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Dear Friends, 

Last month Simon and I were fortunate to spend some days in the south of France in the area 

known as the Languedoc. It is an area which is very distinctive: linguistically, geographically and 

historically. Religion has always been very important to the people there. As we travelled we 

found beautifully cared for churches in remote valleys, once the home of monastic orders but now 

having a new existence as places of pilgrimage, retreat and spiritual renewal.  Children were 

being taught lessons and traditional chanting and in Carcassonne cathedral we had the delightful 

experience of a visiting Russian choir whose sound filled the building. 

The area is also known as the setting for the Albigensian crusade, a war carried out with 

unspeakable brutality (not against the followers of Islam but against the heretical Cathar version 

of Christianity), as much from motives of politics as religion. Much is being done today to rewrite 

earlier versions of history and to point out lessons for the future. 

Thankfully differences of opinion in the Anglican Church are determined by debate, even if that 

debate does sometimes seem to drag on endlessly! At the last deanery synod we were kept up to 

date on the latest stages of the Women Bishops measure. By 14th November the dioceses must 

report their deliberations on the matter of pastoral care for those opposed to the measure. The 

way forward has not been an easy one or we would not still be discussing it but at the time of 

writing it seems more likely that by next year we shall reach the light at the end of the tunnel. 

Please continue to remember the members of General Synod in your prayers, 

With every blessing, 

Sonia 

 

 

From the Curate  

The Reverend Sonia Marshall 
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In this Month’s Priory News … 

Dear All, 

How many times 
have you heard 
the words, “Please 
be patient”?  Well, 
we have very good 
reason for using 
those words in this 
month‟s Priory 

News.  After many successful months spent in developing the 
magazine into the exciting and colourful format to which we 
have all grown accustomed, Bet and Dave Washbrooke have 
decided that it is time to hand over the reigns to a new 
„management‟.  Put simply, their‟s is a very hard act to follow – 
Bet‟s own inimitable style and personality and Dave‟s technical 
expertise have made it all the more difficult because we have 
to try to find out how they worked their magic!  One thing we do 
know is that they sometimes had difficulty in getting 
submissions on time so we would really appreciate it if you 
could bear this in mind for the future. 

So, please be patient with us and keep the information coming. We should also like to add our thanks to 
Bet and Dave for all their hard work during the last few years. 

Kind regards, 

Caroline and John 
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The Son of Man has nowhere 

to lay his head 
15 

Margaret‟s rhubarb and orange crumble 

 – a seasonal treat (P18). 

Are you „missing the buses‟ in Deeping St 
James? (P14). 

Cover Picture courtesy of John Marsh (This photograph won John £250 in a Lincolnshire CC/Arts 
Council competition.) 

Thank you to those who have sent in articles for Priory News. Contributions and suggestions are very 

welcome. Please let us have your prayers, poems, pictures, comments, reminiscences and anything else 

you’d like to share. NB: pictures containing recognisable children must be accompanied by 

authorisation to publish from their parents or guardians. We will not publish the names of children 

pictured unless specifically requested to do so by their parents or guardians. 

John Worthington, Cranmore Farmhouse, DSJ - Tel: 01778-343860 

priorynews@dsj.org.uk  

Please let us have your contributions for the August edition of Priory News BEFORE the 

deadline, Friday 22nd July. Thank you for your help 

mailto:priorynews@dsj.org.uk
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Church Calendar for July 

1st 

 
Friday  

Practice Night: 

6:45pm Choir 

7:30pm Ringers 

3RD SUNDAY 

SECOND SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY 

10:00am Sung Eucharist 

6:00pm Choral Evensong 

7th  Thursday 

9:30am Holy Communion 

10:00am House Communions 

7:30pm Church Ladies’ Fellowship:Strawberry Supper 

8th Friday 

Practice Night: 

6:45pm Choir 

7:30pm Ringers 

9th  Saturday 
12:00pm Wedding of Andrew George and Emma Sadler 

7:30pm Churches Together Bible Celebration, Methodist Church 

10TH SUNDAY 

THIRD SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY 

8:00am Holy Communion 

10:00am Sung Eucharist 

6:00pm Evening Prayer 

11th  Monday Benedict of Nursia, Abbot, 550 

14th  Thursday 
John Keble, Priest, Tractarian, Poet, 1866 

9:30am Holy Communion 

15th  Friday 

St Swithun, Bishop of Winchester, 862 

Practice Night: 

6:45pm Choir 

7:30pm Ringers 

17TH  SUNDAY 

FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY 

10:00am Sung Eucharist 

6:00pm Evening Prayer 

19th  Tuesday 
Gregory, Bishop of Nyssa and his sister Macrina, Deaconess, Teachers, 394 

& 397 

21st Thursday 
9:30am Holy Communion 

7:45pm Church Ladies’ Fellowship:Closing Service and Supper 

22nd  Friday 

Mary Magdalene 

Practice Night: 

6:45pm Choir 

7:30pm Ringers 
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24TH  SUNDAY 

FIFTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY 

(Celebration of Patronal Festival) 

8:00am Holy Communion 

10:00am Sung Eucharist 

6:00pm Evening Prayer 

25th  Monday  James the Apostle 

26th  Tuesday Anne and Joachim, parents of the Blessed Virgin Mary 

28th   Thursday 9:30am Holy Communion 

29th  Friday 

Martha, Mary and Lazarus, Companions of Our Lord 

Practice Night: 

6:45pm Choir 

7:30pm Ringers 

30th  Saturday 
William Wilberforce, Social Reformer, 1833 

3:00pm Wedding of Gareth Roberts and Rebecca Caley 

31ST  SUNDAY 

SIXTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY 

10:00am Sung Eucharist 

6:00pm Evening Prayer 

AUGUST 

5th  Friday 

Oswald, King of Northumbria, Martyr, 642 

Practice Night: 

Choir Summer  Break 

7:30pm Ringers 

6th  Saturday The Transfiguration of Our Lord 

7TH SUNDAY 

SEVENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY 

10:00am Sung Eucharist 

6:00pm Evening Prayer 

7:30pm Ringers 

 

Registers for May    

 

Baptisms: We welcome into the Lord’s family:   Weddings: We congratulate:                               

8th Ollie Jasper Clancy Green  14th  Mark Roger Cliffe  & Claire Giannasi 

     

     

     

Funerals:  Wecommend to God’s keeping    

12th  Shirley Pamela Lawrence    

23rd Ken Joynson    
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ARE YOU MISSING THE BUS? 

 

Nearly 150 people crammed into the Priory 

Church hall on 31st May to attend a public 

meeting called by the Parish Council to consider 

the consequences and the possible alternatives 

to Stagecoach’s unilateral withdrawal of Service 

22 The Deepings – Peterborough in mid April. 
 

Amongst those attending were local councillors, the local M.P. and 

representatives from Delaine Bus.  Stagecoach had been invited but declined 

to send a representative. 
 

Various hardships were aired including people getting to work, children 

getting to school and folks getting to and from the surgery. 
 

Whilst it was acknowledged that Delaine had stepped in to provide a partial 

replacement it was also acknowledged that this provided only four buses a 

day from The Cross en route to Stamford and that it was necessary to change 

in Market Deeping in order to go to Peterborough.  The connections in Market 

Deeping were poor, nor did the buses from The Cross facilitate people getting 

to the surgery when it was open!   
 

The County Council’s Call Connect service, of which most attendees were 

oblivious, was also discussed but the general opinion was that this was 

unlikely to help the people who had relied on service 22. 

 

John Hayes agreed to lead discussions with the 

County Council (which is responsible for subsidies) 

and with Delaine Bus to consider adjustments to their 

scheduled services. A further public meeting could be 

called to discuss the outcomes of these discussions. 

 

This is only a very brief summary of the meeting and full notes can be 

obtained from Steve Ashby, Clerk to Deeping St James Parish Council, 01778 

343266 clerk.dsjpc@btconnect.com 
 

It was clear that there were unlikely to be any quick or easy solutions.  Watch 

this space for developments but don’t hold your breath!  
 

(John Marsh)     (Photographs courtesy of the copyright holder, John Marsh) 

  

mailto:clerk.dsjpc@btconnect.com
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Priory Church Coffee Group 

 

Our long standing committee member Beryl Stratton has stepped 

down after many years organizing the cake stall at our events.  

Beryl is our ‘Star’ for selling tickets, which we hope she will still 

continue to do. Beryl’s friendly smile and company will be missed. In 

appreciation, a presentation will be made at the next Coffee 

Morning. 

 

Dates of Future Events for your diary 

 

28
th

 July – Afternoon Tea in the Church  

Hall Garden, weather permitting 

22
nd

 September – Coffee Morning  

1
st

 December – Christmas Coffee Morning 

 

Hope to see you there! 

 

Carole Mills (Secretary) 

         On Friday 29th April eleven members of the band rang 

the bells to several methods for one hour to celebrate the Royal Wedding 

of the Duke and Duchess of Cambridge.  

Our bell ringing outing in May to five Northamptonshire towers went very 

well.  We started at Warmington then on to Nassington and we finished 

the morning session at Elton.  After ringing we retired to the local inn for 

a well deserved lunch.  After lunch we then proceeded to Fotheringhay 

and finished the day off at Bulwick.   Thanks to Brenda and Hilary who 

organised the outing for us. 

We send our best wishes and thanks to Bet and Dave Washbrooke for the 

hard work they have put in keeping the Priory news going.  Thanks to John 

Worthington for taking up the challenge.  

 

Mike Gentle 

News from the Tower 
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Tony’s Travels 

In which Tony wanders afar across vast and dusty plains, is obliged to eat food he doesn‟t want, 

experiences the destruction of his beloved camera by a stray camel and is asked to leave a 

restaurant. 

 

I know I said last month that I would continue the story of our visit to 

Tewkesbury but occasionally I am a creature of impulse and caprice, so 

bear with me as I postpone part two of The Tewkesbury Saga and instead 

tell you about a journey with my friend Ali al Seiti.  I feel it is timely so to do 

because Ali lives in Benghazi, which city  together with Ajedabya has been 

much in the news these last weeks.  Ali is the Libyan agent for the 

company I used to work for.  He is something of a „wheeler-dealer‟ with his 

fingers in all sorts of enterprises and a couple of years ago he was due to 

meet me at Benghazi airport late one night and take me to my overnight 

accommodation in a Canadian contractor‟s camp just outside the city.  The next day would be a 

hard and long drive down to Sarir, deep in the Sahara, where I was due to carry out an 

investigation at a construction site.  I knew Ali from a previous visit and we had been in touch by 

e-mail for 6 months while we tried to convince the Libyan authorities that despite my chequered 

past I was not a terrorist and could be granted a short visa – obtaining the visa is a long story 

involving patience, cunning, deceit, flattery and a little bribery so we will leave it there. 

 

I walk out of the airport at Benghazi in to the usual noisy and chaotic maelstrom of meeters, 

greeters, hawkers and gawpers, but no sign of Ali.  I do what I usually do in this situation, go back 

in to the building to find a bench, roll up my safari jacket as a pillow, put my hat over my eyes and 

go to sleep in the knowledge that eventually either Ali will turn up and find me or I will be 

deported.  No point in worrying about it, que sera sera. 

 

I wake up to feel someone gently waggling the toes of one foot, sure enough here is Ali beaming 

at me and we set off to find his car and his wife.  My heart sinks when I look at the battered old 

wreck (his car, not his wife – she‟s lovely.) I had hoped he might have traded it in for something 

not only newer (we are still talking about the car) but roadworthy.  There is still the same 

frightening play in the steering I remember from my previous visit which obliges him to drive the 

car as if it is a boat, with every change of course planned well in advance.  We tack along the 

coastal road out of the city veering gently from side to side and at each roundabout Ali sets a 

course around it with all the other vehicles having to avoid us. 

 

After a couple of miles Ali stops outside a collection of shops and restaurants and announces that 

he is to get me some food.  I protest that I don‟t need anything, it is late and I have eaten at 

Tripoli between flights, but with typical Arab hospitality he refuses to listen to me and he and his 



 
9 

wife stride off in to the darkness.  After what seems like an age they return with a huge dish of 

fried chicken and chips which for sake of politeness I have to eat and pretend to enjoy.  We then 

proceed on our unsteady way to the contractor‟s camp a few miles outside Benghazi where Ali 

and his wife leave me for the night, I check in and am directed to my room in the bachelors‟ 

quarters.  The person in charge of allocating the rooms is evidently a French Canadian as there is 

a note pinned to the outside of the door saying „Ingenieur anglais‟ beneath which I feel compelled 

to add „Ingenieur demi-anglais, demi-gallois s‟il vous plaît‟.  My Welsh ancestors deserve some 

recognition.  The room is the usual depressing collection of bed, table, chair, stark striplight 

overhead to remove any semblance of atmosphere, and air conditioning unit in the wall which 

seems to have been formerly one of the engines of a 747 and makes about as much noise.  It is 

clean but generally the ambiance is probably similar to one of the less favoured cells in 

Wormwood Scrubs.  On the table there is something covered with a cloth.  I remove it to find they 

have thoughtfully left me some food; how kind, a huge plate of cold fried chicken and chips. 

 

So the next day bright and early to breakfast in the camp restaurant.  An excellent buffet within, a 

huge satellite dish on the roof which looks as if it could communicate with the next galaxy and at 

one end of the room an enormous TV screen.  As the camp caters for all sorts of nationalities 

either working there or passing through the procedure here is to find the remote control, smile 

politely to everyone and switch the TV to an English language channel.  The next person in 

comes to collect the remote control, smiles and switches to a station in French, German, Serbo-

Croat or whatever.  You might be able to watch your programme of choice for as much as 10 

minutes or only 10 seconds. It is crazy but no one seems to mind and the food is good.  

 

The first time I went to Sarir years ago Ali and I were taken in a huge air-conditioned limousine 

with a very professional driver wearing Ray-Bans and looking like he had just been to audition for 

the Godfather.  This time we have a battered old mini-van with frayed curtains, frayed upholstery, 

frayed tyres and a scruffy young driver with a frayed temper.  It doesn‟t look promising, but it is 

fun to be bouncing along, dodging the traffic to the sound of Arab music on the radio. After a 

while we arrive at Ajedabya where the coastal highway leaves us on the right to head for Tripoli, 

the buildings end and we head south in to the Sahara with the desert opening up before us in 

nearby gold and far-off purple and with a wide sky of deepest blue.  Ali is with me and takes the 

opportunity to check my visa; it has the usual proviso that I can only leave the coastal strip if with 

an approved guide (or government spy?); hence the need to take Ali with me.  He frowns and 

says „do you know there is a restriction here that you must not go west of the highway, you 

realise why?‟  „Easy‟ I reply „that is where the oilfields are, but it does present us with a problem, if 

we stop for a call of nature the entire western desert is denied to me.‟   He smiled at me slowly 

and said „it still leaves from here to Egypt, we should be OK.‟  

 

Suddenly a murmur of surprise from the driver; the sky has darkened and light rain is falling, pink 

with dust.  I have never seen pink rain before.  As it runs down the windscreen it joins the dirt to 
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form rivulets of pink and brown, then the wipers smear it to a uniform mess.  The driver mutters 

something beneath his breath.  „Ali, what did he say?‟  „He said never rains down here, washers 

don‟t work.‟  Great, I already suspect our driver is mad, now he is blind as well.  The radio is very 

loud, perhaps he is deaf too. 

Hours go by, we rocket and bounce along through an unchanging scene; ahead a tarmac road 

glistening beneath the blinding sun, on all sides stones and sand, desert, desert, desert. 

 

Alongside at intervals the relief valves betraying the presence below 

ground of the huge pipes of The Great Man Made River, the means by 

which water is brought from the south of Libya up to the coastal cities and 

the reason for me being there.  You think the Libyans fight only over their 

oil?  No, control of water matters too, mankind can live without oil but not 

without water, and a main control centre for the Great Man Made River is 

back at Ajedabya.  In Libya they do not carry coals to Newcastle but 

every day they do force millions of gallons of water hundreds of miles 

from the mountains towards the sea.  We call briefly at Jaloo, the last oasis on the way south, to 

visit the market and buy a bucket of fresh dates, delicious in their sweetness. Ali comes back with 

a suitcase full of something; evidently he is doing some business „on the side‟  so I pretend not to 

notice.  At speed again, I dip in to the dates, Ali pours a cup of iced tea for me. Ahead a few stray 

camels roaming around, suddenly one is near the road, then suddenly one is in the road, brakes 

are on hard, bus swerves, Ali and I are flung about, bucket of dates disappears in the direction of 

the driver, Ali‟s ice tea is flung across my face and his plastic cup smashes on impact with my 

head, my trusty old 35mm camera (purchased 1970, price 

£22) hits the floor and skids under the seat.  Vehicle at rest 

now, all is silent except for the pile driver thumping in my 

heart.  That was a close one, I am getting too old for this 

lark, I might have gone home as air freight.  We all smile 

weakly at one another and shrug our shoulders, what can 

you do?  Well, drive more slowly for a start you lunatic. 

 

I examine my trusty old camera, alas parts bent beyond 

economic repair.  We have been together a long time and travelled many miles over four 

continents, consider giving it the last rites and a hero‟s burial in the desert – until recently the Brits 

have always buried their dead where they fell.  I will need to take photographs at Sarir, so what to 

do now?  I am saved by the camera in my mobile phone, so when we stop at Wai –tin I practice 

with it by taking a somewhat out of focus picture of Ali.  I then insist on Ali taking a photograph of 

me contravening the terms of my visa by standing one whole yard inside the western desert to 

cock a snook at mean-spirited officialdom with its petty rules.  Everyone stops at Wai-tin even 

though it is just a small pile of rocks in the desert.  But when there is nothing else around for miles 

such places take on a mystique all of their own and become places of story and legend.  They 
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say „in the kingdom of the blind the one-eyed man is king‟, well in the kingdom of the wide and 

empty desert visiting a pile of rocks becomes an event. 

 

Eventually we arrive at Sarir, a factory miles from anywhere and anything where the pipes are 

manufactured.  A place of searing heat, without rain, without trees, without women, where men 

work only a few months before being sent on leave to stop them going stir-crazy; a place of 

occasional vicious sand storms where all work stops for days and everything has to be indoors or 

tied down, a place to work if you can‟t find work in your own country, a place to hide, an 

alternative to joining the Foreign Legion.   

 

Time to eat so after finding our rooms we head for the restaurant.  We find a table and are looking 

at the menu when a waiter approaches and looks at us accusingly.  „Are you from Poland or 

Romania?  I say no, we are not guilty of that, I am half English and half Welsh and my companion 

is quite clearly an Arab gentleman in Arab dress.  The waiter is unimpressed and informs me that 

only Poles and Romanians can eat here, we must leave and eat in the correct restaurant.  I am 

tired, hungry and stressed, I have endured a voyage in Ali‟s car, I have been force-fed chicken 

and chips, my camera has been wrecked by a camel, I have been doused in iced tea and have 

almost gone home in a box, I have been obliged to stand in the baking desert alongside a pile of 

rocks to humour my friend, I am cut and bruised and far from home, my fuse burns ever shorter 

and the red mist rises before my eyes, so I advise him that if he would only direct me to the 

appropriate places I will gladly eat my main course in the English restaurant and my dessert in 

the Welsh restaurant, also there is some French blood on my mother‟s side so perhaps I should 

take my entrée in the bistro.   Is this some sort of a game or an initiation ritual?   

 

Evidently he has been vaccinated against both sarcasm and irony and is in dire need of a humour 

transplant, so gazes at me disapprovingly with a face like a wet Sunday afternoon in Bradford.  

He informs me that „there are two restaurants only, one for East Europeans and one for 

Canadians and others.  You must leave now.‟  Ali and I don‟t like being told that our nationalities 

are „others‟ so I inform the waiter that I have been thrown out of much better restaurants than this 

and we traipse round the corner to find the Canadian restaurant.  Same furniture, same food, so 

what is the point of this meal-time apartheid?  Well, tell it not in Gath, publish it not in the streets 

of Ashkelon, but not all races feel comfortable together when they eat or relax and friction must 

be avoided when so many men of different cultures live and work side by side far from home.  

Let‟s leave it there, obviously I got home, and with my battered camera but without my comb, 

which was eventually confiscated by the Libyan authorities as an offensive weapon – but that is a 

story for another day. 

 

Tony Masters 
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Cooking with Margaret 

 

Rhubarb and Orange Crumble 
 

Ingredients: 
-  1 lb Rhubarb, washed, topped 

and tailed and cut into 1 inch 
lengths 

- 2 oz Granulated Sugar, 
- 1 tablespoon water 
- Juice of 1 orange. 
For the topping. 
- 4 oz Wholemeal flour 
- 2 oz Muesli 
- 3 oz Butter 
- 2 oz Soft Brown Sugar 
 - Rind of 1 Orange 
 

Method: 
Pre heat oven to 350°F, 180°C, Gas mark 4.  Place 
the rhubarb, granulated sugar and water into a 
large saucepan and simmer uncovered, until the 
rhubarb is soft. Remove the rhubarb with a 
draining spoon and place in a deep oven-proof 
dish. Reduce the liquid in the saucepan until syrupy 
and then stir in the orange juice; pour over the 
rhubarb. For the topping rub the butter into the 
flour and stir in the muesli, brown sugar and 
orange rind. Distribute the crumble mix evenly over 
the rhubarb and cook in the oven for 30 minutes. 
Serve hot or cold with plenty of cream.  

Margaret Flegg  

  

 

 

 

 

 

St James Day Service – 24th July  

3pm - Games on the lawn, followed by a “Bring and Share” tea 

4.30pm – Informal Service on the theme of “Peace” 

EVERYONE WELCOME 

We might have the Service outside, weather permitting,  

otherwise it will be in the Hall or the Church. 

 

House Group 

7:30pm Wednesdays 

at 45 Crowson Way, DSJ. 

All welcome! 

VERY MANY THANKS 

TO ALL WHO 

WORKED SO HARD TO 

MAKE THE 2011 ROSE 

&SWEET 

PEA SHOW SUCH 

A SUCCESS 
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Rotas for July 

  Servers Sidespersons Intercessors 

Sun 
3rd  

Second Sunday after Trinity 

10:00 
am 

Paul Boswall 
John Sellars 

Team E:  Bill Flegg, Margaret Flegg, 
 Liz Bridgeman 

Bet Washbrook 

6:00 
pm 

John Sellars   

Sun 
10th 

Third Sunday after Trinity 

8:00 
am 

Geoff Armstrong 
George Knowles 

Ken Rimmer 
 

10:00 
am 

Chris Halley 
Simon Marshall 

Team F: Val Wilde, Doris Bellairs,  
Christine Masters 

Martin Fisher 

Sun 
17th 

Fourth Sunday after Trinity 

10:00 
am 

Chris Halley 
Paul Boswall 

Team A: Kim Hallam, Doris Bellairs Sonia Marshall 

Sun 
24th 

Fifth Sunday after Trinity (Celebration of Patronal Festival) 

8:00 
am 

Geoff Armstrong 
George Knowles 

Ken Rimmer 
 

10:00 
am 

Simon Marshall 
John Sellars 

Team B: Joy Cunningham, 
Ann Meekings 

Niccy Fisher 

Sun 
31st 

Sixth Sunday after Trinity 

10:00 
am 

Simon Marshalll 
Chris Halley 

Team C: Tim Hitchborn, 
Cled Bennett 

Janet Donaldson 

Sun  
8th  

Aug 

Seventh Sunday after Trinity 

10:00 
am 

Paul Boswall & 
John Sellars 

Team D: Trevor Harwood,  
Graham Hardy 

TBA 

 

 
Bread & 

Wine 
Coffee Flowers Cleaning Brasses 

Sun 
3rd  

Second Sunday after Trinity 

10:00 
am 

Pat Feek & 
Doris 

Warner 

Ann Bennett & 
Penny Hebblewhite 

Pauline 
Brooksbank 

  

Sun 
10th 

Third Sunday after Trinity 

10:00 
am 

Peter & Val  
Wilde 

Johanna Jones  
Liz Spratley & 
Sandra Jones 

 

Sun 
17th 

Fourth Sunday after Trinity 

10:00 
am 

Bill & 
Margaret  

Flegg 

Liz Spratley &  
Linda Sellars 

 
Liz Spratley & 
Sandra Jones 

Val Wilde &  
Sylvia Anderson 

Sun 
24th  

Fifth Sunday after Trinity (Celebration of Patronal Festival) 

10:00 
am 

Caroline 
Herron 
& Linda 
Sellars 

Lin Withington & 
Joan Dyke 

Pauline  
Brooksbank 

John & Linda 
Sellars 
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Readings and Readers for July 

  OT Reading OT Reader NT Reading NT Reader Gospel Reading 

Sun 
3rd  

Second Sunday after Trinity 

10:00 

am 

Habakkuk 

2:1-4 

Niccy  

Fisher 
Ephesians 
2:19 - end 

Simon  

Marshall 

John  

20:24 - 29 

6:00 

pm 
Psalm 139  

Job 
42:1-6 

 
1 Peter 

1:3-12 

Sun  
10th  

Third Sunday after Trinity 

8:00 

am Isaiah 

55:10-13 

 
Romans 

8:1-11 

 
Matthew 

13:1-9,18-23 10:00 

am 
 

Joy 

Cunningham 

Sun 
17th  

Fourth Sunday after Trinity 

10:00 

am 

Wisdom 

12:13,16-19 

Bill  

Flegg 

Romans 

8:12-25 

Liz 

Bridgeman 

Matthew 

13:24-30,36-43 

Sun 
24th  

Fifth Sunday after Trinity 

8:00 

am Jeremiah 

45:1-5 

 
Acts 

11:27-12:2 

 
Matthew 

13:31-33, 44-52 10:00 

am 

Roger  

Bridgeman 

Jacob 

Boswall 

Sun  

31st  

Sixth Sunday after Trinity 

10:00 

am 

Isaiah 

55:1-5 

John  

Marsh  

Romans  

9:1-5 

Liz 

Spratley 

Matthew  

14:13-21 

Sun 

8th  

Aug 

Seventh Sunday after Trinity 

10:00 

am 

1 Kings 

19:9-18 

Trevor 

Harwood 

Romans  

10:5-15 

Martin 

Fisher 

Matthew 

14:22-33 

 Sixth Sunday after Trinity 

Sun  
31st  

10:00 
am 

Cled & Ann  
Bennett 

John &  
Sue Marsh 

Sue Marsh 
John & Linda 

Sellars 
 

Sun  
8th  

Aug 

Seventh Sunday after Trinity 

10:00 
am 

Carole Mills 
& Joy 

Cunningham 
 Carole Mills 

Janet Lill & 
Marion Stevens 

 

http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175412731
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175412731
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175412815
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175412815
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175412866
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175412866
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175412866
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175413607
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175413641
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175413641
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175413680
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175413680
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175412909
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175412909
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175412944
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175412944
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175412985
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175412985
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175413072
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175413072
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175413108
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175413108
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175413143
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175413143
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175413234
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175413234
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175413303
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175413303
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175413395
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175413395
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175414065
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175414065
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175414470
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175414470
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175414506
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175414506
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175414541
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175414541
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175414618
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175414618
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175414651
http://bible.oremus.org/?ql=175414651
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The Son of Man has nowhere to lay his head 

A routine conversation, 

with a well-dressed, 

groomed and 

beautifully spoken 

young man, revealed a 

surprising story: he had 

just got away from 

sleeping on the streets 

as a homeless man. 

There was no drug or 

alcohol abuse involved here, and there were no mental health issues; the 

young man had split up with his long-time partner and was forced to leave 

his flat in order to sever the relationship. Poorly paid in part-time 

employment, he could not afford a hotel room still less the deposit for a 

new flat or house. The answer was a tent on the riverside. Thankfully, this 

young man has now found better paid work and, being quite simple in 

everyday needs, has also got a new flat. He is one of the lucky ones. A 

recent Rowntree Foundation report (why not Google it?) suggests that 

around 75,000 young people become homeless each year, but the figures 

are difficult because only the folk who stay in touch with the agencies can 

be counted. Not all of these young people are sleeping rough as many are 

'sofa surfing' and sleeping in friends homes on floors, but evidence suggests 

that a majority do spend at least a short period sleeping on the streets. 

Further studies make a significant link between homelessness and 

depression, familial violence and abuse and bereavement. The situation is 

exacerbated by the fact that there is a considerable social stigma attached 

to homelessness: amidst our pity, there is always the lurking suspicion that 

people have brought this upon themselves, deserve it because of bad 

management or actually like living an irresponsible life. 

  

http://r20.rs6.net/tn.jsp?llr=vqwtjdcab&et=1105879017322&s=849&e=001a-yMEcVBUIZuA-KEyH1Yb_Q3IUH-K8SJNH4JguiVc9Sw81T_vYcoEW8KPNPJJwhtAJkd0FC3uct-W0D5D76VEWTLp9OE5XP_KzVeS8jRYjqfheXeWEaQ_lfTf1-__q_YkdLJSTehAkObE_frxtY93D3o1VRrMda1
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Homelessness in our own county of Lincolnshire is not as great a problem as 

elsewhere in the country, but it still exists and it is incumbent upon us to 

take it seriously. The Lincolnshire pattern is also what you may expect, with 

6 homeless householders per 1000 in East Lindsey whereas South Holland 

has around 1.4 per 1000. As always, if we are not careful, out of sight can 

mean out of mind and we feel there is little we can do or say. Matters are 

made worse by the knowledge that support agencies like Lincoln MIND are 

now closing their doors because of recessionary cuts in funding. As 

economic factors kick in, the problem of homelessness and its attendant 

issues of mental and physical health and well-being are set fair to get worse. 

  

So what to do? Well first, as Christian folk following one who famously 

declared that he had 'nowhere to lay his head', we can simply care and be 

the ones who recognise, not just that there is a homelessness problem in 

this country and our county, but also that homelessness happens to flesh 

and blood human beings like you and me and that 'there but for fortune go 

you or I'. In addition, there is good evidence that the various charitable 

organisations such as NOMAD and the YMCA do actually make a 

considerable positive contribution to supporting and helping the homeless 

through their problems and into homes. We can support them financially 

and they would be worthy recipients of giving from local parish church 

communities. However, all of this is first-aid and cannot address the long-

term problem alone: this takes the political will of the people of our county 

to demand investment into new home building, particularly in our rural 

areas, and to support our local Authorities in trying to meet the demands of 

the Homelessness Act of 2002. These are questions we need to put to those 

in power in our country and land. 

 

+ Tim Grantham 

 

 

http://www.nomadtrust.org.uk/
http://www.ymca.org.uk/pooled/profiles/BF_COMP/view.asp?Q=BF_COMP_20209#http://www.lincsymca.co.uk/

