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Getting in touch: 
 

 
Church Office:  Church Administrator, St George’s Church Centre,  
   Court Road, Brockworth, Gloucester, GL3 4ET 
Office Hours:    9.30—11.30am, Monday—Friday 
Phone:   01452 550 554 
Email:   admin@stgeorgesbrockworth.org 

  
Parish Website:  www.stgeorgesbrockworth.org   
 
Facebook:   Search for  “St George’s Brockworth” and ‘like’ our page 
 
Vicar:    Rev. Mike Smith 
   The Vicarage, Court Road, Brockworth, GL3 4ET 
   Tel: 07415 089897 
   Email: vicar@stgeorgesbrockworth.org 
   Mike’s day off is Friday 
 
Licensed Readers: 
Mr Gordon Clifford  01452 862475, email: gordon.clifford@sky.com 
Mrs Louisa Messenger 01452 862058, email: louisamessenger@hotmail.co.uk 
 
Churchwardens: 
Mrs Linda Vogwell  Hillview Avenue, Brockworth, GL3 4AZ 
    07917 610609, email: lindavogwell@yahoo.co.uk 
Mr Chris Sandys  01452 862206  
 
Hon. Treasurer:  Mr Derek Harbottle 01452 863732 
Hon. Secretary:    Mrs Lianne Eve 
Safeguarding Officer:   Mrs Liz Hopkins 01452 550554,  
            email: safeguarding@stgeorgesbrockworth.org 
 
Magazine Editor:   Mrs Pat Hartwell  email:       
                                stgeorgesbrockworthmag@gmail.com 
 
The article deadline for the October issue is 15/09/21   
 

Please email:   stgeorgesbrockworthmag@gmail.com  
    If unable to email, please deliver hard copy to the Church 
    Office.  
   
Editorial Disclaimer & church policies : 
Any ecclesiastical or political views contained in this magazine are not necessarily those of the 
PCC or the Editor. This church promotes good practice in work with children and young people. 
It has a current and active Child Protection Policy that’s available to view at St George’s Church  
& St George’s Church Centre. St. George’s, Brockworth is a Fair Trade Parish and supports the 
Parish Giving Scheme.  
 
THIS MONTH’S COVER:  St. George’s Church. Photo by Chris Sandys 

http://www.stgeorgebrockworth.uk
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ALONE we can do so little.  
TOGETHER we can do so much  

– Helen Keller 
 

It has been recognised by psychologists, leaders, and well-
being health care professionals that community is central 
to human experience. Being part of and engaging with a 
community gives us a sense of belonging. It enables us to 
grow, share, and support each other, ourselves, and care 
for our environment. 
 
The last 18months of living with Covid has emphasised our 
need to belong: to belong to a family, a friendship group, 
or a community … but why? We’ve missed our choirs, art 
groups, bands, toddler groups, and gym classes - the list 
goes on! Why do we need to be connected to people?  
 
However much of an introvert we might be, what is it in 
us that needs to be connected to other people?  
 
We can be better when we connect with other people, not 
virtually on social media platforms, but face to face,     
human to human. There is an important tension that needs 
to be held in a healthy community: diversity. One person’s 
weakness is counter-balanced by another’s strength. 
Opportunities to learn, support and encourage each other 
is an invaluable part of community.  
 
The rewards for us connecting with a community can be: 
 
Support and encouragement: to know you have positively 
impacted someone else’s life. To witness someone become 
empowered to overcome a difficulty or struggle. Or, to 
know there is someone to turn to when life gets tough. 
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When we share our time and skills, we give others the 
opportunity to learn. Investing in others is investing 
in ourselves: to see someone grow in their self-worth 
is powerfully motivating. When others share their time 
and skills, we are given the opportunity to grow. 
 
When we support and encourage others and share our 
skills, we make connections. The more we share of 
ourselves the more we receive back in a sense of 
achievement and connection, which deepens our sense 
of belonging. 
 
We invite you to join us at St. George’s, to work        
together: our weaknesses could be your strength.  

we might not have it all 
together … 

BUT together we 
have it all. 

Mike 
Smith 
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Love 
 

There is beauty in creation, in the skies, the earth, the seas, 
There is beauty in the mountains, in the fields and in the trees, 

But the crowning point of beauty, is the man upon his knees 
Giving thanks to his creator for the lovely things he sees. 

 
There are joys in earthly pleasures, but they fail and flee 

away, 
There are joys in doing good and helping others on the way, 

But the lasting joys and pleasures, joys that so few seem to find, 
Come from giving, loving, serving, being true and being kind. 

 
There is peace that this world craves for but as yet it hasn't 

found, 
There is peace in quiet pastures where there's stillness all 

around, 
But the peace which passes knowledge is a lasting peace within, 
Springing from a life of service and a heart that's free from sin. 

 
There is beauty all around us, if we put it to the test, 

There are joys to make us happy, there is peace to give us rest, 
But there's one way to attain them, through a gift from God above, 

'Tis the key to every treasure, 'tis the gift that we call love. 
 

        Robert McIIveen (1933 - ) 
               Member of the Belfast Temple Salvation Army Corp 

 
         First performed on Harvest Sunday 9th October 2016, 

         in Shankill Methodist Church, Belfast. 
             

Shared with Judy Baldwin by her son Chris 
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A blog from the Revd Dr 
(Mother) Alycia Timmis,  
Priest-in-Charge,  
The Northleach Benefice  
 
Justice” is a word we use and hear 
quite a lot, but what does it mean? It 
is, of course, both a noun and a verb 
– a ‘thing’ and an action. In the noun 
sense: Justice is the administration of 
law or equity. Maintenance of what is 
just or right by the exercise of author-
ity or power; assignment of deserved 
reward or punishment; giving of due 
deserts. In the verb sense: To punish 
or reward appropriately, to treat   
justly; To maintain justice in or 
among. 
A call to justice came to me in my 
first term in university. 
“You can change the world. Today. 
All it takes is a few simple steps!” 
These were the opening words of the 
main speaker at a gathering of      
students during my first term at    
university. All sorts of organisations 
and groups were vying for our      
attention and support. This particular 
group declared that they were about 
effecting change and making a real 
difference in the world. At the risk of 
showing my age, I’ll reveal that 
the cause celebre for this particular 
group was Apartheid in South Africa. 
At the time, young people all over the 
world were clamouring to force their 
academic institutions to divest      
interest and end any financial ties 
with South Africa. That seems a   
lifetime ago now, and in fact, I     
suppose it was. 
However, I remember that meeting 
like it was yesterday. A dazzlingly 
articulate student took to the stage. 

He exuded passion and charisma. He 
railed against our tuition fees—our 
parents’ hard-earned money—being 
used to underpin an evil, oppressive 
regime. How could we stand by and 
let that happen? Something had to be 
done. And we were the ones to do it. 
Details were given for a host of    
actions, protest marches and 
“occupying sit in’s” that had been 
organised to take place during the 
winter term after the Christmas     
holidays.  We were advised, by     
another student sporting dreadlocks 
and torn trousers that we should go 
home over the Christmas break and 
tell our parents of our intentions to 
participate in the upcoming actions 
and make provisions for bail – as  
being arrested, was a very likely  
consequence 
At those words, my heart sank. 
Changing the world was one thing; 
the prospect of prison was quite    
another. Still, over the Christmas  
holiday, I bided my time and waited 
for the right moment to put all of to 
this my father. My Dad was a man of 
few words. But, I knew him to be a 
man of faith, honour and courage. A 
man who stood up for what he      
believed in. He had served his    
country in the US Navy during the 
Second World War. Upon returning 
home from the South Pacific, he had 
participated in the great quest for 
Civil Rights, as both a private citizen 
and a public servant – he was a     
barrister who became a high court 
judge. My father was selected, by the 
then Governor, Bill Clinton, to     
become the first Black American to 
hold the post of Federal Judge in the  
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 Southern state of Arkansas.  Surely, I 
mused, he would support my desire 
to ‘be counted’. 
I found him, as usual, in his study 
reading the newspaper. He always 
held the newspaper up high,         
rendering him invisible behind it. 
“Dad, may I have a word?” The   
rustle of paper, and a faint, barely 
audible sound coming from behind it 
encouraged me to press on  – swiftly. 
I took a deep breath: “Dad, I’ve    
decided to show my support for the 
black people in South Africa, living 
in the shadow of the injustice of 
Apartheid. I’m taking part in protests 
at Uni, and the organisers said we 
may get arrested. I just wanted to let 
you know.” 
Anxiously, I waited for a response 
but received only silence. Then, a 
sudden and more substantial rustling 
of the newspaper, and then, from  
behind it, came the verdict: “Alycia,” 
he said, “It is commendable that you 
care about the people of South      
Africa. It is a truly dreadful situation. 
Racial inequality is one of society’s 
greatest evils. But, I can assure you 
that getting arrested is a highly    
overrated experience.” He went on, 
still from behind the paper: 
“Marching down the road with a 
placard is fine, but if really you want 
to do something, to help them and 
others, you must be the change you 
want to see in the world.” 
In my naivety and youth, all I       
surmised from this response was that 
his answer was “No.” That I couldn’t 
go. So, I sloped off to my room, in a 
teenage huff. But, with age comes 
wisdom, and over the years I have 

come to know, understand and     
appreciate the truth and value of my 
father’s words. The things we do, the 
isolated actions we take are          
important, but, of far greater         
significance is the person we are  
every day; how we live, how we   
behave, and the way we move 
through the world. Our inclinations, 
our natural responses, the content and 
conduct of our lives. This is less 
about doing the right things, and 
more about living the right things. 
While outward signs are important 
and often valuable, like protest 
marches and taking the knee, these 
things on their own are not often the 
means of change. As my father tried 
to teach me, Justice more often than 
not happens quietly, off-stage, off-
screen, in understated and often    
unseen ways. 
To give a current example, there are 
real imbalances in our education  
system, imbalances that have been 
heightened by the to-ing and fro-ing, 
in and outing, bubbling and isolating, 
of our children from school during 
the current pandemic. Real           
discrepancies in homeschooling, for 
a myriad of social and economic  
reasons, have shipwrecked the most 
vulnerable in our education system. 
This fact is something worth   
screaming, shouting, complaining, 
tweeting and marching about.     
However, more than gestures are 
needed to truly effect change. And, 
I’d like to take this moment to    
commend members of my local   
worshipping community who have 
taken this particular injustice to heart  
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and are doing something about it.   
Members of our Northleach Benefice 
Pastoral Care Team are giving their time 
as  reading volunteers in school – sitting, 
listening and supporting less confident 
younger readers, who have been         
impacted dramatically by the erratic  
nature of schooling over the past 18 
months. We have volunteers that        
offering similar support in the area of 
Maths. This is an example of being the 
change, of working actively for justice, 
and not just gesturing for justice. 
The words of Micah 6:6-8 put it best: 
 

And what does the Lord require of us 
that we are to act  justly, and to show 
kindness and mercy, 
    and to walk humbly with God. 
Amen. 

Revd Dr (Mother) Alycia Timmis,  
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  From the Church Registers 
JUNE/JULY 2021 

Baptisms 
 

No baptisms during June/July 

Weddings 
 

Friday 25th June  Benjamin Lane & Elizabeth Riley 

Sunday 27th June  James Newman & Michelle Wright 
   

Saturday 3rd July  Samuel Lawday & Hannah Leaver 

Saturday 10th July  Thomas Griffin-Du Feu & Megan 

Roberts 

Friday 23rd July   Ashley Hamblett & Natalie Worrall 

 

Funerals 
 

Wednesday 23rd June Ken Evans 

Wednesday 30th June Eileen Dowle 
 

Tuesday 6th July  Janet Mace 

Wednesday 14th July Jacqueline Flounders 

Thursday 29th July  Mavis Bennett 

 

100 Club 
 

July 2021 
 

WINNERS 

 
 

1st — Jenny Farmer (76) 
2nd — Rena Sparks (75) 
3rd — Ros Stacey (45) 

 

100 Club 
 

August 2021 
 

WINNERS 

 
 

1st — Rona Clifford (43) 
2nd — Ann Mawson (40) 
3rd — Brian Vogwell (1) 
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Smalls for All 
 
 Smalls for All is a small charity, based in Scotland. It collects and   
distributes underwear to help women and children, mainly in Africa but 
also in the UK. These clothes are not for purposes of vanity or even 
comfort but in some parts of Africa, if a woman wears a bra, this      
denotes a high status and she is therefore less likely to be a victim of 
sexual assault. If you have any bras that you no longer wear, but are 
still in good condition, they can be sent to Smalls for All Five Sisters 
Business Park Westwood West Calder EH55 8PN Or you can pass 
items on to me and I will forward them. As the charity is small, they 
cannot refund postage or arrange collection but if you would like to 
know more the web site is – smallsforall.org 
Thank you 
Coralie  Slade 

is currently in need of 
the following items, 
which can be taken to 
the Church  office  
during  opening hours.                         
Thank you. 

• TINNED FRUIT (URGENT) 
• TINNED FISH 

• TINNED SPAGHETTI 
• TINNED VEGETABLES 

• TINNED TOMATOES 

• TINNED POTATOES 

• JARS OF PASTA SAUCE 

• BARS OF SOAP 

• TOOTHBRUSHES (SINGLE) & TOOTHPASTE 

• DEODORANT (URGENT) 

• SHAMPOO (URGENT) 

• TOILET ROLLS 

• SIZE  6 AND 6+ NAPPIES 
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CHURCH DIARY—September 2021 
 
 

1st 9.30am  Communion : Hall, Church Centre 
 

5th 9.00am  Communion Worship Service : Church 
    Broadcast live on YouTube (or watch via Facebook) 
 10.30am  Family Worship Service : Hall, Church Centre 
 

6th  10.00am     Parent & Toddlers : Hall, Church Centre 
 10.00am  Coffee Morning : Lounge, Church Centre  
 

8th 9.30am  Communion : Hall, Church Centre 
 

12th 9.00am  Communion Worship Service : Church 
    Broadcast live on YouTube (or watch via Facebook) 
 10.30am  Family Worship Service : Hall, Church Centre 
 

13th  10.00am     Parent & Toddlers : Hall, Church Centre 
 10.00am  Coffee Morning : Lounge, Church Centre 
 

15th 9.30am  Communion : Church Centre 
 

19th 9.00am  Communion Worship Service : Church 
    Broadcast live on YouTube (or watch via Facebook) 
 10.30am  Family Worship Service : Hall, Church Centre 
 

20th  10.00am     Parent & Toddlers : Hall, Church Centre 
 10.00am  Coffee Morning : Lounge, Church Centre 
 

22nd 9.30am  Communion : Hall, Church Centre 
 

25th 1.00pm  Wedding : Church 
 Time tbc  Harvest Market: Hall, Church Centre   
 
Harvest Festival 
26th 9.00am  Communion Worship Service : Church 
    Broadcast live on YouTube (or watch via Facebook) 
 10.30am  Family Worship Service :  Hall, Church Centre 
 Time tbc  Harvest Lunch : Hall, Church Centre 
 

27th  10.00am     Parent & Toddlers : Hall, Church Centre 
 10.00am  Coffee Morning : Lounge, Church Centre 
 Time tbc  Mother’s Union : Hall, Church Centre 
 

29th 9.30am  Communion : Church Centre 
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James Hopkins Trust, Kites Corner, 
North Upton Lane, Barnwood, 
Gloucester GL4 3TR 
Charity Number 1183110 
 
To our friends at St. George’s church, 
For 32 years James Hopkins Trust has 
be providing nursing respite care to life 
limited and life threatened children 
across Gloucestershire.    
  
We currently support 102 families 
across the county with care either at 
our specialist centre, Kites Corner in 
Barnwood or within the family home. 
The children we care for have many 
different complex nursing needs which 
can all be challenging and exhausting 
for their families. James Hopkins Trust 
provides desperately needed nursing 
respite to our families with no charge. 
As well as respite, we provide practical 
and emotional help to the                 
family.  Some of our parents will know 
their baby has a condition that will 
cause severe disability or shorten their 
life before they are born, other babies 
will be diagnosed soon after birth or in 
early childhood. James Hopkins Trust 
exists to help these children and their 
families.  
 
There is minimal government funding 
for children’s hospices so we are     
incredibly proactive in our efforts to 

raise the £600,000.00 per year that we 
require to provide our service.    
We raise our funds through a wide  
variety of sources including              
applications to grant making trusts, 
corporate and individual sponsorship, 
public donations and fundraising 
events run by ourselves (e.g. Golf Day, 
Summer Fete, Auction, Raffles, Winter 
Extravaganza and Kite Ball).  Our 
fundraising has been greatly affected 
over the past 15 months which has 
caused a significant drop in our      
forecast income.   
 
Used postage stamps are a good source 
of income of us. We sell them onto a 
buyer for £17 per kilo! There is no 
charge to us for him collecting or   
sorting them, we literally weigh the 
stamps and get paid for them.  We also 
collect foreign currency that we get a 
return on, so if anyone has any coins or 
notes remaining after a trip abroad 
please do donate them to us please. 
 
As a Brockworth resident myself and 
St George’s being my church please 
accept my personal thanks. James 
Hopkins Trust provided care for my 
daughter Jasmin throughout her short 
life, some may remember that I used to 
bring her to church each Sunday, 
which Jazzy loved. 
 
On behalf of James Hopkins Trust 

thank you to everyone that has        

supported us over the years, we are 

incredibly grateful to you.   

Warmest wishes, 

Ria Heap – James Hopkins Trust 
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A message from the children at James Hopkins Trust  
 

The home of James Hopkins Trust is called Kites Corner. It is a place where 
we come to have lots of fun with the staff and friends, whilst also receiving 
the care we need. We really missed coming during the lockdown and are so 
happy to be back. Things are a little bit different here now, as the staff are all 
wearing masks, gloves, aprons, and goggles (they look very funny!) and we 
are not allowed to get too close to our friends. It was all a bit odd at first, but 
we are getting used to it now and can still have loads of fun. Something very 
special has been happening here, honestly it really has. One week the       
playroom looked normal, the next week when we came to play it looked like a 
completely different room. There were new toys and furniture everywhere – 
we really didn’t know what to play with first, it looked amazing!! Last week 
we went into the garden and found the ‘Kite Ness’ Monster sitting on the 
grass. We couldn’t believe our eyes – how on earth did that get there? There 
was only one answer - MAGIC! Kites Corner is our magical place where we 
make memories that we and our families will treasure forever. We really hope 
you enjoy reading about what’s been going on here at Kites Corner 
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Mothers’ Union 
 

Listens, Observes and Acts 
 

The afternoon tea on 9th August in aid of 
 MU ‘Summer of Hope’ appeal 

was a great success and raised a magnificent 
£145.00 

and £37.00 on the MU goods sales. 
 

Thank you to Enid for arranging and hosting this event 
and to everyone who helped and attended. 

 

We will start to meet again this month (Hooray!! I hear you say) 
and (as discussed at the afternoon tea) 
our meetings will in future be on the 

 4th Monday of each month in the 

 AFTERNOON 
starting on Monday 27th September 

from 2.30pm until 4.30pm 
(Except for October’s meeting which will take place on 18th) 

 

As a celebration of this, the first meeting 
 will take the form of a service. 

 

Father, as we meet together, help us to listen, 
to understand and to remember. 

Make us aware that we are meeting 
 not simply with each other, but with you: 

make your presence real to each one of us. 
As we listen, help us to concentrate 

 so we hear what is intended and what is your will. 
Give us courage to say what needs to be said 

and humility to accept decisions with which we do not agree; 
when we finish our meeting, enable us by your grace, 

to go out and fulfil your purpose, 
doing what you want us to do; 
and to your name be the glory, 

through Jesus Christ our Lord.  Amen. 
 

As you can see, we still do not have a date for moving to Pembrokeshire 
 so, I am still writing these notes! 

 but if we have gone by the time you read this, 
 both Gordon and I wish you all well for the future. 

 

With love, prayers and many blessings, Rona. 
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Tower Report 
   

Just to inform you what has been  hap-
pening in the Church tower. The flagpole 
has been refurbished and is back in place, 
and a  new flag has been purchased.   
 

Thank you all who helped me in my task. 
Mr John Mayne for his helping hand, Mr 
Phil Hartwell for manufacturing a new 
wooden insert, and to the kind person 
who gave a donation. 
  

 Now for the good news (or perhaps not! 
Ed) - the tower roof has started leaking, 
and to cap it all the bell ropes are showing 
signs of wear and tear and will need replac-
ing soon. 
 

Well, that’s it for now folks, keep safe, 
keep the faith, and God bless. 
 

Tony Wood (Tower Keeper) 
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The Sinking of                      
The Lisbon Maru 
 
 A regular member of St. George’s    
congregation, Neville Mace, has shared 
this tribute to his uncle who died in    
October 1942 in the South China Sea. 
Until very recently, Gunner Frank      
Edward Mace of the Royal Artillery, and 
from Mace’s Hill, Daglingworth, had 
been listed as “missing”. Both his mother 
and his elder sister, Neville’s mother, 
were heart broken and both died without 
knowing what had happened to their 
much-loved Frank. 
 
While Neville’s son, Roderick, was   
researching their family history, he    
discovered the full story.  Frank, along 
with more than a thousand other Allied 
servicemen, was captured by the        
Japanese in Singapore. They were loaded 
onto a freighter, The Lisbon Maru, and 
placed in the holds below decks.        
Japanese troops were on deck and the 
ship was identified by the Americans as 
a Japanese troop carrier and torpedoed. 
Survivors have described how the ship 
took three days to sink. 
 
The Royal Navy takes up the story, 
“While all the Japanese troops aboard 

were rescued immediately, the prisoners 
were not merely left in the holds, but 
hatches were battened down to prevent 
their escape – and a small guard of     
Japanese left behind to prevent any    
escape attempts. For 24 hours the      
prisoners were held in sub-human      
conditions in darkness with no food,  
water, fresh air or sanitation and        
dysentery was rife. A breakout attempt 
resulted in some prisoners escaping – but 
many were machine-gunned either on the 
ship or once they entered the water.” 
Chinese fishermen rescued some        
survivors but the Japanese intervened 
and all survivors were taken to Japanese 
Prisoner of War camps where many   
perished due to their inhuman conditions 
and treatment. 
 
Now, almost 80 years after the event, an 
apology has been received from the   
Japanese with an acknowledgement of 
their actions, and the sacrifice of all 
those allied troops is being marked by a 
memorial. Neville and Roderick will be 
travelling to the National Memorial   
Arboretum in Lichfield for the service of 
dedication of The Lisbon Maru memorial 
and will be able to lay a wreath, adorned 
with the Royal Artillery coat of arms, in 
memory of Frank Edward Mace. 
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Old cards, used stamps , specs 
and broken jewellery make cash 
for Charities! 
 
Thank you to those who have offered 
help in becoming the future link    
between St George’s and the charities 
which we support as an outreach 
church with our donations of items. 
 
JAMES HOPKINS TRUST  will in 
future be connected through Pat   
Hartwell who will receive the used 
postage stamps and deliver them to 
the Trust in Barnwood. 
 
ALZHEIMERS SOCIETY – is to be 
looked after by Ann Wright and she 
will collect any items of unwanted or 
broken jewellery, single items e.g. 
one earring or watches and dispatch/ 
deliver them to raise funds for this 
charity. She has a local Alzheimer's 
Office address and pre paid postage 
labels for their central collection point 
in Nottingham. 
 
COBALT –  Liz Ashenden has kindly 
offered to receive all occasional cards 
throughout the year and deliver them 
to Cobalt in Cheltenham for up-
cycling. She will also arrange for used 
Christmas Cards to be collected and 
delivered which have a time limit in 
early January.  Liz says she will    
advertise the dates well in advance. 
 
 SIGHTSAVERS FOR AFRICA—
used spectacles will be collected by 
Ann Wright and are being accepted 
by Boots chemists in Gloucester.. 
 

All donations for these charities can 
be given to the person named OR to 
the church centre office. 
 
Thank you again to Pat, Ann and Liz 
for offering to support these charities 
which we have looked after for many 
years.  They really do need our      
support  to raise much needed funds 
especially after the last 18 months of 
the Covid-19 pandemic. 
 
We hope that you will continue to 
make your donations. 
 
Gordon & Rona 
 
A very big thank you, Gordon and 
Rona, for all your faithful support 
of these charities over so many 
years. 
You will read elsewhere in the 

magazine about the great work 

done by the James Hopkins Trust. 

I have taken on collecting used 

stamps for them – such an easy 

thing for everyone to do. So 

please encourage friends,    

neighbours, and family to save 

their used stamps, and also      

foreign coins and notes, for JHT. 

When you have a few, just pop 

them in an envelope and post 

through the church centre         

letterbox. 

  

Many thanks, 

Pat Hartwell 
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Greenway Benefice lives up to its name 

(and can we do it too?) 

The Greenway Benefice is             
encouraging people locally to do 
something for the environment, big or 
small, during the week of 12 th        
September. 
Living up to its nickname of     
Greenway, the benefice, which      
includes Badgeworth, Shurdington, 
and Witcombe with Bentham is     
running an Eco Week for the third 
year. There are lots of ways to get 
involved. 
The Revd Susan Cooke, the      
Greenway Benefice Vicar said, “You 
might like to plant something to    
attract bees or do a litter pick. There 
are so many different things you can 
do, including thinking about the way 
you invest money, or who supplies 
your electricity. You might choose to 
use your car less, and take the bus or 
walk everywhere for the week. Or 
you might encourage others by    

sharing an invitation to join in on           
social media – it’s up to you.” 
The week is open to everyone and 
anyone – individuals, schools,       
businesses, or families. 
1st September marks the start of   
Creationtide, a time of year in which 
Christians renew their focus on the 
environment and care for God’s    
creation. This year Climate Sunday is 
on 5th September and Creationtide 
runs till 4th October. 
With COP26 being held in Glasgow 
this autumn, and the climate reaching 
a crisis point, it is more important 
than ever that we take steps to act and 
encourage large-scale political and 
industrial changes. 
What is your worshipping community 
doing to demonstrate your             
commitment to care for the            
environment this year? 
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BIBLICAL CITIES, 
CONTINUED:  

CANA, of GALILEE. 
 

Dear Readers, continuing my series 
on Biblical Cities and Towns, I 
have chosen yet another which is 
now a ruin in marshes. What we do 
know was that it was the scene of 
Christ's earliest miracle, when, at 
the marriage feast, He turned water 
into wine (John 2:1). It was the 
home of Nathaniel (John 21:2). 
From Cana, after the marriage,   
Jesus "went down" to Capernaum 
(John 2:12), and returned at the  
request of the centurion (John 4:46, 
51). So, we ask, where was this 
city? Biblical references tell us that 
it was in the Galilee region in the 
uplands west of the lake near to  
Capernaum. The actual location of 
this site is still in some doubt, 
though many scholars favour the 
site being located some eight to 
nine miles directly North of        
Nazareth, as shown on many      
atlases. The name, Cana means 
“place of reeds”. This area today is 

marshland covered in reeds which 
therefore gives authenticity to 
Cana’s location. Archaeologists 
support this location as they have 
excavated the marshes and found 
Roman coins from the time of 
Christ. Also, many shards which are 
fragments of broken pottery and 
evidence of construction. 
There are very few references to 
Cana of Galilee in the Bible. Other 
biblical references are also in John: 
John 4:46, which mentions that  
Jesus is visiting Cana when he is 
asked to heal the son of a royal   
official at Capernaum; and John 
21:2, where it is mentioned that  
Nathanael (sometimes identified 
with the,Bartholomew included in 
the synoptic gospels' lists of     
apostles) comes from Cana.  
The only Old Testament reference 
is in the Book of Joshua which 
mentions one city (19:28) and one 
brook (16:8; 17:9) named Kanah 
(Cana) – neither is likely to be the 
Cana of Galilee.  
So, there we have it. 
 
A.K.DELVES 
03.07.2021 

https://biblehub.com/john/2-1.htm
https://biblehub.com/john/21-2.htm
https://biblehub.com/john/2-12.htm
https://biblehub.com/john/4-46.htm
https://biblehub.com/john/4-46.htm
https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=John+4:46&version=nkjv
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Capernaum
https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=John+21:2&version=nkjv
https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=John+21:2&version=nkjv
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Nathanael_(disciple_of_Jesus)
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bartholomew_the_Apostle
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Book_of_Joshua
https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=Joshua+19:28&version=nkjv
https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=Joshua+16:8&version=nkjv
https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=Joshua+17:9&version=nkjv
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Ice Cream Sunday 
 
Thank you to everyone who came along to join in 
Ice cream Sunday. 
We defied the weathermen and had a dry, warm 
afternoon. Children enjoyed the bouncy castle in-
side and the inflatable slide in the field. They could 
also take part in craft activities and games and there 
was plenty of ice cream to go around as well as tea 
and scones. It was a lovely  opportunity to catch 
up with families and friends. Thank you everyone 
for your generous contributions. The  sum of just 
over £350 was raised for St  George’s church. 
 
Lizbeth Harbottle 
 

Walking aid 
 
Free to a good home, a    
folding, tri-wheeled walker , 
in good working order, with 
brakes on each handle and a 
small storage bag attached. 
Please contact the parish  
office if interested. Can be 
delivered or made available 
for trying out. 
 
Lorraine Hickson 
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September 2021 
Daily Bible Readings: 
 
Wednesday 1st September  Colossians 1:1-8; Luke 4:38-end 
Thursday 2nd September  Colossians 1:9-14; Luke 5:1-11 
Friday 3rd September   Colossians 1:15-20; Luke 5:33-end 
Saturday 4th September   Colossians 1:21-23; Luke 6:1-5  
 
Monday 6th September   Colossians 1:24-2:3; Luke 6:6-11   
Tuesday 7th September   Colossians 2:6-15; Luke 6:12-19 
Wednesday 8th September  Colossians 3:1-11; Luke 6:20-26 
Thursday 9th September   Colossians 3:12-17; Luke 6:27-38 
Friday 10th September   1 Timothy 1:1-2,12-14; Luke 6:39-42 
Saturday 11th September  1 Timothy 1:15-17; Luke 6:43-end 
 
Monday 13th September   1 Timothy 2:1-8; Luke 7:1-10 
Tuesday 14th September   1 Timothy 3:1-13; Luke 7:11-17 
Wednesday 15th September  1 Timothy 3:14-end; Luke 7:31-35 
Thursday 16th September  1 Timothy 4:12-end; Luke 7:36-end 
Friday 17th September   1 Timothy 6:2b-12; Luke 8:1-3 
Saturday 18th September  1 Timothy 6:13-16; Luke 8:4-15 
 
Monday 20th September  Ezra 1:1-6; Luke 8:16-18 
Tuesday 21st September   Ezra 6:7-8,12,14-20; Luke 8:19-21 
Wednesday 22nd September  Ezra 9:5-9; Luke 9:1-6 
Thursday 23rd September  Haggai 1:1-8; Luke 9:7-9 
Friday 24th September   Haggai 1:15b-2:9; Luke 9:18-22 
Saturday 25th September  Zechariah 2:1-5,10-11; Luke 9:43b-45 
 
Monday 27th September   Zechariah 8:1-8; Luke 9:46-50 
Tuesday 28th September   Zechariah 8:20-end; Luke 9:51-56 
Wednesday 29th September  Nehemiah 2:1-8; Luke 9:57-end 
Thursday 30th September  Nehemiah 8:1-12; Luke 10:1-12  
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SAINTS ALIVE, OR 
MEMORIES OF MINISTRY  

by David Sutch 

Chronic  ills 
             Very fortunately for me, job 
satisfaction is very high. I enjoy my 
work. That first day started well with 
some guests who were staying with 
us, concerned that with the Church 
keys I had received the night before, I 
would spend my time locking my   
parishioners up. “I thought you were 
going to be their Vicar not their jailer” 
said the 11 year old. 
             Despite the large number of 
keys, many of the people I wished to 
visit were not at home. I did have the 
satisfaction of meeting most of the 
Church Councillors, among them the 
member of the Mothers' Union who 
had prevented me from entering the 
Church two days previously. Her    
embarrassed look was enough to 
quell my evil pleasure at her             
discomfort. 
 I had hoped to spend some 
time preparing for my first Sunday. It 
is always a good thing to make a 
good impression. At least that is what 
I felt. That Saturday was complicated 
by the fact that I needed  a map to 
find my way around, and the bit I had 
been given was inaccurate. At least I 
met some of my new parishioners 
and they met me. 
 Another new arrival met us. 
Our dog, Penny. Megan had decided 
that as we were moving to the    

country, we ought to have a dog. 
Wearing a cassock hides the fact that 
underneath, at least in the usual   
English climate, I wear the trousers. I 
decided to emphasize that I wear the 
trousers. “If we are to have a dog” 
my argument ran, “it must not be too 
big, as we could not afford to feed it; 
and if I am to be seen walking a dog, 
it must not be a long haired rat.” So 
Ron, our vet friend, delivered one  
bewildered bundle of fluff of mixed 
parentage, kindly called a collie-cross. 
Having acquired our sheep dog to 
help me round up the flock, the    
Bishop, our chief Shepherd,              
telephoned to say that the episcopal 
ball-point pen had been left behind, 
and “had it indeed been found?” If so, 
would I keep it until his next visit – for 
a Confirmation Service – three weeks 
away.  
Our first Sunday dawned clear and 
bright. With some trepidation I       
approached the first public viewing. 
How would I fare? Would I make any 
mistake? I had had to re-write my   
sermon – the Bishop had taken the 
words out of my mouth. 
 The Service was due to begin at 
10.30am. I joined the choir in the    
vestry under the tower where the 
bells were ringing out to the faithful 
to wake them up and encourage 
them to attend church. 
 June was delighted that I had  
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arrived “I'm so glad we are not vicar-
less now” she lisped. I paused. Had 
my ears heard properly? Yes she did 
say v not n. My confusion was made 
worse by the calm question to me 
after I had said the vestry prayer, 
“Have you flashed?” My hand          
instantly felt the front of my long zip 
up alb.  Yes the zip was done up. I 
sighed inwardly. What did she mean? 
With the patience of a saint, yet with 
a devilish twinkle in her eye, Pat,    
another member of the choir,          
explained,” we flash that light switch 
to let the organist  know that we are 
coming into church.”  I looked, sure 
enough a switch marked “organ 
flash” was by the door. How it         
reminded me of a former place where 
all the car parks displayed a notice 
“Have you paid and displayed?” 
 The moment of mirth was 
over. The service began. I sang loud 
and clear, knowing that the service 
was being recorded for the house-
bound and any others who wished to 
hear us at worship. The microphones 
were carefully hidden underneath the 
pulpit fall. The form of service we 
were using was the up to date one of 
the moment. Having rewritten my 
sermon, I was terrified to hear the 
Epistle being read by a lay person 
from a former form of service. My 
new sermon, I thought, I had been 
going to preach on the epistle       
reading. No time to panic. I was    
reading the Gospel now, and had to 
preach straight after. What a way to 

begin one's ministry in a new parish. I 
bluffed my way through the sermon 
by making it all abundantly clear that 
it was my fault, that the Epistle was 
not what I hoped; and that it was the 
Bishop's fault anyway for using my 
sermon material. 
 Would they all feels sorry for 
me? Or write me off as a bad job?, I 
thought, as we sang the next hymn. 
My worries were soon washed away 
in the wonderful words of the liturgy 
as we celebrated the Eucharist        
together. 102 people made their    
communion with me and the service 
did not end till just after 12 noon. 
 One gentleman shook my 
hand on his way out. “I don't normally 
come to church” he said, “but I'll 
come again.” Perhaps after all, it had 
not been the disaster I thought it was. 
God really can use some odd material 
to create beauty! 
 That evening, I visited the lo-
cal Methodist Church, as the parish 
was in an area of ecumenical              
co-operation. The co-operation went 
so far as to unite the evening service 
in such a way that one week it was 
held in the Methodist Church and the 
next in the Anglican Church. 
 I sat in the congregation, 
which must have been off putting to 
the visiting Minister. At the end I was 
introduced, but as it was their         
Anniversary Sunday, I decided not to 
hover at the back of the church and 
greet the congregation.  
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Nevertheless, I was taken aside by 
Isaac Jacobs. “A good biblical name” 
I said pleasantly “Better than being 
called Jacob's cracker” he laughed 
back. I also met Henry Black, who  
acted as Verger at our Church at  
weddings and funerals. “I promised 
the old Vicar to introduce you to the 
Fox” he confided, having explained 
that he lived next door to this public 
house. I'd already been. 
 The next morning I took the 
boys to the local shop. On the way 
down our drive we passed a bicycle 
leant against the Churchyard wall. 
“Whose bike is that, Daddy?” said 
Jonathan in his usual foghorn of a 
voice. As I did not know (I had not yet 
learned to recognize the owners of a 
variety of bikes in the parish) I was 
relieved to hear a voice in the      
graveyard “It's mine.” So we met our 
oldest bell-ringer Colin Gilbert. 
 “Thanks for the thanks in 
Church on Sunday, Vicar. We bell-
ringers have never had that before.” 
All I had done was to say a public 
thank you to them and indeed all the 
others  who had contributed to the 
Friday Licensing Service and on my 
first Sunday. “We've got a spot of 
bother with the frame in the tower, 
Vicar, but now that you're here that'll 
be your problem. 
How right he was. Before too long 
the secretary of the bell-ringers   
handed me an estimate from a well 
known foundry for £12,000 to repair 
and make safe our bells! No wonder 
the bell-ringers were pleased to see 

me! 
 Later that day I called to see 
what the funeral arrangements were 
for the poor lady who had collapsed 
at the Licensing Service. The under-
taker was there who greeted me like 
a long lost friend. We had last met 
about four years before. 
 I noted the arrangements in my 
diary and kept  myself busy writing as 
I heard that the deceased's artificial 
limb would have to be  returned to 
the artificial limb factory - “after all, 
she wouldn't need it now.” What a 
way to treat relatives who were    
coping with grief at the death of a 
loved one – to have to make            
arrangements for a wooden leg to be 
returned (to the second leg shop?! 
For someone else to have it fitted). 
 There was another funeral that 
first week. Again in a large                   
impersonal crematorium 10 miles 
away. On this occasion, I rode with 
the mourners in the official limousine. 
I had robed in my cassock, surplice, 
stole and a heavy black cloak. We 
went the “country way” along the 
back roads to give the widow a run in 
the country. On the way back we 
came by motorway. I don't think it 
was anything I said. 
 I was at least learning my way 
around these important places. After 
the second funeral I drove home in 
the pouring rain and missed the   
turning which would have shortened 
my journey. I pressed on knowing 
that eventually I could get back the 
“country way”. Swinging around a  
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series of s bends in the driving rain 
I almost caused another funeral.   
Battling towards me, head down 
against the wind, with a basket for 
a bumper, was an elderly lady 
straining against the pedals of her 
equally ancient bicycle. I slowed 
down after that, which was just as 
well. A few miles further on I had 
to turn left up a hill. I reasoned 
that the faster I drove, the further 
up the hill I could get before 
changing gear. But I remembered 
the cyclist and was able to clear 
the pony and trap which was  
slowly making its way up the hill, 
dripping with sweat and rain      
water. Its driver smothered in 
tweeds equally wet. Well, we were 
living in the country now! 
 One of the cottages I visited 
was full of apples. Every surface 
possible was crammed full of        
half-rotten, and in some cases, 
quite furry, apples, stored over the 
winter. The smell was                   
overpowering. The cottage,         
surrounded as it was by modern 
boxes, was built to withstand      
everything including the light. I 
found it necessary to pause in the 
doorway to let my eyes adjust to 
the gloom inside. Yet in this       
cottage lived a wonderful lady, 
Mrs. Johns, who had seen the new 
boxes built all around her. She was 
a “Mrs. Tittlemouse” type of  

woman who busied about her 
home. 
 A week after our first       
Sunday was Rogation Sunday, a 
day for “beating the bounds and 
asking God's blessing on all that is 
grown within the parish         
boundaries. Instead of walking 
around the parish, we decided to 
have a walkabout tea and invite 
people to visit us and put their 
names and  address on a map of 
the parish. 
 We had 100 to tea! And 
again, my image was further        
tarnished. It rained all day. “You 
don't have much success with the 
weather, Vicar!” smiled one of the 
guests as they shook their           
umbrella over the wooden floor. 
“Mr....(the previous Vicar) always 
had good weather for these       
occasions. 
 The afternoon passed off 
well enough, as Megan had baked 
enough scones and fairy cakes to 
feed an army. By the end, it looked 
as if we had fed an army. Some 
very helpful ladies had taken over 
the kitchen so that Megan could 
meet people, and they left it spot-
less. 
 We had survived and          
enjoyed our first working week in 
a Country Parish. 

 
To be continued…….. 
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.My Favourite Poems: 
Church going 

 
Dear readers, continuing my series on 
my favourite poems, particularly those 
with a religious theme, I have chosen 
one by the modernist controversial 
poet Phillip Larkin. There is a wide 
consensus of literary critics that his 
poems are tedious, shallow, smug, 
sententious, emotionally dead, etc, not 
my favourite poet but his poem 
“Church Going” stimulates the       
imagination.  
When Ann and I are driving through 
the country- side or visiting a town or 
city we invariably stop to visit church-
es that we pass by. Well, that is     
probably the only thing Phillip Larkin 
and I have in common. He enjoyed 
bike rides in the country and when he 
passed a church felt compelled to   
visit. On one such occasion visiting a 
village church he pondered over it and 
other churches future and whether 
they will continue to have any        
significance. It was in the Church that 
he composed one of his famous      
poems.  

“Church Going” by Philip Larkin is a 
thought-provoking secular poem 
about religion and history. He decides 
that no matter what churches           
represent, they should be preserved. 
The title carries a double meaning: 
both going to church (if only to look 
around, rather than to worship there), 
and the going or disappearing of 
churches, and the Church, from      
British life. The poem begins with 
Phillip entering the church. He is not 
sure why exactly he wants to be there 
and is very confused by what he sees 
inside. He has seen many altars, pews, 
and bibles before and does not feel 
any type of reverence towards them. 
The speaker reads briefly from the 
Bible and exits. Upon leaving the 
church he contemplates what the 
building represents and what it will 
mean when all the believers are long 
dead. He pictures the very last        
explorer of the building and wonders 
whether he or she will be like him, 
curious but emotionless.  
 
So, dear Readers something to think 
about. It would be nice to think his 
prognostication wrong in the future. 

Church Going 
 

by Philip Larkin 
 
Once I am sure there's nothing going on 
I step inside letting the door thud shut. 
Another church: matting seats and stone  
and little books; sprawling’s of flowers cut 
For Sunday brownish now; some brass and 
stuff 
Up at the holy end; the small, neat organ. 
And a tense musty unignorable silence  
Brewed God knows how long. 
 

https://www.poetrysoup.com/philip_larkin
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Hatless I take off 
My cycle-clips in awkward reverence  
Move forward run my hand around the font. 
From where I stand the roof looks almost new-- 
Cleaned or restored? someone would know I don't. 
 
Mounting the lectern, I peruse a few 
hectoring large-scale verses and pronounce 
“Here endeth” much more loudly than I'd meant 
The echoes snigger briefly. 
 Back at the door 
I sign the book donate an Irish sixpence  
Reflect the place was not worth stopping for. 
 
Yet stop I did: in fact, I often do  
And always end much at a loss like this  
Wondering what to look for, wondering too 
When churches fall completely out of use 
What we shall turn them into if we shall keep 
A few cathedrals chronically on show  
Their parchment plate and pyx in locked cases  
And let the rest rent-free to rain and sheep. 
 
Shall we avoid them as unlucky places? 
 
Or after dark will dubious women come 
To make their children touch a particular stone; 
Pick simples for a cancer; or on some 
Advised night to see walking a dead one? 
Power of some sort or other will go on 
In games in riddles seemingly at random. 
But superstition like belief must die  
And what remains when disbelief has gone? 
Grass weedy pavement brambles buttress sky. 
 
A shape less recognisable each week, 
 A purpose more obscure. I wonder who 
 Will be the last, the very last, to seek 
 This place for what it was; one of the crew 
 That tap and jot and know what rood-lofts were? 
 Some ruin-bibber, randy for antique, 
 Or Christmas-addict, counting on a whiff  
Of gown-and-bands and organ-pipes and myrrh? 
 Or will he by my representative, 
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Bored, uninformed, knowing the ghostly silt 
 Dispersed, yet tending to this cross of ground 
 Through suburb scrub because it held unspilt 
 So long and equably what since is found  
Only in separation – marriage, and birth, 
 And death, and thoughts of these – for which was built 
This special shell? For, though I’ve no idea 
 What this accoutered frowsty barn is worth, 
 It pleases me to stand in silence here;  
 
A serious house on serious earth it is, 
In whose blent air all our compulsions meet, 
 Are recognized, and robed as destinies.  
And that much never can be obsolete,  
Since someone will forever be surprising 
 A hunger in himself to be more serious, 
 And gravitating with it to this ground,  
Which, he once heard, was proper to grow wise in 
If only that so many dead lie round. 
 
Allan K. Delves 

**********************************************************************

A day in a week's holiday to 
Cornwall. 
 

A long  story which I hope you will 
find interesting! 
Paul & I went to Cornwall for a     
caravan holiday in June & were lucky 
enough to have fantastic weather for 
the whole week. We spent 3 days on 
the beach at Polzeath & then on the 
cloudier days, we walked. One day we 
walked 16 miles from Wadebridge to 
Padstow & back along the Camel 
Trail, which is a disused railway line 
running from Bodmin to Padstow. 
Another day we walked 6 miles in the 
opposite direction, again along the 
Camel Trail, towards Bodmin from 
Wadebridge. We intended going    
further, but came across a Tea room & 
got distracted by beer for Paul & glass 
of wine for me. After that we returned 

to Wadebridge. 
On the Friday, our last day, we       
decided to go Port Isaac, where Doc 
Martin is filmed, for those of you who 
watch it. We parked at the car park at 
the top of the village & walked down 
the hill to the harbour. I last went to 
Port Isaac when my children were 
small & I wanted to walk up the hill, 
past Doc Martin's cottage, & up onto 
the cliff for a challenge. It was       
difficult for Paul, being blind, and 
walking on a single track with        
vegetation on either side, followed by 
a load of steps, probably about 20, 
was a real challenge for him. Anyway, 
we made it safely onto the cliff &  
after a walk across to the next inlet, 
we returned & ate our picnic over-
looking the bay. We sat on a seat 
when it became     
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vacant & I checked my phone & put it 
back in my back pocket. Then we set 
off to tackle the return journey down 
the steps & narrow pathway, Paul 
walking behind me, hanging on to my 
rucksack. 
We got back safely to the harbour & I 
went into Mrs Tishel's chemist shop, 
as it is for filming, normally a gift 
shop & bought a couple of things to 
take home for my grandchildren & an 
ice-cream each for us. I gave Paul his 
& took one lick of mine when a sea-
gull swooped down & took the whole 
thing out of my hand. I forgot to  
mention that when I went to pay for 
my goods, I realised that I had lost 
my phone together with my debit 
card, credit card, bus pass & driving 
licence. Fortunately, I had just 
enough money in a little purse in my 
pocket to pay for my goods. 
Anyway, we walked round the corner 
to get away from the harbour &       
another seagull took Paul's ice-cream 
out of his hand too. 
I sat on the harbour wall & checked 
my rucksack for my phone, but       
decided it must have come out of my 
back pocket coming down the hill. I 
left Paul sitting on the wall & walked 
back up to the cliff & looked for it 
round the seat, but no luck. Back 
down to Paul & went into a bar on the      
harbour & asked if there were any   
police about, which there weren’t, so 
I asked if they could help me to stop 
my cards & block my phone. They 
were so kind, helping me to find the 
numbers needed on their phone & 
cancelling everything. They brought 
us both a glass of water & after I had 
cancelled my cards etc., brought me a 
glass of wine to calm my nerves. Paul 

had to finish it for me as I was     
driving. We walked back up the hill 
to the car park, stopping half way at 
another car park to use the disabled 
toilet. Big mistake letting Paul in first, 
he got locked in. I went round to the 
gift shop attached to the toilet block 
& after 3 trips round she suggested 
that there were buttons to press to 
unlock the door Paul eventually felt 
them & got out. When I investigated 
there were a red button & a green   
button inside the door, which was not 
a lot of help to a blind person. 
Eventually we reached our car & I   
suggested that Paul rang Kirstie on 
his phone in case anyone had rung her 
having found mine. He had no signal 
down in the harbour, so couldn't ring 
until we were in the car park. As soon 
as Kirstie answered she could tell us 
that a couple had picked up my 
phone, intact, when they heard it  
ringing in the grass. Kirstie had been 
ringing me. They told her they were 
staying at the Old School House    
Hotel, near the harbour & would 
leave it at reception there. So down 
the cliff road again to the old school-
house only to find that they hadn't 
returned by then, so I left Paul sitting 
on the hotel decking & went down to 
the bar to tell them that my phone had 
been found & to thank them again for 
all their help. Back up to Paul to find 
him chatting to my phone finders. 
After thanking them for their honesty, 
we left them enjoying a drink at the 
hotel & eventually returned to the car 
& home. 
I told you it was a long story & hope I 
haven't bored you too much. 
 
Jenny.Farmer 
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Help Guide Dogs  

for the Blind 
 

Update from Jenny Farmer - 
Sadly the value of milk bottle 
tops has plummeted so much 

that collection is no longer viable. 
 

We will ask around to find out if 
anyone else can still use them, 
but  Jenny can no longer take 

them. She thanks everyone for 
their support. 

 

Calling you…. 

 

This is your magazine.  We need 
your interesting stories, facts, 

jokes,  poems, quotes, recipes, 
brain teasers, photos, notices or 
anything  else that others would 

enjoy reading.  
 

All contributions will be gratefully  
received by the church office or,  

preferably, please email: 
 

stgeorgesbrockworthmag 
@gmail.com 

 

The DEADLINE  

for the September issue  

is 15th September 

Thank you! 
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LAWNMOWERS 
SERVICED – SHARPENED –              

REPAIRED 
 

ALSO:- RIDE-ON MOWERS, CHAINSAWS, 
ROTAVATORS, STRIMMERS, HEDGETRIMMERS 

ETC. 
 

COLLECTION & DELIVERY AVAILABLE 
 

Tel : CHELTENHAM MOWERS          
LIMITED 

Tel : 01452 616169 
 

Unit B3, Nexus, Hurricane Road, Gloucester Business Park,  
  Glos. GL3 4AG 

 
Visit and Buy On-Line at www.mowers-online.co.uk 
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ARE YOU LOOKING 

FOR A VENUE 
  

for your children’s party, family  
gathering, meeting or other event? 

St. George’s Church Centre is available to hire. 
  

The hall is located in the centre of Brockworth village on    
Court Road, GL3 4ET and has good facilities,       

including a private car park for hall users. 
The main hall holds up to 100 people - perfect for larger 

events, and can be hired for £16 per hour,        
or £55 for four hours. 

The lounge can accommodate up to 25 people,   
 ideal for smaller meetings, for £11 per hour  

or £40 for four hours. 
 

(Hall and lounge capacity may be affected by  
government restrictions, please contact the office for the lat-

est information) 
 
  

For further details, call Karen at the Church office on 01452 550554 

Email:  hire@stgeorgesbrockworth.org 

 
 

Or see our website,  
www.stgeorgesbrockworth.org 

  

mailto:hire@stgeorgesbrockworth.org

