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REJOICING IN IMPERFECTION 
 
As I write this, the festival is in full 
flow, several events have already 
taken place and we are gearing up for 
what we hope will be a wonderful 
weekend of simple community 
gathering.  ‘The Great Get Together’ 
inspired by Jo Cox reminds us that we 
have more in common than all that 
threatens to divide us.   

The events of recent weeks have left 
many of us feeling insecure.  We 
have witnessed terrorist attacks in this 
country and around the world; a 
general election which has created 
uncertainty and new partnerships 
between political parties, and a 
devastating fire in Kensington which 
has caused tragic deaths and left 
many people shocked, grief-stricken, 
homeless and worried about other 
tower blocks.  Some of us look for 
people to blame, others for ways of 
protecting ourselves and those whom 
we love.  Others remain bewildered.   

A few weeks ago I found myself 
struggling to preach a sermon about 
eternal life.  I wanted to show my skill 
in tackling an impossible subject.  I 
wanted to explore the many ways in 
which we can approach this thorny 
subject.  I wanted to describe the 
‘eternal now’, a quality of living that 
reflects God’s kingdom values in our 
midst as well as the timelessness 
which challenges our emphasis on life 
in the present and allows us to draw 
wisdom from the past and hope for 
the future whilst also considering how 
the depth of our relationships allows  

Clergy Team 

love to continue beyond someone’s 
death...   

I wanted to reflect the depth and 
breadth and height and length of my 
thinking about this – because this is 
something I’ve thought about a great 
deal over the years – but by the time I 
came to preach I was exhausted and 
had run out of time...  I told the story 
of a family whose hope in heaven had 
sustained them as their seven-year-
old son died, a story which had 
enriched my own funeral ministry ever 
since.  But when I sat down I felt like 
I’d let myself and my congregation 
down.   

However, something happened after 
that which has made me think again.  
A small group of us went into the 
chapel and began to talk.  Each had 
heard something different which they 
wanted to follow up.   

Later in the day, a couple of people 
spoke to me about what I had said – 
yes, it was muddled, but there was 
something they wanted to talk more 
about.  The fact that I was struggling 
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with this issue gave others permission 
to struggle too...   

I wasn’t sure whether people were 
just being kind, but this week, during 
the festival, I’ve thought about the 
experience again.  This year’s festival 
committee has been a skeleton team 
of people wanting to reclaim the 
sense of an event run by the 
community for the community.  We 
removed the pressure of raising lots 
of money for chosen charities and 
allowed each organising body to fund-
raise for their own cause.  The library 
has organised some fabulous events; 
Buzz took over the 5-a-side football 
tournament and showed me what fun 
it could be!  It has reminded me how 
each event has its own energy – 
something the organisers can’t 
entirely control.   

On Wednesday here at St Mark’s we 
were hosting the Martin Cropper Trio.  
I was expecting a rehearsal at about 
3pm.  At 3.30pm Martin called to say 
that his wife had gone into labour and 
he could not make it after all.  I wasn’t 
to worry, however, as his two friends 
were on their way.  The pianist and 
cellist had learned earlier that day that 
Martin was unable to play and, 
between teaching sessions and 
travelling from Worcester and 
Oakham, they had planned a whole 
new programme and (somehow) 
rehearsed ‘enough’.  When they 
played that evening, there was 
something so fresh about their 
performance that they had the small 
audience enrapt.  We were in the 
midst of music being made and we 

were reminded that we were an 
integral part of the performance.   

Drawings by Barbara Lane 

Later in the week someone 
momentarily forgot their words – and 
the audience loved it!  Live 
performances are so much more than 
‘getting it right’– they are a 
relationship between the performers 
and the participants creating an 
experience which lives on within us.   

Of course we all want to do our best 
and none of us wants to disappoint 
the crowd, but we also have to 
remember that we all play our part in 
the drama that is taking place around 
us.  Of course we want our leaders to 
be ‘strong and stable’ but we also 
want to be able to identify with their 
humanity.   

Sue Hammersley 
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UNDERSTANDING TRUMP’S AMERICA 
 

On 28 May, a large audience from St Mark’s and elsewhere heard a brilliant talk 
on this theme from Richard Carwardine, former Rhodes Professor of American 
History at Oxford University.  The full talk has been placed on the church 
website.  Richard has kindly provided this summary for the Messenger. – Editor.   

The ethnic, racial, and religious 
diversity of the United States has 
shaped its electoral politics for over 
two hundred years.  Compared to 
Europe, class has been less 
important and anti-clericalism non-
existent.  Donald Trump’s startling 
victory last November was just 
another example of the many 
insurgent populist campaigns in the 
nation’s history that have played on 
these social antipathies.  However, 
he is the first in the modern era to 
have won the presidency on a 
populist tide.   

Donald Trump 

Trump stoked the white nationalism 
that inspires today’s Ku Klux Klan 
and other groups deeply attached to 
the Confederate flag.  He played on 
xenophobia by attacking illegal 
Latino immigrants and promising a 
travel ban on all Muslims.  In saying 

he would ‘drain the swamp’ in 
Washington DC, he exploited the 
deep distrust, even fear, of the 
Federal Government, which has 
been a feature of US politics since 
1787.  Despite his own evident 
profanity, and his three marriages, 
he won 80% of conservative white 
Protestants, traditionally Republican 
in politics.   

Above all, Trump won by exploiting 
the deep wells of political anger and 
alienation amongst those 
economically hit by globalization 
and, above all, automation.  The loss 
of jobs over the past two decades; 
the stagnation of wages; the ever-
widening chasm between workers’ 
pay and the rewards of corporate 
chiefs: these have played their part.   

Instead of addressing fundamental 
causes, however, Trump resorted to 
the politics of cultural grievance: 
blaming white working and middle-
class ills on Hispanic illegals, and on 
Washington’s hearkening to feminist, 
African American, and gay voices at 
their expense.  As a complete 
outsider, with no political 
encumbrance, and an apparent 
record of success in business, 
Trump oversimplified the causes of 
white economic hardship, promising 
protectionism, the end of existing 

 

4 



  

trade deals, and a squeeze on 
immigration. His facile analysis 
played well with those alienated by 
the political establishment, its cosy 
relationship with bankers and 
financial managers, and its alleged 
sell-out of American interests 
through one-sided trade 
arrangements.  Enough former 
working-class Democrats switched 
allegiance to turn the so-called Rust 
Belt of industrial states Republican.  

Trump has acted to show his 
campaign promises were not mere 
wind.  The US has yielded 
international leadership on climate 
change to Europe and the Chinese, 
by leaving the Paris agreement.  He 
has made a deeply conservative, if 
able, appointment to the US 
Supreme Court.  He will continue to 
undermine Obama’s healthcare 
provision.  His budget provides for a 
wall along the Mexican border.  He 
has broken with the US tradition of 
acting in the world as a ‘city on a 
hill’; rather he is putting ‘America 
First’ (evident in his recent visit to 
the EU).  He prefers autocratic 
strong men (Putin, Erdogan, 
Duterte) to western European 
democratic leaders.  He will not be a 
broker between Saudi Arabia and 
Iran, Sunni and Shia: he happily 
lauds the Saudis, and tolerates their 
constraints on human rights and 
their role as exporters of 
Wahhabism.   

However, the White House has been 
– marginally – more shambolic than 
dangerous.  Trump has shown 

himself to be less a cunning 
Machiavellian autocrat and more a 
narcissistic political ignoramus.  The 
federal courts have blocked two 
inept executive orders to curb 
immigration from predominantly 
Muslim countries.  He has put the 
White House under siege by firing 
the Director of the FBI.  Rather than 
uniting the uneasy Republican 
coalition of conservatives and 
moderates behind a programme, 
he’s come under fire from both.  The 
media, the courts, and the 
bureaucracy have so far remained 
robustly independent.  His approval 
rating is now under forty per cent, 
the lowest of any newly-elected 
president.   

Will Trump last the full term?  His 
administration’s defiance of the 
usual standards of probity makes it 
vulnerable to ethical scandal.  A 
special prosecutor is now examining 
links between the president’s 
associates and the Kremlin.  The 
first step in any path to impeachment 
is for Democrats to win the House 
next year, a realistic possibility.  
Trump’s resignation is unlikely, 
however.  We might want to see the 
last of Trump before we hear the last 
trump, but the problems to which 
he’s offered a facile panacea – the 
economic and social consequences 
of globalisation, automation, and 
deep cultural conflict – will certainly 
not disappear when he goes.   

Richard Carwardine 
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LETTER FROM HOLMFIRTH 
 
We are indebted to Ian Wallis, Vicar of St Mark’s from 2009 to 2014, for this 
eloquent and moving update on his and Liz’s life since they left our church. 
– Editor.   

Serving as a parish priest can be a 
strange vocation. You usually 
arrive as an unknown quantity, 
then attempt to fulfil a largely public 
role during which many 
relationships are formed, before 
leaving the stage for good.  This 
final transition can be a costly 
affair, especially when precipitated 
by adverse circumstances.   

Gratitude, guilt and grief were the 
three emotions predominating post 
12 October, 2014.  Gratitude for an 
undeservedly generous ‘send-off’, 
as well as for five years of fruitful 
ministry.  Guilt over accepting the 
post in the midst of health concerns 
and then for those concerns to be 
realised.  Grief on letting go of a 
role I held dear and on withdrawing 
from a community to which we 
belonged and where we felt valued.   

Yet life drags us on.  2015 proved 
to be a year of operations, firstly, 
cardiac surgery to restore a normal 
heart rhythm, followed by spinal 
surgery to decompress the 
vertebrae causing sciatica.  Both 
proved successful to a degree, so I 
am now able to sleep in bed and sit 
for reasonable periods, although I 
still work standing up, whilst fatigue 
continues to be a daily challenge.   

That said, I am back teaching on 
the Yorkshire Ministry Course, now 

St Hild College, where I was 
Principal, and am increasingly 
being called on to conduct worship 
in the locality which keeps me on 
my toes!  On top of that, most 
weeks I join the spiritual care team 
at the local hospice to offer support 
to patients and staff alike.   

Writing is where fatigue proves 
most debilitating and equally 
frustrating.  That said, I can usually 
manage two to three productive 
hours a day so some progress is 
possible, with a book draft on 
Jesus’ healings and exorcisms well 
underway, plus various smaller 
writing projects.  I’ve also 
appreciated the opportunity to 
continue to contribute to the life of 
St Mark’s through participating in a 
monthly bible study in the vicarage 
(all welcome!) and serving as a 
trustee for Hope for the Future.  
There have also been one or two 
CRC events.   

Liz continues to be kept busy with 
our small consultancy which works 
in the public sector – locally, 
regionally and nationally – to 
improve access to education and 
training, especially for those on the 
margins of society.  Last year 
proved particularly demanding with 
the sudden death of Sero’s co-
founder and principal consultant, 
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requiring Liz to take on David’s 
portfolio in addition to her own, 
whilst continuing to manage the 
company as she embraced the loss 
of a dear colleague and friend.  No 
small undertaking.  Thankfully, the 
pressure has eased a little in 
recent months, although the 
challenges of running a small 
ethically-minded business continue 
unabated.   

Cari 

As many of you will be aware, Liz 
and I were unable to start a family 
and adoption never worked out so 
our four-legged companions have 
been all the more precious to us 
over the years.  After recovering 
from several bouts of serious 
illness, we finally lost our beloved 
Golden Retriever, Tess, in August, 
2015 by which time she had been 
a cherished member of the family 
for over 14 years.  We were bereft 

and struggled to live with her loss 
until we finally acknowledged that 
a desire to share our home with 
another Golden in no way 
diminished our enduring affection 
for her or undermined the 
contribution she had made to our 
lives.   

On Saturday, 20 February 2016, 
we collected Cari – a small auburn 
bundle of mischief and fur who 
quickly established herself as 
being every bit as vivacious and 
characterful as her predecessor.  
After fifteen years or so, we’d 
forgotten how high-octane puppies 
can be.  Thankfully, now fully 
grown, Cari is beginning to settle 
down a little whilst continuing to 
flourish (and keep us well 
exercised).   

We often recall our time at St 
Mark’s and appreciate ongoing 
friendships and acquaintances.  
Thank you.  Inevitably, we find 
ourselves reflecting from time to 
time on what could have been, 
before drawing strength from the 
knowledge that our departure 
created the opportunity for Sue to 
become the first female incumbent 
of St Mark’s – all, indeed, is 
harvest!   

With our love and good wishes, 

Ian, Liz and Cari 
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REFLECTIONS ON THE HUSTINGS AT ST MARK’S ON 4 JUNE 
 

‘Fear and intimidation are the enemy of democracy, as terrorists know so 
well.’ 
 
These were the words of feminist 
theologian Tina Beattie in a recent 
Thought for the Day on Radio 4.  I 
agree with her.  Hence, I was 
pleased that the General Election 
‘Hustings’ Q&A evening, organised 
by the Faith & Justice Group, went 
ahead at St Mark’s on Pentecost 
Sunday, despite it being the day 
after the latest terrorist attack had 
taken place in London.  Sitting in 
the audience listening to politicians 
from four of the national parties 
having to defend their manifesto 
commitments in response to a 
range of well-thought-out questions 
from the floor, was a salutary 
reminder of how precious our 
democratic freedoms are — indeed, 
the antithesis of everything that 
terrorism represents.   

The same can be said of the 
General Election that subsequently 
unfolded.  For while, for example, 
there remain legitimate differences 
over whether the ‘first past the post’ 
system is better than a proportional 
representation alternative, few 
would argue that the right to 
exercise one’s democratic choice at 
the ballot box is not worth 
defending, especially when one 
compares this form of polity with 
less democratic alternatives that 
have historically tended to be far 
more abusive of human rights.   

Yet, since the Reformation, and 
particularly since the early-
twentieth century, there has been a 
small number of Christian 
theologians — predominantly 
though not exclusively from within 
the Anglo-Catholic tradition — who 
have been wary of liberal, 
representative democracy.  For 
these ‘Christendomists’ such as 
Maurice Reckitt (1888-1980) and  
Vigo Demant (1893-1983), the 
Church, not the liberal political 
state, is the Kingdom of God in 
embryo, and only a return to pre-
Reformation, pre-liberal, ‘proto-
socialist’ ‘Christendom’ values and 
indeed theo-political reality, offers 
an authentically Christian 
alternative to inferior ‘secular’ 
liberal statist systems of 
government.   

Views such as these are 
unapologetically ‘romantic’; 
completely at variance with the 
world as it now is, and 
incomprehensible to most 
contemporary Christians, let alone 
to those of other faiths and of no 
faith.  Yet they are harmless unless 
and until their advocates seek to 
impose them on others in ways that 
are overtly undermining of the 
liberal democratic system — 
something that these 
‘Christendomist’ writers have never 
ventured to do, fortunately.  It is at 
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that point when toleration of their 
advocates’ behaviour (but not 
necessarily their views) could 
become a threat to liberal 
democracy.   

Three of the four candidates who 
appeared at our Hustings - Left to 

Right: Natalie Bennett (Green), Paul 
Blomfield (Labour) and Shaffaq 

Mohammed (Lib Dem).  Manuchehr took 
this photo at the asylum and 

migration hustings on 31 May. 
 

History has shown us that terrorism 
is something that self-proclaimed 
Christians are capable of carrying 
out, sometimes in the cause of 
Christianity as they interpret it.  One 
could point to examples such as the 
seventeenth century English 
Catholic Guy Fawkes and his 
attempt to blow up the Houses of 
Parliament in 1605 and to restore a 
Catholic monarch to the throne, or 
to the wave of Catholic mob 
violence directed against the 
Huguenots during the St 
Bartholomew's Day Massacre in 
France in 1572.  Religions offer 
powerful systems of belief that are 
clearly open to inadvertent or 

deliberate misinterpretation and 
misapplication, sometimes of a 
violent nature.  It is for this reason 
that the concluding words of 
Professor Beattie’s thoughts on 
terrorism resonated with me, as I 
engaged in the ‘Hustings’ event at 
St Mark’s, and went on to cast my 
vote on 8 June: ‘If we truly want to 
defend our democratic freedoms, 
then I would suggest that exercising 
our democratic right to vote is as 
important as resisting terrorism.’  
Indeed, I would go further and say it 
is tantamount to resisting it.   

The ballot box is a truly empowering 
vehicle by which terrorism is shown 
to have a viable alternative: that is, 
the force of argument, not the 
argument of force.  We elect 
politicians to argue, debate and 
thus disagree on matters of 
profound importance in a debating 
chamber equipped for this purpose, 
but in ways that are accountable to 
those who put them into positions of 
power, and who have the voting 
means to remove them if they 
abuse that power or use it unwisely.  
As Churchill famously put it: ‘Many 
forms of government have been 
tried and will be tried in this world of 
sin and woe.  No one pretends that 
democracy is perfect or all wise.  
Indeed, it has been said that 
democracy is the worst form of 
government, except for all the 
others that have been tried from 
time to time.’ 

Joe Forde 
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HORIZONTAL IN HONG KONG 
 
It wasn’t supposed to end like this.  I 
had had a wonderful month of travelling 
in SE Asia, ending with a conference in 
Hong Kong.  The pain in my right knee 
that I awoke with on the Sunday after 
the conference was over seemed odd, 
but not unduly problematic.  But in 
twenty-four hours I was reduced to near 
complete immobility.  I took myself to 
Hong Kong University’s teaching 
hospital, a ten-minute taxi drive away.   

I was admitted efficiently and 
diagnosed with septic arthritis, caused 
by a streptococcal infection.  By 
Monday evening I had had surgery to 
wash out the joint and was put on an 
intravenous drip.  When on Tuesday 
morning I was told I would need to be in 
hospital for at least a fortnight, I 
seriously wondered whether I could 
maintain my sanity.   

Queen Mary Hospital is on the west 
end of Hong Kong Island and occupies 
a commanding position, some 150 
metres above sea level, with a stunning 
view of the Pearl River estuary and the 
outlying islands.  But from Ward B4 I 
had no inkling whatsoever of this 
prospect.  The ward itself was a 
landscape of off-white and its windows 
looked out onto a blank wall clad in grey 
mosaic, some six or seven metres 
away.  There was no sky visible; the 
best to hope for was the sun 
illuminating the grey in the morning.  
This was real sensory deprivation.   

In the end, my stay in QMH lasted not 
two weeks, but five, and I needed two 
further operations to flush out the 
infection from my knee.  What kept me 
afloat was the enormous wave of 
support from my family and friends, 
which was both moral and practical, 
and I certainly would not have survived 
without it.  My sister Rachel phoned 
regularly and did battle with my insurers 
to get some action; my brother Edmund 
also called often, sent packets of 
books, and managed to get a CD 
player and discs to me.  But the 
messages, cards, and packets from all 
my English friends helped enormously 
to soften the inhumanity of my 
surroundings and gave me hope and 
the courage to continue.   

I received good medical care and got to 
know my case doctor quite well over 
five weeks.  The nurses were 
unfailingly good-humoured, despite the 
continual round in which they were 
engaged, and some of them I took to a 
good deal.  For the rest, communication 
was more difficult.  The ruling language 
was Cantonese and the care assistants 
and most of the other patients hardly 
spoke English at all, though there were 
some exceptions.   

In addition to the love and support I had 
in such large measure from my English 
relatives and friends, I was also 
enormously supported by my two sets 
of Hong Kong friends.  Leng, who had 
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attended St Mark’s as a student 25 

years ago, dealt with my hotel and his 
wife took it upon herself to make me 
lunch most days during the week.  This 
was a godsend: the hospital food was 
mainly disgusting, off-white like the 
ward, so home-cooked food was 
tremendous respite, quite apart from 
the company that it meant I had each 
day.  My other contact, a colleague 
whom I have known for as long as the 
Lengs, also came with her husband at 
weekends and brought food, as well as 
practical things like an electric razor 
and a knife for cutting up fruit.  I also 
learned not to look beyond the day I 
was in and I began to internalise the 
daily round.  Lights on at 6 am sharp; 
congee brought round at 6:45; the 
doctors’ ward round from 8:00; the  

 

arrival of the physiotherapists; and so 
on.  Perhaps the hardest moments 
were waiting for the third round of 
surgery, delayed by three days, and at 
the very end, when I knew discharge 
would be soon, but did not know exactly 
when, or what would happen to me 
once I was released.  Release when it 
did come, to a luxurious hotel not far 
from the hospital that commanded the 
same view of sea and islands which 
now I could enjoy, was physically and 
emotionally an extraordinary moment.  
It’s hard to know exactly how to sum up 
the whole experience but I emerged 
with a deep sense of gratitude and an 
overwhelming feeling that I had been 
borne aloft by grace.   

Philip Booth 

 

Queen Mary Hospital Hong Kong 
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PROFILE OF CHARLES STIRLING 

 
Charles and Eileen 

Charles describes himself as an 
‘academic drifter’.  Certainly, his 
career was like an odyssey round 
UK universities.  Yet he is anything 
but a ‘drifter’.  He is a man full of 
focused energy.   

Charles says that his childhood left 
him ‘emotionally deprived’.  Born in 
1930, he never saw much of his 
father, who was in the Indian Medical 
Service and, during the Second 
World War, in the RAMC.  From 
1934-36, his parents were in India, 
leaving Charles and his three 
siblings in Edinburgh with a minder.  
From 9 to 18, he was a boarder, 
initially at Edinburgh Academy’s prep 
school, then at its senior school.  He 
hated the school’s sporting ethos, 
but valued one science teacher who 
nurtured his love of chemistry.  By 
contrast, his four years at St 
Andrew’s University were like 
‘escaping into an enchanted garden’. 
He then obtained a PhD in 
Chemistry at Kings College, London. 

Charles’ National Service took the 
unusual form of a Fellowship to work 
at Porton Down  the chemical and 
biological warfare establishment 
near Salisbury.  He told the 
management there that he did not 
wish to work on killing people.  
Initially shocked, they then agreed 
that he could work on ‘antidotes’  a 
valuable new area of work.   

Around this time, he married Eileen, 
whose real interest, he says, was in 
‘caring’  first looking after severely 
disabled children and later becoming 
a leading expert on dyslexia.  They 
had three daughters.  Eileen was 
remarkably tolerant and patient and, 
according to Charles, ‘resolutely 
accompanied me’ to successive 
university towns.   

After Porton Down and after an ICI 
Fellowship in Edinburgh, Charles 
obtained a Lectureship at Queen’s 
University, Belfast, in 1959.  This 
was before the Troubles, but he 
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noticed that the police were armed.  
He learned techniques for 
disciplining idle and inattentive 
students in the back row.   

In 1965, he obtained a Readership 
at King’s College London and the 
family lived in Sevenoaks.  
Characteristically, he used the train 
journeys to read chemistry journals.  
In 1969, he obtained his first Chair at 
Bangor University.  The contrast with 
London could not have been greater.  
Bangor had many charms.  He and 
Eileen had a house built overlooking 
the Menai Straits.  He reformed the 
moribund Organic Chemistry 
Department and taught able 
students.  His spell at Bangor was 
long and happy.  In 1986, he won 
the accolade of being elected a 
Fellow of the Royal Society, which 
meant more to him than anything 
else in his career.   

In 1989, the Government proposed 
closing down smaller university 
chemistry departments.  Always 
ready for a challenge, Charles 
demonstrated that, relative to the 
size of its staff, Bangor was the most 
effective department in the UK.  As a 
result, he was invited to take up the 
organic chemistry chair in Sheffield.  
It was difficult.  Eileen was running a 
dyslexia course in Llandudno.  But 
they decided to come to Sheffield 
and never regretted it.  The 
University provided Charles with 
expensive equipment for his 
research.  Eileen opened a new 
dyslexia unit at Birkdale School.   

Charles officially retired in 1998, but 
has never really retired.  Now 86, he 

still goes daily to the laboratory for 
research on the chemistry of 
surfaces.  He promotes science in 
education.  His hobbies include silver 
smithing, ceramics and choral 
singing – his ‘most important’ hobby.   

The saddest part of his life in 
Sheffield was of course Eileen’s 
death in 2012 following a long period 
when she suffered from Parkinson’s.  
Charles says that the NHS provided 
wonderful support.   

Charles was brought up as a 
Presbyterian.  While he was at St 
Andrew’s, his uncle was Professor of 
Divinity and at his rooms Charles 
once met Karl Barth.  In Bangor, 
Charles attended a Presbyterian 
Church, while Eileen went to the 
Quakers.  In Sheffield, they decided 
to worship together and carried out a 
‘sermon tasting’ of ten churches – 
five nonconformist and five Anglican.  
This led them initially to St John’s, 
Ranmoor, but around 2002 they 
joined St Mark’s.  Religion is not 
straightforward for Charles.  He 
takes nothing for granted.  So he 
finds the openness and 
responsiveness of St Mark’s a great 
blessing.   

Looking back on his life, Charles 
feels that, ever since leaving school, 
he has been very lucky.  Maybe his 
bleak childhood helped to give him 
his remarkable energy and 
resilience.  

David Price 
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Robin Ireland (viola) and Hannah 

Roberts (violin) after their splendid 

concert on 10 June at which the two 

of them played Mozart’s Duo in C 

Major and Robin played JS Bach’s 

‘huge’ Sonata in C major, written for 

solo violin but transcribed for viola. 

 

Briony Taylor as the Statue of Liberty and other 

members of the cast as ducks in Frances Gray’s 

extraordinary play ‘Duck!’, performed on 16 

June. It was about a consignment of bath toys 

falling into the Pacific Ocean and beginning an 

epic voyage round the world. It had a strong 

environmental message 

Charles Stirling as President Trump 

‘firing’ Briony Taylor, the Statue of 

Liberty, in ‘Duck!’ 
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Deborah Sunday and Daniel Parhizi, son of 

Zhila Zarenya, on St Marks Green 

 

15 



 

16 



 

Many Thanks to all 

our 

photographers: 

Michael Miller, 

Shan Rush and 

Zhila Zarenya 
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I’D LIKE TO BE A BISHOP 
 
Many who have read the poetry of Rowan Williams 
cannot fail to acknowledge that it has a certain style, 
though it is sometimes difficult to follow for most of 
us, for he is a man of exceptional intelligence.  It 
certainly involves great concentration in order to 
appreciate the message he is trying to put across, 
but with concentrated effort and thought, poetic 
language can mean a great deal.   

Early in life I had the privilege of knowing Rowan 
quite well for at age 15 he sang in the same church choir at All Saints’ 
Church, Oystermouth in South Wales.  In fact we went to the same grammar 
school, even if he passed out with glowing colours whereas I failed all exams 
except English Language for it was at a time when my epilepsy was 
diagnosed.   

In Rowan’s student days he composed this short poem that some may have 
already read; he gave me permission to use it stating that some of his friends 
from college days had chosen to keep it, even though he perhaps found it a 
slight source of embarrassment, despite his lively dry sense of humour.   

Rob Wilks 

I’d like to be a bishop, and among the bishops stand, 
With gilded mitre on my head and crozier in my hand, 
And linen sleeves (with chaste decorum gathered at the wrist),  
And ring which strict correctness requires should be kissed. 
Such dignity and holiness would from my features shine 
That no rebellious Dean would ever fail to toe the line. 
With canons to the right of me and canons to the left, 
Sweet moderation I’d display, of bigotry bereft. 
My pastoral affection would embrace all schools of thought – 
Except such sharp fanatics of the more extremist sort:  
As Evangelicals – and Modernists – and Anglos too, 
Whose narrow-minded prejudices simply will not do. 
In short, my measured tolerance and careful charity 
Would be as great as any in the dear old C of E. 

Rowan Williams (c.1969)  
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THE DEVIL WITHIN ME! 
 
I chose the heading of this article, 
not because I entirely agree with its 
implication, but in part because in 
biblical times and even now in some 
parts of the world, epilepsy, the 
disability I experience now and 
again is still associated with devil-
like behaviour.   

One only has to look at Bible 
passages such as Luke 4:31-41: ‘A 
man with an Evil Spirit’; Matthew 
12:22-24: ‘Jesus and Beelzebub’, 
and Mark 9:17-29: ‘Jesus Heals a 
Boy Possessed by an Impure Spirit’ 
to see that epilepsy in its various 
forms was sometimes associated 
with demons and evil 2,000 years 
ago.  Thankfully, we now live in 
more enlightened times, but it is 
surprising how much public 
ignorance still surrounds epilepsy.  
It is a subject similar to ‘death’ that 
is seldom talked about.   

I have a very mild form of the 
disability so, like many other people, 
I have lived a fairly ‘normal life’.  In 
fact I firmly believe that God gave 
me epilepsy for a reason, for it is 
something, given the right kind of 
support particularly from an 
understanding wife, that can be 
handled quite well.  It has had its 
moments but with the on-going 
support of many people I have had 
a good and interesting life.   

I even think occasionally that if God 
has the strange sense of humour I 
have s/he may have thrown  

Rob Wilks 

epilepsy in my direction with the 
thought ‘sort that one out – you’ll be 
able to handle it’ for I often think it 
quite remarkable that I held down 
full and part-time employment for 
over 30 years.  I could not have 
done it without support and even my 
departure from the profession at 
age 53 was eventful and interesting 
 it certainly wasn’t planned.   

I have been able to use the 
disability in a positive manner and 
whilst in teaching it caused little in 
the way of concern.  Even more 
surprisingly, when I left education I 
was given the opportunity to work 
with the profoundly disabled, 
several of whom had quite severe 
epilepsy.  It is a condition that is far 
more common than one might think.  
One headteacher friend who I 
worked with for over 10 years 
described me as ‘a bit odd, but 
certainly no risk to others’.   

Medical treatment has made great 
strides in the last 50 years, so 
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taking medication makes life far 
easier and safer; it is certainly far 
better than ‘the alternative’.  I take 
some consolation from the fact that 
people such as St Paul, Julius 
Caesar, Joan of Arc, Prince John 
(son of King George V), Pope Pius 
IX, Rabbi Lionel Blue, Agatha 
Christie, Richard Burton, the 
composers Handel and Chopin, 
along with Charles Dickens (to 
mention a few) all had or have some 
form of epilepsy.   

Epilepsy is a weird condition and 
often ‘strikes’ with little or no 
warning.  It can manifest itself in a 
number of different ways for it can 
be convulsive or non-convulsive; 
there are in fact over 40 different 
kinds of epilepsy, for we are all 
different.  It pays to be well informed 
and it also helps to have an 
understanding and well-informed 
GP.  A good neurological consultant 
is very important as is the support of 
a reliable epilepsy nurse, for you do 
need to build up confidence.  It 
helps if you are fairly articulate and 
it pays to have a good or even 
‘wicked’ sense of humour. 

Rob Wilks 
 

REFUGEES 
This poem was recommended by 
Eve and Robin Saunders.  It 
conveys a different message 
according to whether you read it 
from top to bottom or bottom to top.  
It comes from You took the Last Bus 
Home, a collection of Brian Bilston's 
poetry published by Unbound in 

October, 2016.  It is reprinted here 
with the author’s permission: 

www.brianbilston.com . Editor  

 
REFUGEES 
They have no need of our help 
So do not tell me 
These haggard faces could belong 
to you or me 
Should life have dealt a different 
hand 
We need to see them for who they 
really are 
Chancers and scroungers 
Layabouts and loungers 
With bombs up their sleeves 
Cut-throats and thieves 
They are not 
Welcome here 
We should make them 
Go back to where they came from 
They cannot 
Share our food 
Share our homes 
Share our countries 
Instead let us 
Build a wall to keep them out 
It is not okay to say 
These are people just like us 
A place should only belong to those 
who are born there 
Do not be so stupid to think that 
The world can be looked at another 
way 

(Now read from bottom to top) 

Brian Bilston 
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MARATHON MAN 
 
After four months of training – made 
up of 69 practice runs, covering 448 
miles in a total of 64 hours – I felt 
ready for the magnitude of the 
London Marathon!   

When I’d registered, I estimated my 
finish time as four hours but after 
training with Steel City Striders I felt 
I could go for a faster time.  Then I 
was encouraged to beat a friend’s 
record, of 3:33:17; his dad said he'd 
sponsor me £200 if I managed it!  
The challenge was set.   

The problem was that the runners in 
the pen I started in were too slow for 
the pace I needed to go (eight 
minutes per mile).  The course was 
so busy for much of the first 15 miles 
that it wasn't possible to run at my 
own speed.  By 18 miles in, I was 
about three minutes down on the 
pace I needed, and I resigned myself 
to not hitting my target.  Thankfully it 
was then that I saw my wife Emily, 
and a quick kiss gave me a big 
boost!  I started to feel stronger and 
there was much more space on the 
course to run my pace.   

I’d read that the final six miles is what 
makes or breaks a marathon: some 
hit the wall, others are able to push 
on.  Thankfully the hours of training 
paid off and I sped up to overtake 
1,409 runners in the last 4.5 miles – 
with no one overtaking me!  The 25th 
mile was my fastest, at 6m55s.   

Running along the Embankment, the 
course swings right past Big Ben and 

with less than half a mile to go I 
unexpectedly saw my friend James, 
whose time I was trying to beat, in 
the crowd!  I just had to stay focused, 
passing Buckingham Palace to my 
left and then onto the Mall for a sprint 
finish.  I finished in 3:32:13, just over 
a minute quicker than James.   

I felt so proud to cross the finish line, 
because I'd put so much into 
preparing for the marathon.  I dug 
incredibly deep, physically and 
mentally, to achieve my target time.  
Most importantly, through this and 
the Ride London sponsored bike 
ride, Emily and I have raised more 
than £6,000 for the miscarriage 
charity Tommy's.  A big thank you to 
everyone who supported and 
encouraged me in my marathon 
effort.   

Mark Ansell 
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JULY HIGHLIGHTS 
 

  1 Sat   9.30am 
10.30am 

PCC Meeting 
Knit & Natter 

  2 Sun Trinity 3   
    8.00am 

10.00am 
   
  8.00pm 

Holy Communion (BCP) 
The Parish Eucharist, with Crèche 
(Preacher: Revd. Sue Hammersley) 
Night Service: Holy Communion 

  6 Thu   5.00pm Pilgrim - Group for Christian Explorers 
  8 Sat 10.00am Thanksgiving for the Marriage of Gill & Piers 
  9 Sun Trinity 4   
    8.00am 

10.00am 
   
  3.00pm 
  8.00pm 

Holy Communion (BCP) 
The Parish Eucharist with Crèche and Godly Play 
(Preacher: Mark Newitt) 
Communion Service remembering Isobel Bowler 
Night Service: Celtic / Iona 

19 Mon   7.30pm CHYPS Meeting 
12 Wed   6.30pm CRC Seminar and Library Evening featuring 

Sandra Newton and Jeremy Pemberton 
13 Thu   5.00pm 

  7.30pm 
  8.00pm 

Pilgrim - Group for Christian Explorers 
Special Olympics – churches’ preparation meeting 
Organ Recital - Dr Julian Gunn 

14 Fri   7.30pm Reading the Story 
15 Sat   9.30am Godly Play Meeting 
16 Sun Trinity 5 
    8.00am 

10.00am 
 
 
  8.00pm 

Holy Communion (BCP) 
The Parish Eucharist with Crèche and Godly Play 
Followed by Picnic and Games on the Green 
(Preacher: Revd. Sarah Colver) 
Night Service: Taizé   

20 Thu   5.00pm Pilgrim - Group for Christian Explorers 
21 Fri   7.30pm LOGOS Bible Study in Church 
23 Sun Trinity 6 
    8.00am 

10.00am 
 
  8.00pm 

Holy Communion (BCP) 
The Parish Eucharist, with Crèche  
(Preacher: Anne Padget) 
Night Service: Themed 

27 Thu   5.00pm 
  8.00pm 

Pilgrim - Group for Christian Explorers 
Organ Recital - David Price 

30 Sun Trinity 7 
    8.00am 

10.00am 
 
 
  8.00pm 

Holy Communion (BCP) 
The Parish Eucharist with Creche 
(Preacher: Revd. Sarah Colver; Sermon Series: 
We are made in the image of God) 
Night Service: Themed 

  3 Thu   5.00pm Pilgrim - Group for Christian Explorers 

  5 Sat 10.30pm Knit and Natter 



  6 Sun Trinity 8 

    8.00am 
10.00am 
 
  8.00pm 

Holy Communion (BCP) 
The Parish Eucharist with Creche 
(Preacher: Revd Sue Hammersley) 
Night Service: Communion 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Messenger editorial team: Frances Gray, David Price, Andrew Burdett               
Dez Martin.  This issue was edited by Frances. 
 
The Editors welcome comments and suggestions, and invite 
contributions. Items should be submitted to the editor by 12th day of the 
month to be considered for the next edition.   
 
The next edition will be edited by Frances Gray, email: 
f.b.gray@sheffield.ac.uk  
 
When sending photographs for the Messenger, please ensure that they 
are JPEG.s, and preferably of a high resolution.  Many thanks.  
 
 
 It should be noted that the Editors cannot guarantee to publish material 

and wish to point out that items included do not necessarily reflect their 
views or those of the Parochial Church Council. 
 

 

Concerts this Month: 

2nd July 3.00pm Sheffield Chamber Choir 

8th July, 7.30pm - Sterndale Singers 

15th July, 7.30pm - Friends of Sheffield Music 

Weekday Worship: 
 
Monday  8.30am: Morning Prayer 
  9.00am: Holy Communion 
                      6.30pm: Julian (Silent) Prayer Group 
 
Tuesday No Services 
 
Wednesday  8.30am: Holy Communion 
 
Thursday  8.30am: Morning Prayer 
            12 noon:  Holy Communion  
 
Friday  8.30am: Morning Prayer 
  5.00pm: Evening Prayer 



 

WHO’S WHO 

Vicar     Revd Sue Hammersley   266 0260/07904 284 853 
    sue@stmarkssheffield.co.uk 

 
Associate Vicar 
Revd Sarah Colver 
 

 
07975689403 
 

Pastoral Care Coordinator 
Gill MacGregor 

 
266 1079 

Assistant Priest 
Revd Shan Rush 
 

 
07598156817 

Lunch Club 
Briony Tayler 
Rosalind Rogerson 

 
235 0174 
268 1426 

Lay Reader 
Anne Padget 
 

 
07736 527777 

 
Godly Play (up to Y6) 
Sarah Armstrong 

 
 
266 3023 

Chaplain to Night Service 
Revd Liz Anson 
 

 
229 5478 

 
Lions (Y7 and above) 
Alice Newitt 

 
 
230 4586 

Children’s Outreach 
Worker 
Revd Tim Gregory 
 

 
288 4198 

 
Safe Church Officer 
Jane Keeling 

 
07708098499 

Honorary Staff 
Revd Dr. Michael Bayley 
Revd Peter Fisher 

 
258 5248 
327 4718 

Diocesan Safeguarding Officer 
Linda Langthorne 

 
07871796682 
 

Revd Dr. Mark Newitt 
Revd Canon Michael Page 
Revd John Wood 

230 4586 
266 3798 
266 5173 

Domestic Abuse Officer 
Helen Gregory 

 
288 4198 

 
Director of Music 
Mark McCombs 
 

 
music@stmarkssheffield. 

co.uk 

Sacristan 
David Armstrong 
 
Library Team 

 
 266 3023 

Churchwardens 
Philip Booth 
Sarah Moore 
 

 
255 0634 
233 1912 

Maureen Bownas 
Pauline Miller 
 
PCC Group/ Facilitator 

230 2757 
258 3678    

Caretaker 
Tim Moore 
 

 
233 1912 

 
International 
Dilys Noble 266 1372 

Treasurer 
David Ryder 
 

 
230 3242 

 
Faith & Justice 
Joe Forde 

 
01246 
569424 

Assistant Treasurer 
Judith Pitchforth 
 

 
230 7685 

 
Finance & Fabric 
Briony Tayler 

 
 
235 0174 

PCC Secretary 
Juliet Storey 
 

 
266 6095 

 
Home Donations 
Judy Robinson 

 
contact via 
office 

Transport Coordinator 
Briony Tayler 
 

 
235 0174 
 

 
CTBB Worker with Older People 
Claire Brooks 

 
ctbb546@ 
btinternet.com 

 

 

 

 

 

The Vicar normally has Tuesday off parish duties. 
The Associate Vicar normally has Tuesday off parish duties. 
The Assistant Priest normally has Saturday off parish duties. 

THE CHURCH OFFICE IS OPEN DAILY 
MONDAY TO FRIDAY FROM 9.00 AM TO 1.00 PM 

Church Administrator: Innes MacLeod TEL. 0114 266 3613  
Email: office@stmarkssheffield.co.uk Visit us on www.stmarkssheffield.co.uk 

mailto:sue@stmarkssheffield.co.uk
mailto:office@stmarkssheffield.co.uk
http://www.stmarkssheffield.co.uk/

