St Michael’s,
Michael s, Oulton

Services and Events for January 2019
Sunday 6th January: The First Sunday of Epiphany.
9:00am Book of Common Prayer & Holy Communion led by Rev. Nick
Ktorides.
10:00am Morning Worship led by Debbie Allsop and Jill Pirrie.
Sides persons: David Boyce & Karen Langﬁeld.
Sunday 13th January: The Second Sunday of Epiphany / The Bap!sm of
Christ.
10:00 am Morning Worship and Holy Communion led by The Venerable
David Hayden and Debbie Allsop.
Sides Persons: Elissa Norman and Stella Saunders.
Monday 14th January: PCC Mee!ng.
7:00pm Held at 11, Cambrian Crescent, Oulton .
Thursday 17th January : ‘Young@Heart’
10:00 am.—12 noon. Why not come along and join in the fun at St.
Michael’s for those who are Young@Heart. Rumour has it that the theme
for this months mee9ng is “Call the Midwife!”
Sunday 20th January: The Third Sunday of Epiphany.
10:00am Morning Worship and Holy Communion led by the Rev. Nick
Ktorides and Jill Pirrie.
Sides Persons: Jill Pirrie and Carolyn Woodcock.
Monday 21st January: Knit and Na0er Group.
1:30pm: Meet at 1, Elmhurst Avenue, Oulton Broad.
Sunday 27th January: The Fourth Sunday of Epiphany—World Leprosy
Day.
10:00am Morning Worship and Holy Communion led by the Rev. Nick
Ktorides and Debbie Allsop.
Sides Persons: Tim Jones and Carol Keightley.
(Please note there will be a separate collecon in aid of the Leprosy
Mission). Could those people holding Leprosy Mission boxes please let
Debbie Allsop have them as soon as possible.)
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Famous Chris!ans.
Being something of an admirer of the Pre-Raphaelite movement,
it’s hardly surprising that one should have a passing interest in the
Rosse? family. The family consisted of émigré Italian scholar
Gabriele Pasquale Giuseppe Rosse? and his wife Frances Mary
Lavinia Polidori. There were three siblings, Dante, Chris9na,
William and Maria. It is Chris9na that I am wri9ng about today.
Chris9na was born in 1830 in London. She was to eventually be
associated with the Pre-Raphaelite movement, but her forte was
poetry. Chris9na was a devoted Anglican and her poetry expresses
her strong Chris9an faith. She is probably best remembered for
Goblin Market (1862), Princes’ Progress and other Poems (1866)
and of course that most wonderful of Christmas carols, ‘In the Bleak
Mid-Winter’.
She was ambivalent about women's suﬀrage, but many scholars
have iden9ﬁed feminist themes in her poetry. She was opposed to
slavery (in the American South), cruelty to animals and the
exploita9on of girls in under
-age pros9tu9on. In the
later decades of her life,
Rosse?
suﬀered
from
Graves' Disease, diagnosed
in 1872 and suﬀering a
nearly fatal aMack in the
early 1870s. In 1893, she
developed breast cancer
and though the tumour was
removed, she suﬀered a
recurrence in September
1894.
She
died
in
Bloomsbury
on
29
December 1894 and was
buried
in
Highgate
Cemetery, London.
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‘A Moving Experience.’
‘I was delighted when Jane Boyce oﬀered to share her moving experiences
on a recent trip to Ground Zero in New York through the pages of our
‘Pew News’.
There was a soO drizzly rain that day. Pleasantly warm, it was September
the eighth. We had found ourselves at this place somewhat by accident
my friend and I. Our ﬁrst full day in New York and at the start of a trip that
had been planned for well over a year. We had fully intended to visit
ground zero. On our list you might say. We had felt the need to pay our
respects to those who had both died and those who had served the
vic9m's in 9me of need, but had not planned it for this day, the day before
the commemora9ons of 9/11.
We had taken a bus trip around the city and had got oﬀ to stretch our
legs. It was late aOernoon and the light was fading and we randomly
walked through streets of seemingly never ending rows of sky scrapers.
There were no signposts that we could see but the ﬁrst thing we were
aware of was an increasing
feeling of s9llness and
quiet. Amongst the
hustle and bustle of
perhaps the busiest city in
the world, we had walked
into a bubble of quiet.
We
had arrived at
ground zero, at the plaza
and at the site of the twin
towers soon aOer this feeling of heightened awareness. The north and
south towers that are now deep granite wells, built on the trade towers
footprints, soOly illuminated and with gently cascading waterfalls around
every side. Around the top of both structures on a seamless table of
granite around the edge, are the names of the almost 3000 vic9ms
engraved into the black stone. We had found this place by accident and
were now taking stock. Placed upright in the granite were a scaMering of
red and white roses, placed there for birthday remembrance. We did not
speak but wandered oﬀ alone. There were few people there, but the quiet
s9llness is something that is now stays engraved within my very being .
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I laid my hand on the wet granite and closed my eyes, then opened them
and looked up to the sky, trying to imagine that terrible day. It was not
possible. I said an inward prayer and thanked God that I had never found
myself dealing with such a situa9on. What I felt there, that day is
something I have mused about. I have not experienced anything near like
this before. The place had a sense of reverence, peace, dignity, quiet
enfolding love and beauty. I heard some one quietly comment" Where
was God in all this?" I of course could not vocalise what I believe, but my
faith tells me that He was there that day with all those who suﬀered and
those who had to deal with the carnage amongst it all and feeling the
pain.
Once I described to a friend about a moment I had experienced in a
country churchyard on a beau9ful spring day. In one moment I had looked
up and had experienced a seemingly contradictory yet beau9ful sensa9on.
I felt I knew everything and yet nothing. It was something of how I felt
that day. A humble of feeling of being a loved by God.
Between the two wells and on a small area of grass is a tree. It has been
named "The survivor tree.” Rescued by a site worker a short while aOer
the event the dying charred tree which stood amongst the rubble showed
a 9ny green shoot. It was taken to a municipal nursery and nursed
lovingly, tended by skilled hands who willed it to survive, this Callary pear
tree. Survive it did and was taken back and replanted a few short years
ago. It stands proud surrounded by a small fence and a plaque by its side
telling its tale. Half of its poor trunk is black and charred and it is lopsided
in its growth but it makes a wonderful sight this liMle tree that now shows
green shoots and growth. An imperfect thing but beau9ful and proud.
We liked the folk of New York, felt safe , found friendliness and dignity. On
the day of 9/11 we set oﬀ once again from our hotel, we walked past a
bagpiper playing Amazing Grace, it sounded beau9ful. That evening
channels of light a were sent up into the sky and as we looked up,the
Empire state building was lit with the colours and the stars and stripes of
the U S A.
I felt a sense of great pride for this wonderful city , and in my heart took
home with the peace that passes all understanding, and the site of that
beau9ful imperfect liMle pear tree.
Jane Boyce.
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The Enquirer
This month we ‘interrogate’ a relavely new face to St. Michael’s, and that is
Colin Saunders, who has recently taken on the role of PCC Secretary.
‘I was born in Romford Essex in 1961. At the age of 16 my parents decided
to move to LowestoO (the back of beyond for me).
I wasn’t a Chris9an un9l I was 17 but always believed in God and had values
from a Strict upbringing. I never achieved much at
school my only O Level was for Drama and my life
seems to have been a drama most of my life.
When I leO school at 16 I started full 9me in a
menswear/tailors ouViMers. From there I joined
the civil service working at the Home Oﬃce in London un9l I had to leave as a result of moving to
LowestoO. I got jobs in various shops including
Hughes Electrical, WH Smith and ﬁnally Safeway
(now Morrisons) in Beccles.
Stella and I married in June 1982 (36 years now)
Colin Saunders
and James our eldest son was born in 1984 followed by Paul in 1987. Sadly between the boys we lost our second child
who did not reach full term. This was a big loss to both of us but God has
blessed us with two great lads who are both now married.
Stella and myself were also foster carers when our boys where liMle. In 1991
I leO Safeway and at the age of 30 I embarked on a two year BTEC social
Care course at LowestoO College followed by two years at De-MonVort University (Bedford Campus) to undertake my social work training degree and
diploma in higher educa9on. This was a diﬃcult 9me for us as a family with
a mortgage and two young boys to support, plus we carried on fostering
un9l I qualiﬁed in 1995.
Following my degree I started work with Norfolk County Council Children’s
services in Yarmouth working in Child Protec9on, Care Proceedings, children
in care and adop9on. I con9nued in this role achieving senior prac99oner
for 8 years. I then spent two years in an adop9on team before being promoted to an Independent Reviewing Oﬃcer overseeing the Care Plans of
113 children in care. I was one of 10 oﬃcers with Norfolk alone having over
1,000 children in care.
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AOer 20 years due to health issues and following a period of 6 months sick
leave, I leO NCC in Dec 2015 not really knowing what I would be doing but
to cut a long story short God had shown us He would guide and provide. A
vacancy as a social worker came up with a fostering agency and I was successful where I stayed un9l March 2018 when I was head hunted by another
Fostering Agency and appointed to senior social worker and this is where I
remain to date working full 9me.
Stella and myself come from a Pentecostal background, we have been part
of the Salva9on Army community before joining the Bap9st church where
we remained for over 20 years before joining St Marks church where we
worshipped for nearly 12 years. During this period I was appointed as an
AWA for 3 years un9l we both felt a call to St Michaels
where we have been since March 2018 and have both
become involved where possible.
Anyone who knows me will know I’m an avid cat lover.
Ruby and Toby are our cats who bring a lot of joy.’
Colin Saunders.
————————————————————————-

My Favourite Hymns.
This month Jill Pirrie shares with us some of her favourite hymns.
I love singing hymns. Why? I have no ear for music, play no instrument, and
cannot strike the right note. That is, unless I am carried along by people
around me, all singing tunefully.
As a primary school child, entranced by a tune, a melody of a hymn, a song,
I would go home longing to sing it to my mother. AOer a few tuneless bars,
she would say, “No! no! - I think this is what you are trying to sing.” “Yes,
yes!” I would say. And we would sing it together, those errant notes sliding
meekly into place.
It’s the same today. When I join my voice to the congrega9on, they hold me
in tune and I am able to worship joyfully and prayerfully. I can’t do it on my
own. That is a lesson that goes beyond hymn singing, on into my Chris9an
Pilgrimage.
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Generally, I prefer haun9ng, medita9ve tunes with words that compliment the
music and reach deep into mind and heart.
“On a hill faraway” (The Old Rugged Cross) tell the story of the Cross, stripped of
all sen9ment. Instead, its all suﬀering, in its shame, and contempt. Once, on a
Reader’s Course at Ridley Hall, I turned a corner and came upon a small cross, low
to the ground. And, nailed to it, a naked ﬁgure, more like a scarecrow than a human being. A travesty of the Cruciﬁxion? No, that’s how it was. No wonder I was
shocked and troubled whenever I sing “The Old Rugged Cross.” That image surfaces in my mind. It helps me receive the beauty, the pardon, the sanc9ﬁca9on
that defeats death and, one day, will bring us home.
“Tell out my soul” - Timothy Douglas Smith’s adap9on of the Magniﬁcat is also a
favourite of mine. Its triumphant, its challenging. What’s more, it holds a strong
contemporary meaning. This is a song that transcends 9me.
Mary is a radical, feisty young woman. Probably only about 14 years old, she is
charged with a keen sense of jus9ce, a deep compassion for the hungry and the
humble. Alongside this goes a keen distrust of wealth and privilege. These are the
quali9es marking her out to God as the right mother-to-be of Jesus.
The Magniﬁcat is a clarion call that takes its inspira9on from Hannah’s burst of
praise as she honours the vow mad to God aOer he healed in infer9lity. It’s a song
for the birth of Samuel. These two strong women sing their thanksgiving even as
they assert their values. Hannah; (1 Samuel verse 2 to 4) ‘the bows of the mighty
are broken, but the feeble are equipped with strength. Mary; (Luke 1 verse 53;)
‘he has ﬁlled the hungry with good things, and sent the rich away empty.’ This is
revolu9onary stuﬀ, ﬁ?ng welcome to Samuel, boy of des9ny and to Jesus, fulﬁlment of law and promise—there, now and forever.
Out of the many favourite hymns I might have chosen, my last choice a children’s
hymn; “Kumbaya.” Here there is a simplicity, a directness, and a compassion that
is peculiarly childlike. That appeal for God to be there wherever someone's’ crying, singing, or praying runs the whole gamut of the human condi9on; grief, joy,
intercession. The gentle cadences of this tradi9onal spiritual, enhanced by the
quietly rhythmic dialect never failed to swell my heart. They release in me a fresh
spring of compassion which is, I hope, my beMer childlike self. AOer all, our childlikeness is our entry into the Kingdom, the Kingdom which is now and forever.
Jill Pirrie.
8

‘I Was Hungry’ - A Short poem.
This poem was recently read during a service by Canon John Simpson and it
somehow struck a chord with me. I suppose we all need to be reminded
every now and then that life is not just about ME, but about prac9cing what
we believe within the love of God. If we don’t reach out to the lost, needy,
and desperate, our words are nothing but noisy and meaningless rhetoric in
their ears.

‘I Was Hungry’
I was hungry …
And you formed humani9es groups to discuss my hunger.
I was imprisoned …
And you crept oﬀ quietly to your church and prayed for my release.
I was naked …
And in your mind you debated the morality of my appearance.
I was sick …
And you knelt and thanked God for your health.
I was homeless …
And you preached to me of the spiritual shelter of the love of God.
I was lonely …
And you leO me alone to pray for
me.
You seem so holy, so close to God …
But I am s9ll hungry … and lonely …
and cold …
~ Author unknown ~
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The Rectory, St Cuthbert the Least, Somewhere-Or-Another.
My dear Nephew Darren
Your 2019 New Year resolu9on of ge?ng up at 4am and devo9ng the ﬁrst four hours
every day to prayer and medita9on does you credit – although I am not en9rely certain you will get past the ﬁrst week. I, too, make an annual resolu9on; this year it is to
become more tolerant of my parishioners.
I intend to become more tolerant of our deputy organist Mrs Smythe If we have a four
-verse hymn, the dear lady is almost guaranteed either to play three or ﬁve verses. If
the former, I always have to be prepared to start singing the ﬁnal verse myself, while
the congrega9on tags along several words behind and our organist gamely, and en9rely unsuccessfully, tries to ﬁnd out where we are up to; if the laMer, then we all
meekly sing the ﬁnal verse a second 9me.
I intend to become more tolerant of our team who assemble the parish magazine.
Copies are generally put together with the pages in a random order, generally with
one sheet upside down. One month, we will have 50 copies too few and those who
fail to receive one behave as though their lives will be forever aOer en9rely ruined,
and the next month, we will have 50 copies too many, whereupon people complain
about the wanton destruc9on of the Amazonian rainforest.
I will be more tolerant of Lady TroMer who always arrives for our Sunday 8am Service
10 minutes late. While we are piously at prayer, she slams the north door, shakes her
umbrella over the ﬂoor, wishes the sides man a cheery “good morning”, drops her
Service books, clumps up the aisle in her steel 9pped brogues, removes her mackintosh, fumbles for a kneeler and volubly asks the en9re congrega9on where we are up
to in the Service. She then gives me a nod to tell me that I may proceed with divine
worship.
I must be more tolerant of my neighbour, an aggressive atheist who invariably decides
that Ma?ns is the ideal 9me to use his chainsaw in the garden, that the annual garden fete is the right day for a bonﬁre and who sends me a monthly rant of several
pages, taking issue with my leMer in the magazine.
I intend to … on reﬂec9on, perhaps I may decide on an alterna9ve resolu9on for the
New Year.
Your loving uncle,
Eustace
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In the News
Stunning new £2-million Bible-and-art website
If you want to enjoy art with your Bible reading, then visit the stunning new
£2-million Bible-and-art website, ‘The Visual Commentary on the Bible’ (hMps://thevcs.org/) which was launched late last year.
‘The Visual Commentary on the Bible’ matches three works of art with passages of Scripture. Each triptych has been chosen by a theologian or an art
historian (so far, there are 44 listed on the site), who also provides a short
commentary on the picture, rela9ng it to the Bible verses. The images on
the site are high-resolu9on, and with the powerful zoom facility, users can
enjoy the artworks in great detail.
So far, there are 50 completed triptychs, or ‘exhibi9ons’, and another 50
await copyright permissions. In the next seven years, it is hoped that the
number will grow to 1500.
The site is free to use. It is funded by Roberta and Howard Ahmanson, the
US billionaire philanthropists, and draws on the exper9se of the Department of Theology and Religious Studies at King’s College, London.

‘Generation Snow lake’ needs our kindness – says
Bishop
With the NHS Digital recently repor9ng that one in eight children aged ﬁve 19 had at least one mental disorder last year, there have been sugges9ons
on social media and elsewhere that young people today are just not ‘robust
enough’ to deal with life.
Such an accusa9on has been strenuously rejected by the Bishop of Tonbridge, who says that any cri9cism of young people should not be tolerated
for one moment by the Church. This genera9on is facing lifestyles (e.g. social media) and threatening issues (e.g. climate change) that were unknown
when their parents were young, and it is hardly any wonder that many of
them struggle with emo9onal, behavioural and hyperac9vity disorders.
The Bishop declared that instead of mocking them, the Church must take
their mental health very seriously, and ‘oﬀer care across the genera9ons.’
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Pause for thought.
This month John tells us of St. Francis’ meeng with the Pope.
Francis of Assisi wanted to live the Gospel life to the full, like our Lord, living a life of
poverty, having nowhere to lay his head and relying on others for food. Living a life
of poverty, having nothing of ones own, does indeed set one free to live life to the
full.
Men, who had known Francis all his life, saw in him a joy, peace, love and humility
that hadn't been there before. Francis was indeed freed to live as Jesus his Lord had
lived. AOer Brother Bernard and Peter had joined Francis in this way of life, others
began to sell everything they had, gave the money to the poor, and followed
Francis. Working for food, never moneyand sharing with the other brothers. Soon
there were twelve men living the Gospel
life. Francis wrote a simple Rule for them
all to live by. A Rule, which included 9mes
of hours in prayer and silence, 9mes for
work for farmers on the land and 9mes for
the brothers to be together.
Francis prayed and under God's guidance
the twelve brothers went to Rome to ask
Pope Innocent III to ra9fy their Rule and
allow them to become a community of
Poor Penitents. AOer walking from Assisi to
Rome they arrived at St. John Lateran, the
Popes residence. Somehow they managed
to see the Pope and told him that they
wanted to live a life of Poverty, like the
Lord Jesus Christ. The Pope and the Cardinals thought that this would be far to
diﬃcult for men joining the order to do. Francis and his brothers were not given
permission and went away heavy hearted. The Pope was deeply worried about the
Church and it's corrup9on everywhere. He always found it diﬃcult to sleep, but that
night the Pope had a dream. In the dream he saw St. John Lateran falling to bits and
there before him he saw a small man holding up the Church with his shoulder, the
Pope recognised the small man to be Francis of Assisi.
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The next day Francis and his brothers were called back into the Popes
presence. Surrounded by all the Cardinals the Pope told the dream and saw
it as a sign from God that Francis' brothers would indeed save the Church,
which had fallen into corrup9on. The permission to start the Franciscan
Community of Friars Minor was given. The Pope told them I am old, but
now I can die in peace. My sons, go out into the world with torches in your
hands. Hang lamps on the walls of night. Put fountains where you see ﬁres.
Plant roses where swords are forged. Transform baMleﬁelds into gardens.
Dig furrows and sow love. Place ﬂags of freedom of freedom in the
homeland of poverty, and announce the arrival of love, happiness and
peace. AOer some 9me, before I die, come and recount your adventures
and soothe my soul.' The Pope blessed the brothers. He hugged them one
by one and the brothers leO the city and returned to Assisi.
The Franciscan Community grew at a rapid rate. Soon there where
Franciscan's all over Europe. The Franciscans arrived in England and
set up a Friary in Canterbury. The small chapel is s9ll there and the
Anglican and Roman Franciscans s9ll use it for services during the week.
John Worsfold.

Collabora!ve Chris!ngle Produc!on.

There was a busy inter-church produc9on line formed at St Mark’s following our morning services on Sunday 23rd December, when members of the
Beneﬁce churches collaborated to produce some 400 ‘tasty’ and ‘symbolic’
Chris9ngles for the eagerly awaited Christmas Eve services.
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Come St Michaels let us…
As we approach 2019 together, may we joyfully ancipate the great
things God has in store for us. It is with great pleasure that Shuba
and I have been called to Oulton St. Michael’s and we look forward to
developing relaonships
this year. As I look forward
to 2019, I am reminded of
the close fellowship the
Early Church had together
and how deepening love
helped them to persevere
through some diﬃcult
mes.
The New Testament church in the Acts of the Apostles is a great example I think for us to emulate and aspire to, as we go forward into
the new year. John Sto: outlines the characteriscs of that ﬁrst
church in his commentary on the “The Message of Acts” with four
themes: The church was 1) a learning church, 2) a loving church, 3) a
worshipping church, and 4) an evangelisc church. Sounds good to
me and a balance that kept the church moving forward in the things
of God. It was a balance that kept the church healthy; and ancipang the great works of God to be displayed in their midst. As we
move forward together, may we seek that same balance which made
that ﬁrst church so dynamic and eﬀecve. So, come St Michaels , let
us walk in the light of the Lord in 2019 and connue to taste his
goodness and faithfulness - in the coming days of the new year.
Happy New Year to all !
Nick and Shuba.
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‘The Final Word.’
I learnt to drive in the 1960s. My instructor was Mr Tripp from Commodore Road.
All these years later I remember how important it was to use the rear view mirror. In
fact he said that I need to have the mirror in
such a posi9on that, when I looked into it, the
instructor could see that this is what I was doing. In order to see clearly that I was on the
right track for reversing around a corner, a
matchs9ck was placed in the centre of the rear
window in the VW Beetle.
All these years later I s9ll look in the rear view mirror! When the car is so loaded
with things for the 9p I have to make full use of the wing mirrors but s9ll I cannot
stop myself from checking the rear view mirror even though I cannot see from it.
It is said that you can tell what people are like if you go on a cruise. I am sure that
is true in a number of ways. I have been on a few cruises and if you enjoy a study
of people, going cruising will never disappoint! But what is meant is that some
people will ins9nc9vely go to the stern of the ship and look at what has happened, while others will head for the bow to see what is coming.
At the beginning of a New Year we naturally look back on the previous year and
even further. It is important that we do because the past is a huge part of us.
Chris9ans should be growing in our rela9onship with God and so much of this is
from what we have discovered already. Some struggle in life today because they
have so many hurts from the past or a loved one has died and, of course, we are
never the same again. But also we need to look forward.
When I learnt to drive I would not have got very far if I only looked in the rear
mirror. In fact I would have been a danger on the road. Without looking forward I
would not have been able to even get into ﬁrst gear.
Entering a New Year is a special 9me. We thank God for so many blessings from
the past but also look forward to his presence with us in the coming year.
David Hayden
__________________________________________________________________
If you have any contribu9ons for the next monthly edi9on of the ‘Pew News’ please send your material
to Robin Keightley

robinkeightley175@b!nternet.com
_________________________________________________________________________
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