
Growing Healthy Churches 
  It’s very easy for churches to carry on from day to day, week after week, year after year, 
continuing the ministry, activities and worship of church life as it has done in the past. 
The world and the society we live in doesn’t stand still however. We as a parish church are 
commissioned by God to witness to the Gospel and minister to the people of this parish as 
well as to ourselves. Areas change and Woodford has certainly changed over the past 30 
years. It is important therefore that every now and again we take stock of where we are, 
what we’re doing and how we’re doing it and then check and see whether this is the most 
effective way forward for the next few years. If not, what do we need to do in order to 
carry out Christ’s mission more effectively? What are the gaps in our provision?  
 
The PCC recently had an ‘awayday’ at the Peterhouse Conference Centre in Walthamstow. 
The diocese is sponsoring an exercise to help churches in their re-evaluation of church life 
called ‘Growing Healthy Churches’. We benefited from the input of Piers Northam from 
Epping who led a three-session exercise in which we were being asked to perform a ‘church 
audit’ of life here at St Mary’s. Assessing our strengths and weaknesses then led to the 
beginnings of a development plan which will guide our future planning and activities. The PCC 
has started prioritising the conference’s findings and preparing an action plan as to where 
we should be going in the short and long term in our life together as the local church. 
 
There  are  seven ‘marks’ of a healthy church against which we were asked to measure what 
we perceive to be our current church life and activities, to strengthen and encourage the 
plusses and address the minuses. 
The Seven Marks are: 
1. Energised by faith.  Rather than just keeping things going or trying to survive. 
2. Outward-looking focus. With a ‘whole life’ rather than a ‘church life’ concern. 
3. Seeks to find out what God wants. Rather than letting our own preferences set the 
Church agenda. 
4. Faces the cost of change and growth. Rather than resisting change and avoiding failure 
5. Builds community.  Rather than functioning as a club or religious organisation. 
6. Makes room for others. Being inclusive rather than exclusive. 
7. Does a few things – and does them well. Focussed rather than frenetic. 
In our initial exercise we scored high on number 5 and low on number 4!  
The PCC will be needing to involve other people from the congregation, especially some of 
our newer members, in extending this review and coming up with some concrete plans for 
the future. Over the next few months more and more of this exercise will be highlighted 
and requests for others to get involved will be made. Please don’t be shy in coming forwards. 
It’s your church – please take responsibility for planning its future. 
Geoffrey 

Holiday Club:Better and Better 
One sign of a healthy church is our work with children. Linda 

Wiskin tells us about this year’s highly successful Holiday 

Club. 



I agreed to organise a Holiday Club this year, but I feel a real fraud  
writing a report about it, as I did little and I was only there for two  
days. However, here goes: It was the most enjoyable year so far, because everyone has had 
great satisfaction from seeing so many children keen to come on the following Sunday to 
participate in the life of the church.  When the applications were coming in, it was clear 
that we are gaining a reputation for providing valuable experiences and fun for local children 
in the summer holidays.  
The people who were involved provided commitment and talent, a sure recipe for success. It 
seems wrong to single out individuals, when everyone’s contribution was so valuable, but I 
would especially like to mention the leadership supplied by Bob and Kay, the regulars- 
Shirley, Chris, Jenny, Jan, Alison, Jean, Leslie, Janet, Jane,  Margaret and Georgina, our 
youngsters; Anna, Rachel, Deborah, James, Joel, Eloise, and Pippa who all did so much. A 
special thank you goes to Kate Walker for adding her talents to the pot this year, Pauline 
for the fantastic music input, Kathleen and Chris ( and Wendy) who led us a merry dance 
(and about time too,) Jenny Clinch,  spice mistress extraordinaire ( sorry about the increase 
in your phone bill) and Naomi, our welcome new curate, who saw what needed to be done and 
did it- as well as a timely reminder on the importance of prayer. 
Holiday Club has a life of its own and we need more people to join for next year. So please 
pray about this aspect of the ministry at St Mary’s and if you would like to be involved in 
any capacity, come to the first meeting to be announced shortly, to decide the theme for 
2007. 

 

Naomi Wormell is happy to be here   
She tells us about her first impressions 
  
My first “first impression” is that Woodford is a building site! I am the only curate in the 
diocese, possibly in the world to have moved into a curate’s house with a dry moat and a 
drawbridge! Fortunately as building work on my porch progressed, the large hole was filled 
in and the drawbridge was replaced with a concrete slope. Then the High Road was dug up, 
so that a trip to the library (almost visible from my new porch) now involves crossing the 
road three times as long as it used to be. Finally, the entrance to the church took on new 
dimensions as the lift work began This has resulted in a change to the pattern of daily 
worship, some interesting experiences entering the church for midweek evening services, 
and a cessation of usual activities on the premises. 
 
Actually, the building projects have been good things to encounter at the start of my 
curacy. Since the church is closed most of the week, I have had to go out to meet people 
and, with the building of the new porch and the High Road traffic chaos I have ready made 
topics of conversation. My second “first impression” is the friendliness. The warm welcome 
I have been given began with cards sent to me before my ordination and continued with the 
number of people who supported Richard and me at our ordination service. This was an 
incredible service, a wonderful outpouring of the Holy Spirit on a truly inspiring occasion. It 
was also incredibly hot, although it has been even hotter in St Mary’s since.  Thank you to 
those of you who have welcomed me into your homes and given me glasses of water and the 



chance to sit down as I have been patrolling the parish in the heatwave. Thank you to those 
of you who have come up and said hello in the street. Thank you to those of you who have 
patiently introduced yourselves to me several times and put up with me getting your name 
wrong: I really am trying to remember everyone. 
 
The general friendliness has been continued by those of you have fed me—so thank you to 
the catering teams at St Mary’s (and Derby Road Methodists) who have worked hard to find 
food to which I am not allergic. And thank you also to individuals who have invited me round 
for meals and even kidnapped me on a Sunday for lunch! 
 
My third “first impression” is the busyness. I thoroughly enjoyed the holiday club and was 
glad to be able to get to know the leaders and some of the children. It was great fun 
rehearsing the play for the Sunday service and learning lots of new songs, often with 
actions supplied by the children. I was amazed by the speed with which the children picked 
up songs in English and in several African languages—it bodes well for the new junior choir. I 
have also enjoyed the privilege of taking part in the monthly healing services and, of course, 
the weekday and Sunday services. 
 
In my pre-ordination magazine contribution I expressed a wish to garden and take up music 
again. The weather has not been conducive to serious gardening, but I have had some 
success with music, thanks to the choir’s “adopt a curate” scheme which is working very well, 
at least from the point of view of the curate. 
I am very happy to be here and I hope you are also happy with your new curate. 
email addresses.  

 
Aberdeen, Highland Games = USA?  
Maria Russell tells us about place names that are not all they 

seem 
If you thought this was going to be another piece about the Highlands of Scotland you’d be 
wrong, though no one could blame you for coming to that conclusion. However my first visit 
to the Games and Aberdeen, as well as my first attendance at a soccer match, all took place 
on the other side of the world, in Washington. 
 
Unsurprisingly for this technological age, it started with an email. It was from Iain, a friend 
of mine from college who is Glaswegian by birth but American by duration (having lived 
there for the past 40 years!), and to my chagrin I opened it but then promptly ignored its 
contents. I was happy: a mutual friend of ours had just been offered a job, and I thought 
Iain should be told. Trust me to ignore the most exciting email of my life! 
 
Four weeks later I found myself on a plane heading towards Seattle, still not allowing myself 
to believe that I was actually returning to the US. For the email had contained an invitation 
to go over and stay with Iain and his wife for two months in return for improving Iain’s 
Gaelic. The alternative was spending the summer in the housekeeping dept. at college. As I’m 



sure you can understand, it had been a tough decision, one about which I had thought long 
and hard for the duration of a whole millisecond! 
 
After making a fool of myself in front of my neighbour on the plane by crying through a film 
(Eight Under:very good but it needs a box of Kleenex!) I eventually landed at SeaTac 
airport. I was dog-tired, but spent the ride to the house and the remainder of the evening 
desperately trying to make a good impression on Robin - Iain’ wife - she’d only met me once 
yet was having to share her house with me for the next eight weeks and I really didn’t want 
her feeling that it was going to be an ordeal. As it was we got on like a house on fire; she 
particularly seemed to enjoy having a co-conspirator in the house and we had great fun 
making plans against Iain! 
 
The first few days passed in a bit of a blur: I was determined not to let jet-lag get the 
better of me and for the most part won hands down, and luckily Iain was happy to put the 
Gaelic on hold for the first few days. But we soon got started on it, and began with one of 
the most complex concepts in the language: the inverted nominal (DON’T ASK!). 
 
During my two months in Seattle Iain and Robin were determined that I should see as much 
of the surrounding area as was possible: they‘d compiled a list of about 100 attractions and 
added to it whilst I was there. I felt slightly guilty about this at first, since I was afraid it 
might be boring for them to go and see all the tourist attractions yet again, but it soon 
transpired that many of these places they hadn’t been to for years, and some they’d never 
seen. Realising that I am passionate about planes, the Seattle Museum of Flight was 
promptly added to the list, even though Iain described the place as “poky” and obviously 
didn’t really want to go there. However it had clearly improved since his last visit since poky 
was the last adjective one could use for it: it was brilliant! As well as being the original 
Boeing factory it boasted a range of American planes, plus Spitfire and Concorde, and the 
original Air Force One. (You can tell where my allegiance lies when I point out that I have 
copious photographs of the former but none of the latter. Oh well!) 
 
During the weeks Iain and I would divide our time between studying indoors and walking 
outdoors, along trails and in the local parks. At the weekends we, along with Robin, ventured 
further afield, across the Cascades one week, up Mount Rainier another, and west to the 
Pacific (via Aberdeen!) a third. I was also lucky enough to be taken up to Canada (which 
added another stamp in my passport), though I was fairly disappointed by Vancouver: 
although it boasts a wonderful park, and some magnificent views, the skyline is plain and 
boring, especially when compared with the marvellous one Seattle has to offer. 
 
Though I am not a big sports fan I managed to attend both a football match and a baseball 
game, both on the same day! The news that Real Madrid were coming to town added some 
bizarreness to the holiday: imagine traveling 4500 miles to see one of England’s best 
footballers for the first time! (For those of you with even less interest in the sport than I, 
David Beckham is currently kicking a ball about for the aforementioned team, though not, as 
it was announced a few days after I saw him, for England.) I’ve seen enough games on the 
television to be able to follow what was happening, and I enjoyed it immensely. My only 
regret was not wearing my England shirt which had been languishing in my wardrobe ever 



since we were knocked out of the World Cup! 
 
Before the soccer we all went to watch a Mariners’ game, courtesy of Robin’s workplace (it 
was their summer outing). Not knowing the ins and outs of the game I was prepared to get 
bored, but to my surprise I stayed awake and alert throughout. It probably helped that one 
of the best players was on the field (Ichiro - Mariners), but even without him I found it to 
be entertaining, even though it was, in my opinion, nothing but an elaborate version of 
rounders. I was careful not to say that too loudly. 
 
All too quickly the two months were over, ending on a marginally worrying note that 
terrorists had been plotting to blow up transatlantic planes the day I was due to fly back. 
However, other than being forced to wait for six hours I was unaffected by the new 
security measures and was delayed only by three hours. The flight home was (thankfully) 
uneventful and soon I was back in London…and a thunderstorm. Having seen very little rain in 
my time away I was unimpressed to be greeted in this way. It took considerable will-power 
not to jump back on the plane and head westwards once more. 
 
So that was it. My two months of teaching Gaelic on the other side of the pond over. Iain’s 
coming back to Skye in January, and is under orders to keep working at his Gaelic in the 
meantime. Since he has just sent me some work to read over he must be doing something! 
He and Robin are planning to move to Tucson, Arizona, so hopefully I’ll book a trip there in a 
few years. But in the meantime it’s back to Skye, for some more study, and who knows, I 
might meet an Australian who wants to be taught at home next summer.  
 

John Wiltshire’s autumn reading  
James Lovelock  “The revenge of Gaia”  Penguin  hardback  £16.99 - paperback 

February 2007 

Many of you gave generously to help victims of the tsunami in December 2004. James 
Lovelock would have us give up very much more of our chosen lifestyle, and certainly pay 
more heed, to arrest the catastrophic collapse of the Earth’s eco-system that we have 
ourselves caused through climate change. Thus might a hundred tsunamis, and worse, just 
about be averted during this century. Lovelock launched the Gaia hypothesis in 1979. It 
viewed the living earth as a single organism whose geology and life forms have evolved 
together, intricately inter-connected, to sustain a climate and atmosphere favourable to 
life. Initially, he was optimistic that this self-regulating system would counter the warming 
of our planet from man-made carbon dioxide. After 36 years of relentless industrial and 
temperature growth, along with global political inertia, he now thinks we may already have 
passed the tipping point. If he is right, the warming will within 50 years kill the rain forests, 
releasing yet more carbon dioxide, while the Greenland glacier will melt down and the 
tsunamis become routine.  
 
This is not ostensibly a religious book, yet how can any deep reflection on God’s creation not 
have such an edge? When the charge is that the created are knowingly responsible for 
creation’s destruction, a theological response seems mandatory: surely a profound covenant 
is being broken here? More than this, the combination of Lovelock’s trenchant, well-
communicated analysis and his severe pessimism create a daunting picture of apocalypse. 



This is far too much like reading the Book of Revelation for even a crumb of comfort. 
Despite that, we must all make some response - and make it very soon.   
John Barton   “Living belief”   Continuum      £6.99 
The attractive subtitle (“Being Christian - Being Human”) hints that the impressively titled 
“Oriel and Laing Professor of the Interpretation of Holy Scripture” at Oxford is in tune 
with ordinary Christians. Barton does not write as if a clerical map of “what we believe” can 
be exhaustive (an impression sometimes given for example by reviews, at least, in the 
Church Times):  
 
“Strangely enough, the beliefs to which the creeds bear witness are not always the beliefs 
by which Christians live from day to day”.   
In 1970s sociology of religion a favourite piece of research found there to be “no clear 
correlation” between the detailed beliefs of lay individuals and the specific formal 
doctrines of the church, denomination or sect in which they worshipped (“oh dear”…). Barton 
approaches this reality in a calmly ironic style rooted in liberal Anglican scholarship. He 
underlines the value of the individual’s personal search, rather than implying a need for 
better Christian education, but his real interest is in some key issues for human living that 
in any case lack clear doctrine. He explores four areas of free-play: the meaning of 
suffering; the question of a divine plan for our lives; the ordinary churchgoer’s role in 
ministry or mission; Christian joy and rejoicing.   
His understanding of suffering is typically suggestive. Increasingly, secular people speak as 
if they cannot believe in a God who allows suffering (or, at any rate, a lot of it), even though 
Christianity foregrounds not only our free will, but also Christ in agony. Barton explores a 
range of views of suffering (punishment for earlier sin; helping Christ with the work of 
salvation; and so on) but concludes, contrary to the differing views of many Christians, that 
it has no inherent meaning at all. Perhaps unexpectedly Barton, despite his stature as a 
scholar, does not see meaning as our first priority. More Freud than Jung, he proposes that 
the healthy person is not one who has worked out a correct interpretation of life, so much 
as one who has found a way of actual living in which that concern takes an important but 
secondary place. 
Incidentally, this is a short, small-format book written in everyday language.  I know that 
most St Mary-ites obtain every book recommended in this column. Here is one they might 
also read, and finish. 
 

Ruth Dudley Edwards “Murder in a cathedral”  Harpercollins   £8.99 
  It won’t be hard to get through this one, either. Mostly during the 1990’s, Ruth Dudley 
Edwards wrote a series of nine comic thrillers set in different sections of the British 
establishment, in so doing winning some crime writers’ awards and many happy readers. This 
one is set in the Anglican Church, bogged down then with many of the factions and 
arguments we still know, if not love. The fussy High Church canons of Westonbury Cathedral 
are appalled by their new dean, the muscular, clap-happy evangelical and Very Reverend 
Norm (not Norman) Cooper. When Norm’s muscle-flexing coincides with a murder on the 
close, the gentle but ineffective bishop sends an SOS to his friend Baroness “Jack” 
Troutbeck and her young assistant Robert Amiss, who move (with Robert’s memorable cat, 
Plutarch) into the episcopal palace. In turn they call on two police allies (this quartet moves 
through the whole series), and the stage is set. Clerical bodies pile up, irascible New Agers 



move onto the cathedral green, there is a sympathetic portrait of a woman priest (the Rev 
Bev) and plenty of our heroes enjoyable late-night, whiskey-soaked reviews of each day’s 
events. Jack Troutbeck is a great comic creation: a racier, contemporary version of 
Margaret Rutherford at her mightiest, sailing without hesitation into battle against political 
correctness and allied idiocies.  
 
The book has imperfections but is still as entertaining as a slightly more subtle Punch and 
Judy show. If you like it, move on to its successor, “Matricide at St Martha’s” (the most 
eccentric university college you’ll come across - and that’s before Jack is appointed 
Warden). I was viewed with suspicion for laughing aloud on the Chingford line.  
 

From East to West 
A Canadian odyssey is described by Jean Morgans   
Less than three weeks after arriving home from a memorable pilgrimage to Turkey, I was 
off to Canada with five friends whom I have known since school days.  We didn’t get off to a 
good start as our flight was delayed by 6½ hours. However, we arrived safely in Vancouver 
via Calgary. Taxis took us from the airport to our hotel where we were met by the tour rep 
who gave us all the local information. One good piece of advice was to purchase a three day 
ticket for the HOP O N HOP OFF bus, at a cost of $C30 (£15). This proved invaluable as we 
used it each day. We got used to hearing the welcome at each bus stop: “Welcome aboard 
the Big Bus.” In this way we were able to visit Stanley Park and the Aquarium, Granville 
Island and China Town. Here in the cultural centre we thought a wedding was taking place as 
there were masses of floral decorations lining either side of the staircase, A young Chinese 
man explained it was a calligraphy exhibition, by an 87 year old who was a master of that 
art. On one side of the hall was work done by his right hand, and the other side with his left 
hand. The Chinese garden with its pool and fish was a peaceful haven.  
 
The next part of our journey was a two day train journey on the Rocky Mountaineer. This 
was a wonderful experience with nearly 600 tourists aboard (the train holds 1000). Each 
carriage had its own attendant. Breakfast, lunch and drinks were served each day and there 
was always fruit and water available. The scenery was varied – the nearer we got to Jasper 
it became more mountainous. The railway followed the Fraser River, which at one point was 
extremely muddy, because of the silt that comes from the Rockies. The water levels of the 
river can differ by 80 feet. It was sad to think that, when the railway was built, one worker 
lost his life for every mile of track. 
 
Railways are well used in Canada and when freight is being shifted there is always over 100 
wagons. We had an overnight stop in Kamloops where we joined hundreds of other tourists 
for a dinner and entertainment. After the first track in 1812 Kamlopps became the cross 
roads for horse drawn trains and this continued throughout the gold rush in the 1850s. As 
forestry and mining followed it continued to grow. Now, because of its easy access to 
Vancouver it is fast becoming the permanent home of folk who have home-based businesses 
or who want a less expensive and less hurried way of life.  
 
We re-boarded the Rocky Mountaineer the following morning for a further 275 mile journey 



along the course of the North Thompson River, We passed through a mountain range with 11 
glacier topped peaks, each named after Canadian Prime Ministers.  
As we arrived at Jasper we were each given a DVD of the trip as a memento. 
 
Jasper, where we stayed for four nights was a delightful, peaceful place – we had the best 
weather there. Local telephone calls are free and the hotel had its own free taxi service 
into town and the local area. We visited Jasper Park Lodge where the Queen stayed on her 
visit in 2005 and where her parents had stayed in the 1930s. A boat trip on Maligne Lake 
was a highlight and we passed Rose Marie rock where the film of that name was made. We 
disembarked for a while when we were facing Spirit Island. In the 1930s a man spent three 
days there trying to snap the perfect picture. Twenty years later his wife entered it into a 
competition in New York where it won an award. The tiny island got its name because it 
captures the spirit of the area. 
 
I was intrigued at a mountain called Edith Cavell, as she had never visited Canada, but 
apparently the government and people took her to their heart because of her bravery.  They 
wanted to build a chapel in her memory but not enough funds were raised. However the 
money was used for the church tower in Jasper and a memorial service is held every year. 
 
Our last stop, Banff, is a town of 7000 inhabitants. The railway came here in 1883 and its 
chairman, attracted by the area, said “We can’t export the view but we can import the 
people.” It was planned as a resort town and the first hotel was built. Banff Springs Hotel 
was originally made of wood with 200 rooms. It is now brick built with 700 rooms and is full 
300 days in the year.  
 
While in Banff we visited Bow Falls where Lassie was filmed and the beautiful lakes of 
Louise and Morraine. We took an 8 minute gondola ride up Sulphur mountain and some of us 
managed the climb to the summit. Here, there is a weather observatory where Norman 
Sanson climbed regularly for 30 years to observe weather patterns. He would sleep there in 
all weathers including rain, storm and cold. 
All too soon the time came to journey to Calgary for the flight home. For six people it had 
been a dream realised and more happy memories to add to our collection of holidays shared 
over the last 13 years. 

Finding Our Heart’s desire 
Mark Lewis on remembering what is important  
 
It’s very human to begin looking for something and then forget what you’re looking for. 
Tennessee Williams tells a story of someone who forgot—the story of Jacob Brodzky, a shy 
Russian Jew, shoes father owned a bookstore. Brodzky’s father wanted his son to go to 
college, but Jacob desired nothing but to marry Lila, his childhood sweetheart — a French 
girl as effusive, vital and ambitious as he was contemplative and retiring. A couple of months 
after Jacob went to college his father died; the son returned home, buried his father and 
married his love. The couple moved into the apartment above the bookstore; Brodzky took 
over its management and the life of books suited him perfectly. But his wife wanted more 
adventure and she found it, she thought, when she met an agent who praised her beautiful 



singing voice and enticed her to tour Europe with a vaudeville company. 
 
Brodzky was devastated. At their parting, he reached into his pocket and handed her the 
key to the front door of the shop. “You had better keep this,” he told her, “Because you will 
want it some day. Your love is not so much less than mine that you can get away from it. You 
will come back someday And I will be waiting.” To escape the pain he felt, Brodzky withdrew 
deep into his bookstore and took to reading as someone else might have talen to drink. He 
spoke little and did little, and could most times be found at the large desk near the rear of 
the shop,immersed in his books, while he waited for his love to return. 
 
Nearly 15 years after they parted, at Christmas time, Lila did return. But when Brodzky 
rose from the reading desk that had been his place of escape for all that time he took the 
love of his life as no more than an ordinary customer. “Do you want a book?” he asked. The 
fact that he didn’t recognise her startled her. But she gained possession of herself and 
replied: “I want a book but don’t remember the name of it.” Then she told him a story of 
childhood sweethearts - a story of a newly married couple who lived above a bookstore. A 
story of a young, ambitious wife who left to seek a career who enjoyed great success but 
could never relinquish the key her husband gave her when they parted. She told him the 
story she thought would bring him to himself. But his face showed no recognition. Gradually 
she realised that he had lost touch with his heart’s desire, that he no longer knew the 
purpose of his waiting and grieving, that now all he remembered was the waiting and grieving 
itself. “You remember it, you must remember it—the story of Lila and Jacob?” After a long, 
bewildered pause, he said: “There is something familiar about the story. I think I have read 
it somewhere. It comes to me that is something by Tolstoi.” Dropping the key, Lila fled the 
shop and Brodzky returned to his desk, unaware that the love he waited for had come and 
gone.  
 
Tennessee William’s sad little story serves to remind us how easy it is to miss the things 
that really matter when they come to us. Either something distracts us or we have so 
completely lost who we are and what we care about that we cannot recognise life’s deeper 
treasures. We do not know our heart’s desire. Jacob Brodzky lost his love and in so doing he 
lost his sense of meaning and purpose. His life, like many real human lives, became filled with 
distraction, but in reality all he was doing was trying to numb himself against his inner 
emptiness and he could never get beyond it. He isolated himself and suffered an all-
consuming spiritual death.  
 
In the broader canvas of human life many people have become isolated from love and 
meaning and no longer know (in the deepest sense) their heart’s desire. It is extraordinary 
how many folk do not give the deeper meaning of their lives as much as a passing thought -  
or so it seems. Their lives are packed full of activity yet, paradoxically, they are so empty. 
Many of us look at the world as if we are actions following a script we don’t fully recognise. 
We go through the motions of playing a role we don’t really understand. Sometimes we lose 
the ability to really feel  anything. Some people are presented with opportunities to live 
purposeful lives but they fail to grasp them when they come. Others just sleepwalk through 
life, distracting themselves as they go, but really they are dead inside. Like the characters 
from Kafka’s nightmarish novels, they wander through a social landscape utterly unable to 



make any sense of the world.   
  
We seem to live in a age characterised by a crisis of meaning. People are alienated from the 
very roots and reasons for their humanity and so we have become a world of broken souls. 
And it is not only wounded souls from loveless backgrounds who lack real meaning and 
purpose. Some people have started from upbringings of warm love and security but have sold 
out to worldly distractions. They never know their heart’s real desire.  Our deepest human 
longing is of course for love.  
 
Every human being has a hunger to belong deep in their souls. That is the heart’s real desire. 
Responding to that desire gives true meaning to our lives. Even the most lost have an inner 
voice that makes them realise that, although they outwardly seem to have everything, 
something is missing. We fill our lives with consumerism, technology, the obsessive urge to 
collect, endless activity, sensation and excitement, and so on. All these things can make us 
believe we are answering the inner voice but in reality they are ploys to keep our longings at 
bay. To give life meaning we must have a purpose larger than ourselves. We all need a 
concept of God. In practical terms we long for a kind of reconciliation with the source of 
our own humanity. We long for depth and connectedness. We find real meaning when we put 
things in a wider context, relating things that once seemed separate. The lack of these 
things is at the heart of the world’s spiritual sickness. 
 
As Christians, we believe that we have a goal that is larger than ourselves. But do we really? 
We know God in Christ and from Christ we take our bearings that guide us through life. But 
because we call ourselves Christians and do the things that faith requires of us, it does not 
mean we are immune from life’s negativity and alienating forces. The story of Lila and Jacob 
Brodsky can read like a parable—the parable of the forlorn Christian. Many Christians have 
lost sight of their goals and become disconnected from the life of the spirit. For them, 
faith is unexamined, it becomes dry and flavourless and acts of worship and attendance at 
church becomes routine. Faith for some, simply grows cold and they drift away disillusioned. 
 
But all is not lost. In St Paul’s letter to the Ephesians, he tells them that God’s love has fully 
embraced us, by taking spiritually dead, misdirected lives and making us alive in Christ. In 
the Christian project, everyone and everything is to be brought together. Christianity gives 
the belonging that we long for. In Christ we are no longer strangers. Life in Christ is not 
just a reconciliation, it is a homecoming. The greatest challenge that we face is to the 
address the world’s contemporary hunger for meaning, purpose, vision and values. It is the 
challenge to put aside our games and posturings and find life anew. It is the even greater 
challenge to put people outside the church - the wounded souls - back in touch with the 
source of their humanity so they not only find true hearts desire but ensure they never lose 
it. 

 



Bishop abandoned in deepest Africa?  
Or what the Press didn’t tell you  
 
Last time, says Wendy Littlejohns, I wrote about the media controversy that we found 
ourselves involved in. Now here is the real account of our visit.  
 
We, that is 12 curates, Bishop John and Lydia Gladwin, David and myself and several others 
with particular skills and interests , arrived in Nairobi where we spent two days. The main 
reason was to visit the Kibera slum or ‘informal settlement’, of ‘Constant Gardener’ fame, 
(one of a hundred such slums) where we visited the homes of church members. Whether a 
ten by eight foot wooden shack or wattle and daub construction or a four roomed concrete 
building, there was great pride in their homes. Most had come to Nairobi to find work and 
the city would grind to a halt without the cheap labour they provide. There is no electricity 
laid on (some is taken from the railway line); we saw TVs connected to car batteries and we 
discussed their plans to follow the World Cup very closely.  
 
The Church had only recently started being involved in these areas. CMS Mission partner 
Colin Smith helped set up the Centre for Urban Mission as part of the Church Army 
ministry jointly with the Diocese of Nairobi. Until then it was the least trained clergy who 
ended up ministering there when actually you needed the most gifted and those with a 
passion for evangelism to live amongst the people. The aim is to train up leaders from within 
the settlements. Two years year ago there were no church buildings, now there are 63 and 
60,000 Christians, of whom a third are Anglicans Many children are orphans due to 
HIV/Aids and are catered for in a Nursery School. Although primary schooling is free in 
Kenya, it has to be paid for in the slums as the government doesn’t recognise their legality. 
The Church also provides literacy classes; tailoring and mechanics for those who have not 
been to secondary school, which most don’t, and micro-finance initiatives. Schools and 
dispensaries are also provided for.  
 
With three mini-buses and drivers we spent the next ten days in the Mount Kenya area, 
which after the recent good rains was looking at its best; lush and fertile slopes, rich with 
tea, coffee, mangoes, bananas, maize, paw paws and much else. Further away from the 
mountain the more arid and dry it became. 
 
The curates, divided into two groups, each spent three days in two dioceses: Kirinyaga and 
Meru, or Embu and Mbeere, visiting parishes, street children’s projects, dispensaries, 
schools (both primary and secondary) and joining in the Sunday worship of their host 
parishes. The vibrancy of the worship (often sustained for two or three hours) was a 
highlight especially when among the students in the chapel at St Andrew’s College Kabare, 
which Chelmsford helped finance. The hospitality was as usual overwhelming, and not only 
was there much food, but gifts for the honoured guests as well. One group also had a visit 
to a tea factory and macadamia factory in addition to the guide’s home, which was much 
appreciated. 
 
 



Bishop John confirmed candidates in two services, unveiled plaques to commemorate the 
completion of a hostel and a Mother’s Union kitchen and Lydia planted two trees. In the 
first confirmation service at St Thomas Cathedral Kerugoya in Kirinyaga diocese, Bishop 
Daniel invited the sponsor or godparents to take their candidate aside and pray for them 
before they were confirmed, and then accompany them to Bishop John for the confirmation. 
They were also asked rehearsed questions publicly as a group on the Ten Commandments and 
the Sacraments! At Archers Post in the far north of the diocese a small congregation in 
contrast to the several hundreds the day before (it being a Monday and a working day) the 
35 candidates were either children or Samburu women (and one or two older men) many in 
their traditional clothes. 
 
We spent forty eight hours at Samburu Game park initially to reflect on our experiences of 
the past week and relax, (the game drives were good); but it was taken up with following 
what the papers were saying about us, praying, fellowship and celebrating the Eucharist.  
 
The final few days we spent with one of the curate groups visiting Mbeere diocese where I 
am Commissary. There was disappointment as we arrived at our first appointment to find no-
one to meet us and discovered that due to the controversy surrounding our visit, our 
programme had been cancelled.  Back at the hotel we heard that negotiations were taking 
place in the Archbishop’s office in Nairobi, and we were finally given the go ahead, to 
resume our programme but on a reduced level. It was wonderful to find that the vicar  of 
the Church of the Good Shepherd, Muchunguri (our link parish), Revd Jenard Nthiga had 
waited for us. There was a choir practice taking place using a car battery to power the key 
board and the new church building is nearly completed and hopefully will be ready for the 
consecration service on Sunday 29th October at which St Mary’s will be represented.  
 
 We also visited the Orphanage at Makutano that we have supported, and were pleased to 
find that at least temporarily the boys were being fed three meals a day not once a week as 
previously. They were much more responsive than  last year, and sang for us and interacted 
with the curates.   
  
We have much to give thanks for, wonderful weather and scenery, safe travel; good health, 
great hospitality and professionalism of the people. Their spontaneous worship and faith 
that the Lord will provide for their needs was stimulating and refreshing. Bwana Asifiwe, 
Praise the Lord. Amen.  

 

Soft Power Education in Uganda 

Matthew Lewis gives us another perspective on Africa 
  “The moving force in history was in the past: “hard power”- in the forms of military might, 
political authority and wealth. What we have seen in recent years however is a decrease in 
the relative importance of this factor and in its stead a remarkable increase in the 
importance of “soft power” factors such as knowledge and information, culture and 
systems.” 
This quotation by Buddhist philosopher, Daisaku Ikeda took on real meaning for me when I 



worked with a dozen other Leeds University students on a four week project in July, as 
builders for the charity “Soft Power Education.” in Uganda. Most of the time I worked 
alongside local Ugandan builders on the Omugezi (“wisdom”) Cultural Centre as it neared 
completion.  
A subsidised Health Clinic, pottery and printing works are already up and running and have 
transformed the quality of life for the local community.  
 
My days were spent building the education centre, which will offer facilities for day trips 
for school children from the surrounding area. It will also provide adult education courses in 
literacy, health education and computers in the evening. I did a variety of physical work; 
mixing cement, moving materials, landscaping, laying bricks, sawing, sanding and plastering. I 
was keen to learn these skills quickly and in my first week I had helped build a sink, which I 
was very proud of. After a hard day’s work in the heat and red dust we would cool off by 
jumping in the River Nile, five minutes down the road. 
 
I was also able to put my Graphic Design skills to good use by introducing the printers to 
the process of screen –printing for t-shirts. Previously they had produced and sold woodcut 
prints to tourists and they felt they wanted to expand their business. So I went to Kampala, 
Uganda’s capital, to buy the necessary equipment and spent a day teaching them to make 
stencils and use screens for printing their designs. I was amazed at how quickly they 
mastered the technique and I’m sure they will make good money from producing very 
attractive t-shirts.  
 
I was fortunate to have the opportunity to visit other ventures established and funded by 
Soft Power. I had a memorable morning at one of the pre-schools for Orphans when we met 
the pupils, played with them and entertained them. We also visited one of the many primary 
schools that the charity was renovating. I, along with two friends, was invited into a class of 
100 children to teach a lesson about English culture which was quite an experience! 
 
During the time that I was working in Uganda I was able to observe the people, country and 
culture and develop my own thoughts about it. Churchill once famously described Uganda as 
“the pearl of Africa”, and as soon as I arrived I was struck by the beauty of the lush green 
vegetation, the red soil and mighty River Nile which brought essential water for growing 
crops. I was also most impressed by the warm welcome and great generosity of all Ugandans 
that I met. 
 
While the purpose of my trip was primarily to give my time and efforts to help Uganda, I am 
very aware that I learnt a huge amount from my experiences there. Firstly the practical 
building skills will be useful for the rest of my life. Secondly working at the project allowed 
me to improve my teamwork and communication skills especially when working with the local 
builders. Finally and perhaps most importantly I learnt about the harsh reality of extreme 
poverty and disease in rural Uganda; the lack of jobs and struggle to provide for one’s 
family. However, I felt that there was hope and optimism in the community through the 
positive impact of Soft Power’s work and the effect that the project will have on the next 
generation of Ugandans.  
 



I would like to thank everyone who sponsored me. I was so fortunate to live and work in a  
way of life so vastly different from home and made lots of new friends. I hope to return 
one day to see how the place has changed.  

 

Tales My Father told me 
Part two of stories from John Goldsmith about growing up in the East 

end; this time about coping with political and social unrest and coming 
from a long line of lawbreakers. 
 
 During the general strike there was no work for the men but the horses had to be fed. 
After a few days the supply of chaff and oats was running low so Granddad fixed up with 
the farmer from Waltham Abbey to supply him with three loads of root vegetables,  mangle 
wurzels, beet, turnips etc, He could not let the horses starve. Due to the risk of being 
blacked for strike breaking, the feed was delivered during the evening and the gates were 
open for a short while as the load was put into the yard ready for the long strike. Some 
passers by must have seen the load as it was tipped and in the fading light assumed that we 
had taken a load of potatoes for our own consumption. Food generally was becoming short 
and many people were very hungry indeed. 
 
The story spread : ‘Goldsmiths have taken a load of potatoes in.’  The result was a near riot 
with scores of angry people banging on the gates. Dad was deputed to go out to talk to the 
people. He saw one of the men whom he knew and said that he alone could come in and 
inspect the load. Fortunately this worked and the truth was told to the crowd who went 
away with no harm done. It could have been nasty however, and trouble was averted only by 
Dad’s common sense. 
 
 One of Dad’s childhood friends was Bill Lansbury, the son of the great East End patriarch 
George Lansbury. The Lansburys were veneer merchants and used Goldsmiths for transport 
services.  George, Grandad and many local businesses supported the suffragette movement 
and the Pankhursts used Bow as a base for their activities. A chapel in Norman Grove was 
used as a toy factory to provide employment for widows and other women who could not 
survive without an income. A house in Ford Road which backed onto Lansbury’s works in St 
Stephen’s Road was the suffragette HQ. 
 
This was the story told to me. The police had decided they wanted to arrest Sylvia 
Pankhurst on trumped up charges and suspected she was holing up in the Ford Road HQ. 
They put a cordon at each end of the street to intercept her when she appeared. George 
Lansbury contacted Dad with a request for a cart to shift some ‘firewood’ out to Woodford 
as a favour to one of his friends.  The cart duly arrived with Tom Bond, one of the old 
retainers, in the driving seat.  
 
The cart’s load consisted of sacks of hardwood cut offs which were ideal for starting the 
fires in the coal grates that were the only form of heating in those days.  The men carefully 



stacked the sacks but left a space big enough for a human to occupy under the pile with a 
convenient way in which was finally sealed of with two more sacks when the main cargo was 
stowed. This was of course Sylvia Pankhurst who had entered the works over the back fence 
and was safely dropped off once the cart had reached the Rising Sun pub on the Woodford 
Road.  


