestly

kingdom and a holy nation." Quite often church leaders speak of 'the priesthood of

all believers'. But all too often it can sound as if this is just a call for a more

democratic church community, in which we don't let the vicar boss us around. That

really isn't the case (though I have no desire to boss anyone). A priest offers

worship to God on behalf of others. As God's priestly people we Christians, like the

people of Israel, are called to offer our prayers and worship on behalf of others, on

behalf of the whole world, while witnessing to God's love for all his Creation.

At the end of the story in John's Gospel of Jesus' resurrection appearance by the Sea

of Galilee, Jesus asks Peter three times "Do you love me" and, when he affirms he

does, says "Feed my sheep". I assume that, as Christians, we love Jesus. So who are

these sheep we need to feed? Surely it must be everyone else − who else is there?

Churchgoers may be quite a small minority in our community, but that isn't of

prime importance. Our calling is to offer prayer and worship on behalf of all our

neighbours and to witness to the love God has for all his children. And that is true

with or without a lock-down.

                   Yours in Christ,

                               Chris Scargill

As well as our website, the church also has a

presence on Facebook, where you can get

up-to-the-minute news and pictures and

notification of forthcoming events, and a

YouTube channel, where there is an archive of

live-streamed services.   

In each case just search for:

    "St Thomas' Church, St Annes"

This edition covers the period Sunday 3rd

May to Sunday 7th June. However, in the

current circumstances while the magazine is

not being printed in the usual way, there are

no publication deadlines and we are happy

to accept articles at any time.

Contact details:

email – mandianpalmer@gmail.com

phone – 01253 711794

mobile – 07821 626121

Mandy and Ian Palmer (editors)

Cover artwork:  Fear not for I am with you [Isaiah 41:10]   @Parish Pump
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Parish Prayer Diary

In our weekly prayer cycle we ask the Lord God our Father to bless and guide all

those who live, work and worship in our parish.

May 3rd Warwick Road, Kenilworth Road and Leamington Road

Our Pilates classes

May 10th Shalbourn Road and Lancaster Avenue

Our Pastoral Care Team

May 17th Hornby Road and East Bank Road

St Thomas' School: staff, pupils, parents and governors

May 24th Park Road and Richmond Road

AKS School

May 31st Cartmell Road and Riley Avenue

Clifton Primary School and Clifton Nursery

June 7th Lima Road, Wentworth Mews and Sunningdale Court

St Annes College Grammar School

Prayer Tree

Requests for prayer via the Prayer Tree should be directed to our vicar, Chris. If he

is not available please contact one of the Licensed Lay Ministers. The vicar or LLM

will then contact the next two people on the tree, and so on. The Prayer Tree

consists of about twenty members of our congregation. Prayer is an important and

positive action, particularly in these troubled times. The Prayer Tree will be

particularly useful when the need for prayer is confidential or urgent.

From the Registers

May 1st Funeral Shirley Shipston (85)

Appeal

As you will be aware, St Thomas' main source of income is the giving of the

congregation. Since the church building closed those who usually give by directly

putting money on the plate have largely been unable to do so.

If you would like to support St Thomas', either by setting up a monthly standing

order or by simply transferring the amount you wish to give electronically, please

feel free to contact the vicar and you will be sent the necessary details. It is possible

to give in this way and claim Gift Aid on it. Please ask for details if you wish to do
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so. Please also note that, since Barclays Bank in St Annes is currently closed, there

are at present difficulties associated with banking cheques.

Thank you.
The Vicar

Calendar for the month

For the duration of the lock-down period, Sunday services will be live-streamed

from the vicarage on Facebook and available to view afterwards both from our

Facebook page and via our YouTube channel. Sunday morning services will

commence at 11am.

Sunday 3rd May Fourth Sunday of Easter

Sunday 10th May Fifth Sunday of Easter

    10th − 16th May Christian Aid week

Sunday 17th May Sixth Sunday of Easter; Rogation Sunday

    Thursday 21st May Ascension Day

Sunday 24th May Seventh Sunday of Easter; Sunday after Ascension

Sunday 31st May Pentecost

Sunday 7th June Trinity Sunday

In addition to Sunday services, we plan to provide an online, non-Communion

service for Ascension Day. Again, this will be available via Facebook and YouTube.

Starting time will be announced on Facebook nearer the time.

During Christian Aid week there will be an ecumenical service led by St Thomas'

which will be compiled into a video and made available on Facebook and YouTube.

Details of date and time will be announced nearer the time.

For Pentecost, although several people have worked hard throughout the year to

plan the ecumenical Walk of Witness and open-air service at Fairhaven Lake that

has become such a much-loved way of celebrating the day over the last few years,

in the present circumstances there has been no option but to cancel the event for

this year. Our Ministry Team, together with members of Churches Together in

St Annes, is currently examining alternative ways of marking the day and these will

be notified in due course.
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Rogation Day

Monday 18th May is Rogation Day, which we celebrate on the sixth Sunday of

Easter. It is the time when spring reaches its peak and is about to mature into the

fullness of summer. The name 'rogation' comes from the Latin word 'rogare'

meaning 'to ask' from the Gospel text "Ask and you shall receive" [John 16:24].

Traditionally the festival consisted of four days set aside for prayer and processions

to ask for God's mercy. But, as with many traditional celebrations, there are other

origins woven into the day.

In Roman times the festival of Robigalia consisted of a celebration of fasting and

prayer for the crops to ensure a good harvest. This seems to have been combined

with another Roman festival, that

of Terminalia or 'boundaries', in

which the civic bounds were

marked out and committed to

memory.

So how does this traditional

festival with its emphasis on the

blessing of crops and justice in

maintaining boundaries and asking

for mercy translate into our

contemporary world?

Though our boundaries are

narrower during lock-down we

still could acknowledge Rogation

by using this opportunity to

welcome and nurture those who

perhaps are new to Church or new

to our community and

neighbourhood, by keeping in

contact via cards, phone or social

media.

Perhaps we could celebrate this

season with new projects or by

conceiving creative or new ideas or making plans for after lock-down. It could be

combined with our daily exercise when walking or running around our

communities to pray for the people who live there.

This season provides a chance to reflect on ecological concerns and as it also falls

around Christian Aid week, it provides us a chance to reflect with hope for justice.

It is the God of the earth and of tiny seeds, who plants in us the seeds of love that

helps us to grow in both the rough and the smooth. It is as we pray that we can
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move from dark clouds into the warming sun. We look to God to nurture us as we

scatter the seeds of love.

But how can we scatter seeds of love during isolation or by having to keep distance

from others? How can we recognise special people from a distance? We can pray

for them, we can name them and

thank God for their service. How

can we scatter seeds of love to

strangers? We can pray for them.

God knows the people unknown to

us who are in need of our prayers.

How can we show love to our

friends, neighbours and family? We

can pray for them. That God will

watch over them and keep them in

his everlasting care.

The power of prayer is amazing

and each time we pray we are

actively sowing seeds − we are

doing something for someone. We

are using our time in a positive

way. Though sometimes we may

feel God is not listening, we can be

sure that it is through asking we

receive − God hears our prayers

and responds.

How else can we scatter seeds of

love? We can join together in our

clap for our NHS and our carers

each Thursday at 8pm. We can start

or be part of a Telephone Peace Chain saying "Peace be with you". Or we can

telephone or make contact to remind each other that we are not going through this

lock-down on our own and we are together.

It is through these changing and challenging times caused by COVID-19 that we

come to realise that Jesus is our 'comforter', our 'advocate' and that it is through the

Spirit of Truth that comes from the Father [John 15:26] that spring reaches its peak

and matures into the fullness of summer.

So as we reflect on Rogation, the days leading up to Ascension Day, we ask God's

blessing on our seeds and flowers and fields, and we ask for his mercy and grace in

our lives. Without his help, we won't see much fruit. Amen.
Debbie Wood

artwork by Hans Dahl (1849−1937)
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Crossword

Across

  1 "Therefore let us — passing judgment on one another" (Romans 14:13) (4)

  3 "I — — these persons here present" (Marriage service) (4,4)

  9 According to a pre-arranged timetable (Numbers 28:3) (7)

10 Group of eight (5)

11 The cell into which the Philippian jailer put Paul and Silas (Acts 16:24) (5)

12 — Taylor, pioneer missionary to China (6)

14 Otherwise known as the Eucharist, Breaking of Bread, the Lord's Table (4,9)

17 "So that after I have preached to others, I — will not be disqualified for the

        prize" (1 Corinthians 9:27) (6)

19 Attend to (3,2)

22 Approximately (Acts 4:4) (5)

23 Tea rite (anag.) (7)

24 Rule of sovereign (8)

25 Test (anag.) (4)

Down

  1 The name of the street where Judas lived in Damascus and where Saul of

        Tarsus stayed (Acts 9:11) (8)

  2 "The playing of the merry — , sweet singing in the choir" (5)

  4 "We have been saying that — — was credited to him as righteous"

        (Romans 4:9) (8,5)

  5 Dr Martyn — Jones, famous for his ministry at Westminster Chapel (5)

  6 Port at which Paul landed on his way to Rome (Acts 28:13) (7)

  7 Observe (Ruth 3:4) (4)

  8 Minister of religion (6)

13 "I am — of this man's blood. It is your responsibility" (Matthew 27:24) (8)

15 "Greater love has no one than this, that he — — his life for his friends"

         (John 15:13) (3,4)

16 Archbishop who calculated that the world began in 4004 BC (6)

18 "No one can — the kingdom of God unless he is born of water and the Spirit"

         (John 3:5) (5)

20 Establish by law (5)

21 Product of Gilead noted for its healing properties (Jeremiah 46:11) (4)

 [Answers to all puzzles on page 34.]
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Thou shalt not be a victim. Thou shalt not be a perpetrator. Above all, thou shalt not be a bystander.

What lies behind us and what lies before us are small matters compared to what lies within us.

In the land of the living he was a feeble specimen, but in the land of the dead he was a star.

Happiness is when what you think, what you say, and what you do are in harmony.

To repeat what others have said requires education, to challenge it requires brains.

Let us endeavour so to live that when we die even the undertaker is sorry.

First say to yourself what you would be; then do what you have to do.

The person who loses their conscience has nothing left worth keeping.

Those who think too much of themselves don't think enough.

It's easy finding reasons why other people should be patient.

Nothing is at last sacred but the integrity of your own mind.

Make the most of yourself, for that is all there is of you.
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Wordsearch: Ascension

This month we celebrate the Ascension of Jesus, the sending of the Holy Spirit at

Pentecost, and the fact that our God is a Trinity: Father, Son and Holy Spirit. After

the Resurrection, Jesus was seen on the road to Emmaus, by the Sea of Galilee, in

houses, etc. He encouraged his disciples, and said that he was sending them to all

corners of the earth, as his witnesses. Forty days after Easter, Jesus ascended into

heaven; his work on earth was done. The disciples returned to Jerusalem, and on the

fateful morning of Pentecost, there was suddenly the sound as of a mighty rushing

wind. Tongues of flame flickered on their heads, and they began to praise God in

many tongues − to the astonishment of those who heard them. That morning the

Holy Spirit came to dwell in all those who believed in Jesus: the Church was born.

And so we have a triune God: Father, Son and Holy Spirit.

ASCENSION BLESSED TAKEN JERUSALEM

WAIT PRAYER POWER ONE

ROOM DISCIPLES TONGUES FLAME

JOY PRAISE CONFUSION LANGUAGES

EARTH PETER HOLY SPIRIT

TRINITY FATHER SON TRIUNE
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Sudoku and Maze

Twenty five years ago

Ellie Palmer

was baptised at

St Thomas' by

Rev Bill Fielding

twenty five years

ago this month,

on Sunday 7th

May 1995.

Seems like only

yesterday!

If any of our

readers have

photos of

significant events

at the church from

years gone by and

would be happy to

see them published

in No Doubt,

please forward

them to the

editors.
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In Memory

As the 75th Anniversary of VE Day falls on 8th May, I
felt it was important to try and discover some
information about the names on our memorials in
church to complement the information about the deaths
during the First World War. Whilst on this occasion I
have been able to find a little for each soldier, there are
fewer photographs and detailed biographies. The
information has come via the internet, in particular the
Commonwealth War Graves Commission and various
regimental websites. It is interesting to note that in our
parish magazine of June 1940 the writer notes that the church had connections with
Lawrence House School "going back as far as the building of the church... the boys
of the school helped to remove the largest sandhill in the district from the ground
on which the church now stands". It is clearly fitting that when the school closed,
their war memorial was placed in St Thomas' Church.

Joy Swarbrick

John Arthur.  John was the son of Mrs Jessie Gray of St Annes. He was a lance
corporal in 66 Field Company, Royal Engineers. He died on 17th July 1943 aged 29 and

is buried in Syracuse War cemetery, Sicily.

George Norman Austin.  George was the son of Robert Blacow and May Austin, of
9 Sandringham Road in St Annes. He began his military service in the Royal Artillery,

and was commended for an Act of Gallantry on 27th August 1942. He later transferred to

Airborne Service as a lieutenant attached to HQ Company, 2nd Airborne Battalion, South
Staffordshire Regiment and took part in the Battle of Arnhem, codenamed Operation

Market Garden. He died on 24th September 1944, aged 24 years old. He is buried at

Oosterbeek War Cemetery, Arnhem.

Kenneth Burrows.  Kenneth was the son of William and Christina Burrows of

5 Sandringham Road, St Annes. He was a corporal in the Royal Army Service Corps

when he died on 2nd March 1944 aged 29. He is remembered at Knightsbridge War
Cemetery in Acroma, Libya,  28 km west of Tobruk.

Frederick Crowden Collins.  Crowden was married to Mabel Collins of Blackpool

and was the son of Fred and Martha Annie Collins. He was a lieutenant with the 2nd
Batallion Lancashire Fusiliers when he died aged 26 on 9th April 1945. He is

remembered at the Faenza War Cemetery in Italy.

Alfred John Cornish.  Alfred was the husband of Hilda Cornish and son of Harry
Herbert and Ada Louise Cornish of St Annes. He was purser on the SS Almeda Star

(merchant navy) a steam passenger ship. The ship was travelling from Liverpool to South

America when it was hit by a U-boat on 17th January 1941 to the West of Ireland. Alfred
was born in 1898 and was 43 when he died. All on board the boat were lost.
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James Benjamin Roscoe Derhem-Reid.  James was born

in 1913. He joined the Manchester Regiment in 1933 and he died

of wounds on the 31st October 1944 whilst serving with the 9th

Battalion in Italy. He had reached the rank of major. He is buried

in Coriano Ridge War Cemetery near Rimini on the Adriatic. He is

photographed on a hotel balcony whilst posted with some of the

1st Batallion in Safad, Palestine.

John Norman Fisher.  John was the son of John Naylor Fisher

and Ada Fisher from St Annes. He was a pilot with the Royal Air Force reserve. He was

in a Wellington bomber that took off from Honington and was shot down over

Veldhausen, Germany on 9th April 1941. John was 22 when he died. He attended

Charney Hall School in Grange-over Sands and is also commemorated on their memorial

(now in Grange Parish Church).

John Cranston Hamer.  John was the son of John and Annie Hilda Hamer of

St Annes. He was a flight sergeant with the Royal Air Force reserve and was recorded as

missing in a Wellington bomber making a non-operational flight to the Mediterranean.

He was 23 when he died on 23rd November 1943.

Kenneth Hill.  Kenneth was the only child of Edward and Ethel Hill of Lytham

St Annes. He was a lieutenant with the Inns of Court Regiment, Royal Armoured Corps,

having graduated from Sandhurst. He was travelling in an armoured car with his lance

corporal at the front of the troops pushing forward into Germany, through the Reichswald

Forest. When regularly reporting their position back to HQ they were encouraged with

"Well done lads, but push on, push on". Suddenly they realised that they had over-run the

German lines and evacuated their armoured car taking cover. They then realised that they

had left maps with markings showing the British Forces position in the car, and had also

not changed the radio frequency. The two of them went back to the car where they were

surprised by enemy troops and both shot dead.

Peter Kenneth Hope.  Peter was the son of Robert Ernest

and Rosina Harriett Hope who lived in Australia when he died.

He was an able seaman with the merchant navy on the Starling.

He was mentioned in despatches and was posthumously

awarded the Lloyds Medal for bravery at sea. He is

commemorated on the memorial in Bilbao. Peter was 26 when

he died on 13th October 1940.

Robert Bernard Hope.  Robert was

born on 16th January 1912 in Lancashire,

the older brother of Peter Kenneth Hope. He was educated at

Worksop College, Nottingham. He was a flying officer in No 83

Squadron, Pathfinder Force of the Royal Air Force Flying Reserve.

He received the Distinguished Flying Cross on 30th March 1943,

with the following citation: "In March 1943, Flying Officer Hope

was captain of an aircraft detailed to attack Berlin. When about

forty miles from the target, one engine had to be switched off owing
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to overheating. Despite this and the fact that the rear turret was unserviceable, this

officer pressed home his attack and bombed his objective in the face of intense anti-

aircraft fire and a considerable number of searchlights. On the return journey whilst at

9,000 feet, the aircraft was held by searchlights once more and again subjected to very

heavy fire, being forced down to 6,000 feet. Although the manoeuvrability of the bomber

was greatly hampered by the loss of one engine, Flying Officer Hope, by superb

airmanship, was able to take successful evasive action and return safely to base.

Throughout this very hazardous operation this officer displayed outstanding coolness,

courage and devotion to duty." Sadly he died the following month whilst on another

mission on April 3rd. He is buried in the Commonwealth War grave cemetery at

Reichswald, Germany.

Eric Butler Jackson.  Eric was the son of Thomas and Ethel Jackson of 61 Clifton

Drive South, St Annes. He was a leading aircraftman with the RAF Volunteer reserve. He

is one of the ten percent of airmen lost in the Second World War for which there is no
other information. He died on 6th September 1943 aged 21.

Brian Chandos Kirby.  Brian was the husband of Joyce Kirby of St Annes and the

only son of Rudolf Chandos Kirby and Muriel Kirby. He was a second lieutenant of the
East Lancashire Batallion, Royal Armoured Corps when he died in Normandy on 13th

June 1944 aged 23. He is also commemorated on his father's gravestone in Torrisholme

cemetery.

James Adair Muirhead.  James was the son of James Adair and Florence Muirhead

of 180 Church Road, St Annes. He was in the army cadet force and is listed as a civilian

casualty. He died during the mini blitz whilst at 16 Hale Gardens, Acton on 23rd
February 1944. Three adjoining houses were destroyed and 12

other people also lost their lives. He was 16 years old.

George Fielding Parkinson.  George was the husband of
Dorothy Mary Parkinson, son of Dr William Parkinson and

Mrs Annie Mary Parkinson of Lytham St Annes. He was a

captain in the 5th Battalion of the East Lancashire regiment. He
died on 16th July 1944 aged 31 in Normandy.

Enoch Hugh Person.  Enoch married Eunice Mary Patricia

Hinds at St Thomas Church on 3rd March 1941. They had no
children. He was the son of Enoch Emil and Constance Person

and born in Southampton on 1st April 1913. He joined the Royal Army Service Corps in

1931. He received an emergency wartime commission to lieutenant in 1940. On 7th June
1944, Major Person was killed when the control point where he was serving received a

direct hit by a missile. He is remembered at Hermanville War Cemetery.

William Hammond Tooke.  William was the son of Percy and Jenny Tooke of St
Annes. He was a trooper with the Royal Armoured Corps when he died in October 1942

aged 19. He was buried at El Alamein, Egypt.

David Ranulf Delme Urquhart.  David was the second son of George Hector and
Constance Elizabeth Urquhart of 7 Clifton Drive, St Annes, born in 1920. He attended

Rugby School from 1934 till 1939 where he excelled at running. He was a second
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lieutenant with the Royal Engineers. He was reported missing in Malaya and then

reported as killed in action on 19th January 1942, aged 21.

Richard Lawrence Verity.  Richard was born in 1914 to Walter Henry and Edith

May Verity. He was a pilot officer observer and was killed in a training exercise on 29th

November 1940 aged 26. He is buried at Lytham Park Cemetery. His parents Canon and
Mrs Verity had only just moved to live in the parish of St Thomas' when their son died.

In addition to those remembered on the main plaque (above), the following three
individuals are commemorated as ex-pupils of Lawrence House School.

Stephen Thomas Whiteside.  Stephen was the only son of a wealthy couple,

Thomas and Edith Whiteside, who lived on the outskirts of Field Broughton village. By
1941 Mrs Whiteside had died and only Mr Whiteside and his daughter lived at Stoney

Dale. Stephen's own home was at Stoke Bishop, Bristol. He had married Gabrielle White

of Nuneham Courtenay, Oxford in May 1940. Stephen joined the Royal Naval Reserve as
a midshipman in 1922 and was promoted to lieutenant-commander in 1939, serving with

the Royal Navy from the outbreak of war. He was lost at sea on 4th February 1941 aged

35 when HMS Crispin was sunk by a torpedo.

Peter Hewitt Beaston Beames.  Peter was the son of Major Hewitt PM Beames

and Florence Beames of Crewe in Cheshire. He was a second lieutenant with the Kings

Dragoon Guards when he died at Dunkirk on 2nd November 1941, aged 28. He is
remembered at Tobruk cemetery.

Graham Cooper Rolland.  Graham was the son of William

and Phyllis Houghton Rolland from Bromley Cross Lancashire. He
was born in Bolton on 19th August 1922. He originally planned to

become an accountant but on leaving school joined the Royal Air

Force. He was a pilot officer on a Blenheim bomber making a
daylight mission consisting of 54 planes heading to bomb a power

station. Although the mission was a success, three planes failed to

return. Graham died when his plane was shot down whilst returning
to base on 12th August 1941. He was 18 and is thought to be one of

the youngest pilots from Bomber Command to be killed. He is

remembered at Strijen cemetery in the Netherlands.
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Recollections

From the sad memorials of those who made the
ultimate sacrifice, we move to the recollections of some
of the luckier ones who lived to see VE Day, and,
happily, are still with us now to tell the tale.

At the time of VE Day I was living in Southport with
my cousins. Some people in the area had street parties,
but our road didn't have one. Instead, my mother
prepared a festive meal, the highlight of which was the
opening of a tin of fruit salad. Such items were, of course, very precious at that time
and this one had been kept especially for the purpose. My strongest memory of the
day, however, is from much later on at night. It may have been midnight but I'm not
quite sure, although it was certainly dark, and I have a clear memory of waking up,
getting out of bed and standing by the window crying as I heard them play the last
All Clear. That is the moment which has stuck with me across the years.

Pat Holdsworth (aged 15 on VE Day)

In 1945 I was stationed at an airfield in Egypt, but when VE Day was announced I
was actually on leave in Palestine, along with a few pals. I was very keen to see
Palestine, because of course I'd read about these places in the Bible, and it was all
very interesting and we enjoyed the leave very much. On VE Day itself, we were in
Tel Aviv and it was a bit of a non-event really − not a bit like the scenes in London.
I was rather surprised actually. One thing that did happen was a group of locals
formed a big ring in the main thoroughfare and did a dance. There were about thirty
of them, along with people playing various instruments. That was quite something.
But we weren't really involved in any of it at all − we didn't even get a kiss from
any of the girls! It wasn't like that everywhere − I remember another pal from an
airfield near Alexandria telling me how they roasted an ox, but there wasn't
anything like that for us. Of course, we celebrated ourselves, in our own way, but
I'm sorry to say it all felt a bit of an anti-climax at the time.

John Hare (aged 22 on VE Day)

Unlike my friends who had been conscripted into the various armed forces, my
father had got an exemption for me as Mum was an invalid, and me their only child.
I had to do other war work and was told to report to a factory at 8am one Monday
morning in 1941. Shock number one: it was still dark at that time and I wasn't used
to going to work in darkness!

Walker Brothers was run by two brothers, Frank and Philip Emery. The factory had
previously been used for the manufacture of buckles, but for the duration of the war
was adapted to produce steel links for the 20 mm cannons mounted on Spitfires.
One end of the factory floor had been caged and marked A.I.D. (Aeronautical
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Inspection Department), staffed by other call-up girls.

When I arrived for my first day, I was put in the brothers' office and trained to use a
Rockwell machine which tested the hardness of the steel links. Handling the links
was hard on the finger nails, so the first job each morning was making 'thimbles' for
our finger ends. The testing machine contained a diamond, and its value meant that
I had to work alone and in isolation. That was OK, but shock number two: I had to
walk the full length of the production line to reach the A.I.D. cage twice daily. I
didn't like it at all, it was dirty, noisy and awful, but I soon made friends with Enid,
a former hairdresser, and May, another shop girl. We were soon called "the three
bloody glamour girls" by the other factory workers.

With the war came rationing, both food and textiles. Everyone was issued with an
Identity Card (my number was OOBV53), a Ration Book for food, clothing
coupons which could also be used for household linens, as well as sweet coupons
for chocolate and other sweeties which became very scarce. In spite of this, food
queues soon formed and small shopkeepers tried to keep their regular customers by
withholding things for them "under the counter" as it became known. Fresh fruit,
oranges, lemons, etc were very scarce and bananas disappeared completely. It was
said afterwards that the British people were healthier while rationing was in force
than ever before or since. Near the factory was a 'British Restaurant' where one
could get a cheap meal. These places were provided by the Government for the
workers in the local factories on war work. I only tried it once, but ever after took
my own sandwiches!

The man in charge of heating the furnace, Arthur, would bring samples for me to
test, then I had to return them with my report. This meant going up some very
rickety wooden steps with the furnace glowing below; the heat from this was awful.
When I got to know Arthur better, I persuaded him to wait in the office while I did
the test. The hardness had to be spot-on: pilots' lives depended on it. Sometimes we
had Spitfire pilots come round the factory to see the workers and thank us.

All the young fit men and women had been called up for war service: the men for
the armed services and the women for the services, to work the land, in factories
making munitions, in nursing, or on buses and trains. There were reserved
occupations deemed to be necessary for the war effort and these people were left
alone. Many older women took over the vacant jobs.

It wasn't all doom and gloom however, especially for the people left at home in
England. Most of our young men were sent abroad after training and we had other
Commonwealth people over here. Later on, when the United States entered the war,
we had their soldiers and airmen stationed over here, usually referred to as GIs.

There was a US army barracks at Lichfield, near to where I lived. Truckloads of
GIs were brought into town on Saturday nights for the dances at the Town Hall.
Lots of fraternising took place. I made friends with a few, especially Pat from
Cleveland, Ohio and Joe from San Francisco, California. They used to love coming
to my home, loving the open fires and the warm welcome. Pat taught Mum how to
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make coffee properly and often brought small gifts of food and things that were
rationed to us. When the children saw a GI the cheeky ones would say "Got any
gum, Chum." They all seemed to have a plentiful supply. Mum particularly liked
charcoal gum. Lots of weddings took place and at the end of the war boatloads of
GI brides went over to the States.

I worked in the factory from 1941 to 1945. One day in 1945 I was in the factory
talking when Mr Frank saw me and said, "Jean, haven't you got anything to do?" I
said, "There's nothing to do." "You had better go then!" And that was the end of it. I
couldn't wait to dash back to Marks and Spencer, where I'd worked before the war
as an invoice clerk, and where all jobs had been kept open for all us 'call-ups'.

As for VE Day itself, my overriding memory is of walking through the town centre
on my way to the dentist to have a tooth removed, and seeing all the people
dancing, shaking hands with each other, laughing and kissing. But for me it was
mainly about the dentist!

Jean Palmer (aged 22 on VE Day)

I quickly became aware of the buzz of excitement passing through our mining
community (Evenwood, County Durham) because like every other happening the
prospect of peace was to be shared by all. Plans were formed with great enthusiasm
and amazing speed. My mother had gone to Womens' Institutes throughout the war
to demonstrate cooking and baking good meals with rations and home-grown
ingredients. She had also taken on the task of collecting whatever was needed to
make a wedding cake for wartime weddings by sending round the village a laundry
basket for contributions of ingredients and we had produced many such cakes, so it
was no surprise to me that the VE cake was being produced in our house. A
wonderful amount of ingredients arrived, often in twists of paper, all within 24
hours, and I was banished from our kitchen so that the three-tiered cake could not
fall because of a door banging. When it came to the icing of these cakes I escaped
to my aunt's house across the village green and stayed there overnight.

The colliery owner suggested that my father, his electrical engineer, be responsible
for lighting up the whole village green to celebrate − no blackout, and no expense
spared! Dad also joined forces with the colliery draughtsman, a music enthusiast, to
produce some great music for dancing on the green.

The church and chapels had all combined to take and set up trestle tables and
benches around the perimeter of the green. Everyone I knew seemed to be busy
with fetching, arranging, decorating − threatening nervous exhaustion. At last we
could don the glad rags − mine was the plain white dress I'd had for confirmation.
The lady who was to become my mother-in-law quickly ran up two underskirts, one
blue and a longer one red, and we used off-cuts to make red and blue flowers for
one shoulder. I remember being pleased with the whole day and especially being
allowed to dance with Elliot till late in the evening.

Mary Davidson (aged 14 on VE Day)
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Churchyard Prayer Trail

How many of us have gone for a walk to get a break, clear our head, get a sense of

perspective, a sense of God, taking

time to reflect and wonder at God's

creation, to allow the reality of God's

love to speak to us in a variety of

ways? At this difficult time we need it

even more. The fact is that prayer is

not just for church, for services or for

specific times of day. It can be any

part of the day and anywhere.

At a time when the church is closed as

a quiet space to pray, and during the

period of preparation leading up to

Pentecost − the celebration of

the outpouring of the Holy

Spirit − what can we do?

What is possible?

Well, if you are travelling or

walking by the church why

not take a socially distanced

walk along the churchyard

path? You can discover the

prayer thoughts and

reflections that have been

fixed at points alongside the

pathway and have a prayer

walk. Who knows what

thoughts and ideas will come to you? Go on, try it and see.
Elizabeth O'Connor
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A Walk on the Moss

One of the few silver linings of lock-down has been seeing so many people out
enjoying a walk in our local area. We are of course lucky enough to have the beach
and also some lovely parks and gardens nearby, but if you want to avoid some of
the more populous places, here is a pleasant country walk almost on our doorstep.
In fact, somewhat surprisingly, the entire walk is within St Thomas' Parish

boundary!

As you can see from the map
there are lots of possible paths
that can be used, but the
particular route shown is an
almost circular walk of
approximately 2.8 miles (4.5
kilometres), taking in part of
Lytham Moss and the northern
edge of Cypress Point. The
ground is slightly uneven in
places but in dry weather any
sensible flat shoes should be
sufficient. The shortcut reduces it
by about half a mile and there is
an alternative car parking point
near the allotments on North
Houses Lane. Distances are
intended as an approximate guide
only.

Start on Wilding's Lane (Grid
Reference SD340297), opposite
the new Booths store. There is
space to park cars along the

unmade part of the road (point A). Head away from the built-up area towards open
countryside and turn right at the bridleway sign where the tracks form a T-junction
(point B). After 150 yards, turn left onto another bridleway (point C). This is a
pleasant grassy track with open space on either side and the radar station clearly
visible some distance away in front and to the right. Listen out for the skylarks and
other ground-nesting birds, they can be remarkably loud on this part of the walk!
After 500 yards, turn right at a bridge with railings (point D) onto Sluice Lane, a
wide farm track. After 350 yards, turn left along the road (point E). This is North
Houses Lane. To avoid the traffic (mostly bikes and the occasional car), it is
possible to walk on the wide green verge on the far side of the road, though it can
be rather uneven in places.
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SHORTCUT: instead of turning left at point E, continue straight along Sluice Lane
until you come to the next junction. Turn right to rejoin the route at point H.

After 350 yards, just before
the radar station, turn right at
point F onto a partly paved
road. After 600 yards, at the
bridleway sign just past the
house, turn right at point G.
This is Moss Hall Lane − a
wide stony track at this point
with fruit trees on the right
for part of the way and then
fields either side. After about
half a mile (880 yards) Sluice
Lane joins from the right at
point H; keep straight on.
The shortcut rejoins the route
at this point.

After 100 yards, ignore the left turn and continue towards the houses. Keep
following the track as it curves round to the right and then bends this way and that
along the boundary of Cypress Point, eventually passing to the left of the
allotments. (Note: this is an alternative parking point. If starting here, continue

through points I to L, turn
right at point C and follow
the rest of the walk from
there.)

Cross the road at the Pegasus
crossing (point I) and
continue straight ahead along
the very short piece of road
(still Moss Hall Lane). At the
T-junction (point J), turn
right. Continue through the
bollards and metal gate onto a
narrow paved path. At the

Give Way sign (point K),
continue along the road.

After 200 yards, opposite a farm gate (point L), turn left onto the track. After 250
yards carry straight on, passing point C. After another 250 yards turn left at point B
back onto Wildings Lane.

Enjoy!

The signpost on Sluice Lane at point D

The radar station near point F
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School News

As I write this, the debate on schools 're-opening'
is at its height. Less prominently featured in the
news, however, is the fact that most schools across
the country have never actually been closed. Ours, for example, has been open for
children of key workers from 8am to 5pm every weekday including the Easter

holidays. At the same time, staff
have been staying in touch with all
school families and supporting
children to learn from home. So
let's take a look at what has been
going on, both in and out of
school, over the past few weeks.

It has certainly been quieter than
usual in the building itself. The
number of children on any given
day can vary from 2 to 22
depending on the work

commitments of their parents, and supervising them will be up to four teachers and
teaching assistants. In addition there might be office staff, kitchen staff and
members of the senior leadership team − all these adults timetabled on a rota with

the aim of having no more people in
than absolutely necessary. Two people
who have been coming in every day,
though, are our site supervisor
Stuart Hamilton and cleaner
Lynda Dawson, working hard as they
always do to keep the school clean,
and therefore safe, for everyone − a
task which has surely never been more
vital.

Government guidelines have made it
clear that those children who are in
school are there to be supervised
safely, not educated, so everything has
been very informal with the emphasis
on fun and as much time as possible
spent outside to reduce the chance of
transmission of the virus. There has
also been plenty of craft work going
on, as you can see from the photos.
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Meanwhile, everyone

has been working hard

to ensure that all our

children can continue

with some form of

education, albeit in a

different form and in

their own home. When

not in school, class

teachers have spent their

time setting  appropriate

work for all the children

in their class, keeping in

touch with parents via

email where possible

and, if not, by phone. To

make life a little easier for beleaguered

parents, tasks are designed to motivate the

children and, where possible, to be relevant

to everyday life. For example, for VE Day

there was a whole school focus on

Potato Pete, who, along with Doctor Carrot,

featured largely in government campaigns

during World War Two to encourage people

to eat home-grown food. This really caught

the children's imagination and pictured here

are just a few of the ingenious creations they

came up with.

The well-being of all members of our school

family has of course been a high priority

throughout all this, and technology has

played a big part in enabling everyone to

support and nurture each other. Staff have

kept in touch via a WhatsApp group and

have also had great fun planning and making

videos for the school website to remind the

children how much they are missed. They

even managed to organise a virtual Sports

Day − you can find out more about that in

the next issue.
Mandy Palmer

photos by St Thomas' School
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Laughter Lines

Life on board the Ark

with thanks to

Debbie Wood
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Spirits of the Deceased

arkness fell over the castle as ravens marked the death of Macbeth's wife. He

watched over his estate, the estate he acquired through murder and treason.

Macbeth sat on his throne thinking about his dead wife. How silky her hair

was; how they had risked everything to be happy together. Now all of that was gone, he

felt his devastation turning to fury.

Three servants had entered the room, all wanting each other to speak first, terrified of

what he might do. "Spit it out then," he roared. "You see sir," the servant stammered

fearfully, "Birnam Wood is moving. We think it's an attack!" "What," he screeched half

deafening the terrified men, "Raise an army to fight. I will be at the topmost tower; do

not disturb me!"

He stormed off into the grand hall to the topmost tower to holler so the whole battlefield

could hear, "You came to kill me but have failed. No man born of a woman can hurt me."

He heard breaths right behind him so turned around to see something that made his blood

run cold. Spirits of his victims.

"No man born of a woman can hurt you, Macbeth. But we can," they whispered, their

voices as soft as the summer wind. Macbeth stood his ground. "You are nothing but

hallucinations. It is the grief of my wife's death that is unhinging me," he said defiantly.

They drifted closer as Macbeth moved away from them, shaking his head, refusing to

believe them. "The three witches raised us back from death. We are neither man nor spirit

but something in between. You underestimate death, Macbeth, and that will be your

downfall."

And with that they took his foul soul so he could join them in hell.

Year 6 were asked to write their own versions of the ending to Macbeth;
this excellent example is by Lily Mason (one of our regular Youth Group members)

St Thomas' Nursery and Beach School

We have places available at our OUTSTANDING nursery for 2,3,4 year olds.

Call for information:  01253 789445  or 07436 809782

st-thomas-nursery.co.uk

D
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On the perils of a Scout camp

The Rectory

St James the Least

My dear Nephew Darren,

It seems that the basics of parish ministry are no longer

taught in theological colleges. Don't you know anything

about consulting your diary in public? When you are

asked if you are free on a certain date, accepted practice

is to open it so that the enquirer cannot quite see. You then shake your head sadly,

saying you are committed to blessing a new tea urn, or on some other vital

ecclesiastical activity that day. Then you regretfully give your apologies. You do not

open the thing in full view of your enquirer, so he can see the blank pages! Really,

it serves you right that you are now committed to going on Scout camp.

The last time I agreed to pay the Scouts a visit was when I found that there was a

splendid restaurant only a mile away from their camp. I arrived and parked my car

by the side of the river where they were all canoeing, wound down the car window

and made encouraging noises for some minutes before explaining I had to find a

garage for petrol.

Several hours later, after an excellent lunch, I drove to where they were now rock

climbing, wound down the car window and made encouraging noises for some

minutes before explaining that I had a standing committee to return to that evening.

It was a splendid day.

You, however, will experience the charms of two days under canvas. Whatever site

for your tent you choose, it will be the one that floods first. The early hours will

undoubtedly find you wading about in water in the pitch dark, retrieving your

sleeping bag and clothes − which you will then have to wear for the rest of the day.

Watch out for the food, as well: all camp food contains grass and usually sheep

droppings. This will make you ill, though for some reason Scouts thrive on it.

Whatever the weather and whatever activities you do each day, you will end up wet,

chilled and bruised. At least your evenings will be warm, for you are bound to

spend them at Casualty, with youngsters suffering from sprained ankles or

dislocated shoulders.

My only advice is to use those hours in Casualty to practise the art of opening your

diary in a way that only YOU can see it.

Your loving uncle,

Eustace
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The Great Knit − Revisited

Do you knit or crochet? Blackpool Teaching Hospitals NHS Foundation Trust is

launching a new campaign and needs YOU to get involved. The Great BTH Knit

Revisited needs knitted and crocheted rainbow coloured squares and flowers to create a

post-COVID woollen structure to serve as

both a memorial piece and a thank you of all

the hard work of our NHS staff and key

workers during the current pandemic. It also

recognises the crucial role played by people

who heeded the advice to stay at home to

protect the NHS and keep people safe.

Leading the campaign for the Trust is Nigel

Fort. He said: "We want to get the whole

community involved, just like we did with

our Cloak of Poppies campaign for the

hundredth anniversary of World War One.

We would like this campaign to be even bigger. Many of our community are getting in

touch with offers of help and we hope that getting involved will bring people together

from a distance and in doing so give thanks to all our key workers and remember those

who have sadly lost their lives to the virus."

Once again, the structure will be housed in the main entrance of Blackpool Victoria

Hospital and will remain a secret until the reveal date is announced once the pandemic is

over. The space will be a place for community, patients and staff to come together, talk

about their experiences and leave dedications for those who have lost their lives.

Because of current lock-down restrictions, the squares and flowers will need to be stored

at home for now. The campaign is working on safe ways to receive the items and will

update information on a special web page and on The Great BTH Knit Revisited

Facebook page.

To be part of this poignant campaign, people are asked to make six by six inch knitted or

crocheted squares. Any colour of the rainbow will do. Squares can be made individually

or a few can be attached together as the structure will have a patchwork effect. Flowers

can be knitted or crocheted following any pattern. Contributors are also encouraged to

take photographs and upload them to the campaign page on Facebook. The squares and

flowers can be posted to: Nigel Fort, Blackpool Victoria Hospital, Whinney Heys Road,

Blackpool FY3 8NR. They can also be left at the desk marked for Nigel's attention for

anyone working within the Trust. The campaign team will wait 72 hours before opening

any packages they receive to minimise infection risk.

Nigel added: "We are aiming to create something that everyone can be proud of and be

able to spend time to reconnect with each other. It will also be a place to display

dedications and messages of remembrance. We are all in this situation together and

together we can honour all those affected and those who have bravely carried on

throughout the worst pandemic in generations."
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Laughter Lines

The lock-down continues...

• Useful tip: it's been discovered that horse manure can protect you from COVID.

Simply dip your hands in fresh horse manure before going out and this will

ensure that: (a) you will not touch your eyes, nose or mouth; (b) nobody will

shake hands with you; (c) nobody will come within at least two metres of you;

(d) you will definitely wash your hands before eating.

• "The curve is flattening so we can start lifting restrictions now." Or, in other

words: "The parachute has slowed the rate of descent so we can take it off now."

• That 2020 Year Planner I bought last December:

what a complete waste of money that turned out

to be!

• I just rang the council to ask if I could have

permission to have a skip outside the house. The

official replied: "Good idea, fatty, you could do

with the exercise."

• Yesterday my husband thought he saw a

cockroach in the kitchen. So he disinfected all the

work surfaces and gave the floor a thorough

cleaning. Today, I'm putting the cockroach in the

bathroom.

• What borders on stupidity? Canada and Mexico.

• Parents, save yourself some hassle this

Christmas: tell your kids the Elf-on-the-Shelf

sadly didn't make it through the pandemic. Your

life come December will be so much easier.

Emerging after three months

in lock-down, showing off all
the wonderful things you

purchased online

Lord, please give me a sign if

you think I'm eating too much

When parents start to crack

during lock-down
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Puzzle Solutions
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An Easter Story

Below and over the page is an Easter-themed short story which our vicar, Chris,

wrote a few years ago when he was living and working in Spain.

Chris offers the following additional points of clarification and explanation:

• The term 'campo' refers to the open countryside outside of the built-up areas.

• The reference to the roundabouts is because that's where the roadside prostitutes

would normally set themselves up. They were known amongst the British

ex-pats as the Roundabout Girls!

Resurrection        by:   Christopher Scargill

Ben washed up the glasses left on the bar and turned to the last remaining

drinker. "Come on Geoff. Time to go home. I'm wanting to shut up for the night."

"As it happens, Ben, I was waiting for closing time. I need a word."

"Have a heart, Geoff, it's late. If it's Legion business you can catch me at the next

meeting..."

"No, I don't somehow think it's the sort of thing I'd want to raise at the Legion,"

said Geoff, making no attempt to move. "It's more in the nature of a business

proposition. You know that old house of yours. The one with the sheds out in the

campo..." and he went on to explain that he had some friends who needed a place

where they could unload vehicles and perhaps put people up for a while, out of the

sight of prying eyes.

Ben, horrified, refused indignantly.

Geoff smiled thinly. "Well, don't be too hasty at turning down my offer. My

friends can turn a bit nasty when people don't play ball..."

Ben missed the next meeting of the local branch of the Royal British Legion, but

when he turned up the time after that he was greeted by hostile stares rather than the

usual friendly banter. The chairman called him on one side.

"Listen Ben, we don't want any trouble. It's awkward for everyone this coming

out about a committee member. If you just let me have your resignation and leave

quietly, we'll let it go at that."

"What d'you mean? I don't know what you're talking about," blustered Ben.

Inside however he had a terrible sinking feeling and his worst fears were justified

when the chairman produced a photocopy of a newspaper cutting: 'Squaddie Jailed

For Attack On Peace Protester'. It went on to tell of a young soldier who would not

now be going to the Falklands, after his conviction for assaulting a man wearing a
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CND badge after a night's drinking.

"But you were in the Falklands. I've seen you wearing your medals on

Remembrance Day" said Maddy, the young girl who helped behind the bar when

Ben told her the story later.

"They were my brother's medals − it was his leaving party that night. He died

about fifteen years ago. I'd always felt bad about not doing my bit out there and

when I moved to Spain, it just seemed like the chance to live the life I'd like to have

had. It helped me to belong too... Well, the news certainly seems to have got

round," he added, looking out across the almost empty bar.

As the days went by takings at the bar continued to dwindle. Ben had to reassure

Maddy on several occasions that he was not thinking of giving her the sack. What

neither of them mentioned was the widespread gossip that Maddy's work was not

confined to helping behind the bar, Ben had even overheard someone claiming to

have seen him dropping her off at one of the roundabouts on the outskirts of town.

The final straw came shortly before Easter when Mike Rawlings, who fancied

himself as a freelance journalist selling stories to the various English language

papers along the Costa, turned up at the bar with a smudgy photocopy of a story

about a paedophile who was wanted in the UK. The resemblance to Ben was only

superficial and the crimes had been committed in a city he'd never visited, but

Rawlings clearly thought he had a story the local editors would pay good money

for.

That night Ben sent Maddy home, shut up the empty bar and, fortified by half a

bottle of scotch wandered out into the town. He quickly found himself being jostled

by the crowds coming out to see the Semana Santa procession. As the image of the

agonized Christ weighed down beneath his Cross went past, Ben started shouting

abuse.

"What sort of a loving God wants suffering like that? It's just sick! All the

suffering around the world and he doesn't bloody well care..."

A middle-aged English priest who Ben vaguely recognised left the procession,

where he'd been chatting to a colleague in halting Spanish. Taking Ben by the arm

he led him away from the angry by-standers and sat him down on a bench in a side

street. By now Ben had come to himself and was feeling deeply ashamed at his

outburst, but still felt he had to justify himself.

"You people are always saying that Jesus died for us, that he took our punishment

for us. But what sort of God would punish anyone like that?"

"That's only one way of thinking about the Cross," said the priest. "Some say that

on the Cross Jesus confronted the powers of darkness and fought with them and,

though everyone thought evil had won, the empty tomb on Easter Day was a sign
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that evil and pain and death had been defeated. Some writers even said that Jesus

tricked the Devil into a battle he couldn't really win."

The priest continued talking, but Ben had stopped listening. He knew what he

had to do.

A couple of nights later Ben sat alone in his car awaiting the arrival of Geoff's

'friends' at the old farm house. He was scared, uncertain that he was doing the right

thing, but what else could he do? Only that day he'd seen Pete Todd in town. He'd

shouted hello − after all he'd been friends with Pete for years − but the response had

been a blank stare and the overheard words "No, he's no-one I know."

At last two cars and a van came up the rough track and a number of men,

including Geoff, got out. He beckoned Ben over.

"I thought you might like to meet Ben, Dimitri. He wasn't sure if he wanted to be

our friend, but he's thought better of it."

The big shaven-headed Russian stared at him stonily and turned to two of his

henchmen.

"Search him!"

They backed Ben against a wall and made him spread his arms out wide as they

searched him. Ben gave silent thanks that the local police budget didn't seem to run

to hidden microphones. The two men held him up by his arms as Dimitri's fist

slammed into his stomach and then his knee came up between his legs.

"Remember. I don't like people who argue."

Ben staggered to the doors of the shed and swung them wide for the van to drive

in. As he did so a beam of bright light flooded out. Other spotlights came on from

elsewhere, dogs barked and behind the lights Ben could see the figures of Guardia

with levelled sub-machine guns. A voice in Spanish told them to stand still and put

their hands in the air.

The few remaining long-standing customers who ventured into Ben's bar that

Easter Sunday morning found the place full and their regular seats occupied by a

strange mixture of people. There were young Eastern European girls eagerly

tucking into the breakfast that Maddy was bringing them. Detectives and Guardia

Civiles were crowded round the bar chatting about the night's work and laughing at

heavy-handed jokes. Spanish and English journalists were trying desperately to

interview anyone who would talk to them about the arrest of leading figures in the

Costa Blanca underworld.

"You know what," said Maddy to Ben as she went past with another tray of

drinks. "The police chief over there is talking about putting you in for some kind of

commendation. You never know, you may not need your brother's medals any

more."
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From the Archives

It was ten years ago this month − Saturday

22nd May 2010 to be precise − that we held our

first ever session of Messy Church. The

worship was led by Rev Nancy Goodrich, our

curate at the time. Nancy's report of the event,

which appeared in the following month's No Doubt, is reproduced verbatim below,

while a selection of photos from the day is shown on the page opposite. Since then,

Messy Church has become a regular feature of life at St Thomas', with 61 sessions

having been held in total over the decade since it started. Although the one that was

planned most recently − for 14th March − had to be cancelled at the last minute due

to the epidemic, we hope to get back to regular meetings as soon as circumstances

permit.

At Pentecost the Spirit came. And while Blackpool were booking their

place in the premiership, Messy Church arrived at St Thomas'.

What is Messy Church? Lots of people have asked that. Well, it's church:

we worship and praise God, but it's also messy, with lots of glue and

glitter. It's community: we have a meal together; and it's fun, for families

with children and for all the helpers. So let some of the voices of the

people there tell you what went on...

"When's the next one?" "Can I have more cake?" "I really liked the

singing." "More glitter, please." "Can I make a kite?" "I can smell onions

frying." "Can anyone get the top off the glue?" "Let's test them out." "Can I

have seconds?" "I've got icing on my fingers!" "They can go straight to bed

afterwards." "How do you play this?" "Pentecost is the church's birthday."

"Why are we doing this?" "The Holy Spirit came." "Let's go into church

now." "Thanks for the food." "Happy birthday." "The Mother's Union

makes good cakes." "Can I write my prayer now?" "Let's fly our planes."

"It's a bit messy." "How do you do it?" "Alleluia means 'praise the Lord'."

"Can we fly the kites outside?" "It's three-two with ten minutes left." "The

whole prayer plane idea was marvellous!" "We are marching in the light of

God." "They had flames on their heads." "If I put my address on will you

get the tax back?" "They've done it, they're in the premiership." "It's even

good for adults." "I didn't know that the disciples spoke loads of

languages." "I want to do it again." "How do they make a meal so nice?" "I

don't know about the kids but I enjoyed it!" "We've been looking forward to

this all day."

The next one is Saturday 17th July, 4pm to 6:30pm, so come along, and

invite families you know to come along, but remember... it's messy!

− 38 −



Our first ever Messy Church   22.V.2010




