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DISRUPTION AND NEW LIFE 
 
When I was training for ordination, we were once given a small group exercise to 
discuss Jesus’ first encounter with Simon Peter and the miraculous catch of fish 
(Luke 5).   

The story goes something like this:  
Jesus was walking beside the lake of Gennesaret, and a crowd of people had 
gathered to hear him speak.  He saw two fishing boats shored at the edge of the 
lake; the fishermen were beside them washing their nets.  Jesus climbed into one 
of the boats (the one owned by Simon Peter) and asked him to row out a little way 
so that he could teach the crowd.  When he had finished teaching, he told Simon to 
row out to the deeper waters and cast his nets.  Simon wasn’t impressed – they’d 
been out on the lake all night and hadn’t caught a thing − but since if this wandering 
rabbi said so they would (I always hear a touch of sarcasm here).  They cast out 
and caught so many fish that the nets began to break – enough that they needed to 
call out the second boat to help.  Even then, both boats were so full of fish that they 
began to sink!  Simon Peter was amazed and fell at Jesus’ feet.  Then Jesus called 
to him and to James and John (sons of Zebedee) and said, ‘Come with me, and I 
will make you fishers of men.’  And they left everything and followed him.   

Now, when my friends and I were discussing this story, we came to this conclusion: 
Jesus doesn’t understand economics.  Surely, by massively oversupplying in 
comparison to demand the little fishing economy of this town would have crashed – 
and on top of that the owners of this fishing business upped and left to follow a Rabbi 
they’ve just met, leaving their venture in chaos.   

This encounter with Jesus, then, was calamitous – it was the destruction of 
everything that Peter and James and John knew − and the foundation for something 
new, something better.   

We see this pattern again and again in stories of people encountering Jesus – the 
old ways disrupted and cast aside, and new seeds sown.   

This is not a comfortable process – and it seemed to my small study group that what 
this story was demonstrating was that encountering Jesus is both the worst and the 
best thing that can happen to you: Jesus will ruin your life… for the better.   

I wonder if what we’re currently experiencing has a little of this Disruptive Jesus at 
work.  It definitely feels like Church is being redefined around us.   

The last time I experienced such disruption was about 18 months ago, when my 
chronic condition flared up to a life-altering extent.   
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The flare-up was a horrible experience (quite literally some of the worst pain I have 
ever been in), but it was what came after that was the most distressing.  As I 
recovered enough to return to work, I had to grapple with the distressing realisation 
that I couldn’t just return to the way things had been.  My body had put its 
(metaphorical) foot down, and I could never return to my previous ‘normal’.  The 
following year has been hard – a balance of recovery with the discovery of new 
limitations, mourning the loss of things that I had to stop, yet also celebrating in new 
ways of being.   

I sit now on the other side: confident that my life was ruined, but for the better.  I 
wonder where we will sit on the other side of this pandemic…   

What things will we have had to let go?  What new ways of being will we be 
celebrating?  Will we be more attentive to our boundaries, capacities, and needs?  I 
hope that we never return to ‘normal’, because there is so much potential in what 
we could become.   

I hope that our church will have been ruined for the better – that we will have taken 
stock, rethought, and embraced this potential for change and recreation with the 
passion, vibrancy and creativity which so defines our community at St. Mark’s.  We 
are already discovering new ways of being church and community, and it would be 
a shame to lose them.   

It will be a difficult process but, like those first disciples who left all they knew to 
follow Jesus, I don’t think we’ll regret it.   

Cate Thomson 
 

Image by Riddhiman Bhowmik on Unsplash.com 
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POEM FOR THE LOCKDOWN 
 
This poem was written by Jacinda Ardern, the Prime Minister of New 
Zealand.  Jane Keeling and Eve Saunders suggested we should publish it in 
the Messenger.  Eve writes: ‘it is so full of wisdom and gentleness, so full of 
recognition of the vital importance of humanity connecting to the earth and 
being still and listening to the present moment in hope for the future.’ − Editor  

Rest now, e Papatūānuku 
Breathe easy and settle 
Right here where you are 
We’ll not move upon you 
For awhile 
We’ll stop, we’ll cease 
We’ll slow down and stay home 
Draw each other close and be kind 
Kinder than we’ve ever been. 
I wish we could say we were doing it for you 
as much as ourselves 
But hei aha 
We’re doing it anyway 
It’s right. It’s time. 
Time to return 
Time to remember 
Time to listen and forgive 
Time to withhold judgment 
Time to cry 
Time to think 
About others 
Remove our shoes 
Press hands to soil 
Sift grains between fingers 
🍃 Gentle palms 
Time to plant 
Time to wait 
Time to notice 
To whom we belong 
For now it’s just you 
And the wind 
And the forests and the oceans and the sky full of rain 
Finally, it’s raining! 
Ka turuturu te wai kamo o Rangi ki runga i a koe 
Embrace it 
This sacrifice of solitude we have carved out for you 
He iti noaiho - a small offering 
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People always said it wasn’t possible 
To ground flights and stay home and stop our habits of consumption 
But it was 
It always was. 
We were just afraid of how much it was going to hurt 
- and it IS hurting and it will hurt and continue to hurt 
But not as much as you have been hurt. 
So be still now 
Wrap your hills around our absence 
Loosen the concrete belt cinched tight at your waist 
Rest. 
Breathe. 
Recover. 
Heal - 
And we will do the same. 
—————🍃❤ 

The author adds: thank you for the amazing response to this poem!  I never 
expected it to travel so far and wide.  Many people have asked who the author is so 
I wanted to clarify that I wrote this poem on the train home after the announcement 
of total lockdown was made here in Aotearoa, New Zealand.  I felt like I could hear 
Papatūānuku exhaling in relief as we all began our journeys home.  In truth, one 
month of lockdown is not enough.  Even six months would not be enough!  We 
need a total and sustained change of habit, globally and within our own 
communities.  I hope so much we take our time to reflect on the fact that if we can 
do it to save ourselves for a month, we ought to be able to make similar habit 
changes for Mother Earth for the long term.  The most telling thing for me was how 
empty our veggie plant aisles were after lockdown was announced − in a crisis, we 
will turn back to our mother to provide (and of course she will!).   
Lots of people have asked for translations... 
Papatūānuku - Mother Earth (the addition of the ‘e’ in front signals the words are 
addressed or spoken directly to her.) 
Ka turuturu te wai kamo o Rangi ki runga i a koe − means something like, ‘tears 
from the eyes of Ranginui drip down on you’ (Ranginui is our sky father, it is 
common to refer to rain as the tears of Rangi for his beloved, from whom he was 
separated at the beginning of time in order that there could be light in the world). 
Not long after the announcement we were moving to level 3, it poured with rain in 
Porirua after many months of hot and dry weather. I could feel my garden rejoicing. 
Hei aha - This can be translated in many ways, but I meant it like the English ‘oh 
well, whatever’. 
He iti noaiho − ‘something small’.  Because our sacrifice feels enormous but in 
reality I think it is not sufficient to truly see Papatūānuku recover.  However, in 
Māori, we often talk about the significance of small actions or gestures.  We say 
‘ahakoa he iti, he pounamu.’  Although it is small, it is a treasure. 

Thank you so much for the support. 🙌🍃 
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And again I say S’alaam alaikum from Jordan! 
 
Me and Fiona are still here − I hesitate to say ‘stuck’, but actually there’s no 
going anywhere just for the time being.   

You may recall we are here because it is part of Fiona’s Arabic degree.  We 
ended up needing to come back for more after this leg should have ended 
because Fiona was quite ill for most of the year and so she hadn’t been able 
to do enough − either to satisfy her tutors or, indeed, herself(!)  Meantime I 
was able to carry on volunteering on the date farm in the Jordan Valley.   

We were getting to the point where we could think about returning to the UK, 
and naughty Covid-19 struck!  The Jordanian Government acted very quickly, 
imposing an extensive curfew and announcing the imminent closure of the 
country’s borders.  There’s been some tweaking of the restrictions since then, 
but overall they’ve been enforced quite strictly (every day it’s another hundred 
or more people arrested for violations...!) and the very low infection rate, along 
with deaths not yet in double figures, would appear to be testimony to the 
effectiveness of the actions taken.   

One significant consequence of all this 
is that I haven’t been able to get to the 
farm for a good couple of months, now.  
But that’s OK – it’s not so bad having to 
stay with me wife(!)  Another major one 
is the reduction in traffic on the roads.  
Here you go, have a ‘Before and After’ 
shot of the Self-Same Street:  

So like many people across the world, 
YouTube and Zoom are getting a 
hammering, there’s regular 
emails/Skypings with friends and 
family, and I’m pleased I’ve got my 
mouth organ with me.  (Whether the 
neighbours are pleased, though, I don’t 
know...)  It’s unsettling not to be there 
with you while all this is going on, 
though.  I just have to trust other 
people are keeping an eye out for 
people who might be falling through the 
cracks, which I am sure is good for 
me(!)   
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Fiona with our kitty-collection 

 

We wouldn’t be surprised if restrictions are lifted here relatively soon.  But a 
combination of our insane domestic situation regarding 5 cats, which would 
require more words to explain than our esteemed editor can let me have(!), 
along with a really quite worrying situation in the UK, means we’ll probably sit 
tight for some little while yet − not so much out of the frying pan into the fire as 
out of what-is-now-a-relatively-safe-and-comfortable-kitchen-cupboard into the 
fire... 

 

An added factor right 
now is that it’s 
Rhamadan.  You may 
or may not remember 
last year how I got 
fasting in Rhamadan in 
a bid to show solidarity 
with most of the rest of 
the population, and 
how I found it quite 
tough, but being among 
others doing the same 
thing helped me get 
through.  You’d have 
thought, then, that 
having done it once, 
this time would be 
slightly less demanding.   

Oh no.   

Maybe it’s because I’m confined to the flat with just Fiona.  Or maybe because 
I wasn’t expecting to be here and doing it.  Whatever the reason, I’m finding it 
much harder this year, and I’m sorry to say I’ve lapsed a couple of times.  But 
all that notwithstanding, I’m sticking with it.  (‘Only’ two and a half weeks to 
go...!)   

So, I think that’s your lot for now.   

Much love to you all.   

And if you want more detail about what I’ve been up to, there’s a ton(ne) of 
words and pictures at https://ggriefy.wordpress.com .   

Gary Grief 

https://ggriefy.wordpress.com/
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LETTER FROM DUBLIN 
 

Lucky enough to be member of St Mark’s Choir and community for just over a 
year whilst studying at Sheffield University, but not lucky enough to find a job 
in Sheffield or UK following graduation, I left in March for Dublin.  But CV-19 
has reunited me with St Mark’s via Zoom as we wait it out together.   

Two of the four towers of Mountjoy Prison, 
Dublin.  Shades of Tolkien minus fire and 
smoke is the view from my room in Dublin.   

I found a history lecture about Mountjoy at 
the link below: 
https://www.irishtimes.com/culture/heritage

/the-chilling-legacy-of-50-years-of-hangings-at-mountjoy-prison-1.1919635 

Between 1999 and 2018 I lived and worked in the West of Ireland.  A wish to 
study brought me to UoS.  I made the journey back on March 4th from 
Sheffield with overnight stop in Holyhead and early ferry to Dublin, to work for 
the Daughters of Charity, Intellectual Disability Service.  As the ferry sailed out 
into the Irish Sea, I felt the usual two-way pull which as a dual national I 
always feel.   

However, I anticipated the Covid-19 global wave would swamp anyone 
wishing to travel, and not going when I did would have led to no job.  Not yet a 
pandemic, life has become both complicated and simpler for us all.  I had the 
bank, accommodation and the Revenue to sort asap as the world reeled. I 
couldn’t even find my bank.  Empty streets, cold wind blowing, I found a 
branch in O’Connell St., staff helpful and kind, bent the rules for me to take out 
emergency cash after hours to pay a deposit  I had to wait for a new card, 
having reported the old one as missing (weeks later found in a safe place!).   

I started in post on 9th March; schools and facilities with children were closed 
from the 13th.  The Airbnb family where I was staying became increasingly 
twitchy about my presence, as the reality of the situation dawned on them.  
Frantically Googling (accommodation is expensive), I found a renovated 
Georgian house to share in the city centre.   

Lockdown in Dublin has led me to discover various walks via a little lane by 
Mountjoy Prison.  The immediate area around Mountjoy is very tranquil with a 
little green to one side of the towering prison walls.  I discovered Mountjoy was 

https://www.irishtimes.com/culture/heritage/the-chilling-legacy-of-50-years-of-hangings-at-mountjoy-prison-1.1919635
https://www.irishtimes.com/culture/heritage/the-chilling-legacy-of-50-years-of-hangings-at-mountjoy-prison-1.1919635
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built in 1850 and a giant wheel installed.  Prisoners walked inside the wheel 
powering it with their feet.  The Victorians believed as prisoners trudged, they 
would ponder on their sins and find enlightenment.  Hmm… As I walk 
memories of loved ones, dogs, gardens and music flood my brain − and what 
to eat for dinner.   

‘and the auld triangle it goes 
jingle jangle all along the banks 
of the Royal Canal’ − the words on 
the green doors of the photo (right) 
and a song used in Behan’s play 
The Quare Fellow and made 
famous by Ronnie Drew and Luke 
Kelly of the Dubliners*.   

I avoid the narrow tow-path of the 
Royal Canal.  Walks were 
becoming like a game of 
hopscotch.  

From here I can walk to the gates of the National Botanic Gardens or The 
Garden of Remembrance.   

Every day I thank God for good health, for just being alive and to unexpectedly 
have now both time and money.   

Lockdown tightens.  We can walk no further than 2km from home.  Easter 
Sunday cold and showery, and a first, no church in which to celebrate the 
Risen Christ, but the sun comes out as I walk towards O’ Connell St and the 
Embankment.  I am met with a wall of serious Gardai by the Post Office but 
they salute and I walk to the jetty to contemplate the river.  The line ‘and only 
our rivers run free’ comes into my head. 

I look towards the sea and can just make out the Jeannie Johnson famine ship 
moored further along.  A large gull perched on a post gives me a beaky stare.  
I think of Sheffield; St Mark’s and friends; the great people I worked with as a 
casual.  Their warmth, humour during shared graft.  How will they manage 
without work?  My daughter.  It will be OK, I think.  God willing.   

Anne Lawton  

*See https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Zi6Pz8iLcoU . 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Zi6Pz8iLcoU
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NELLIE’S 103RD BIRTHDAY 
 
In this article, our former Vicar, Adrian Alker, celebrates his mother’s 103rd 
birthday, recalls the initiatives which St Mark’s has taken to support elderly 
people and raises concerns about Government policy towards social care for 
the elderly. − Editor  
 
My mother, Nellie Alker, celebrated her 103rd 
birthday on 26 April and she is grateful to 
many friends at St Mark’s who sent her good 
wishes.  Just before Christmas, mum moved 
into a care home, having lived independently 
until she was 96 and then for over six years 
with Christine and myself.   

Care homes, are, of course, in the news as I 
write this piece for the Messenger.  At the 
height of the coronavirus pandemic, 
thousands of older people in care homes in 
the UK are dying prematurely and families 
like mine are desperately anxious, hoping 
that the virus does not enter the home, with 
devastating effect.   

Nellie has seen much in her long life – born in the First World War, growing up 
in the deprivation of the 1930’s, marrying my father on the eve of the Second 
World War and as a young bride, waving him off just a few weeks after their 
wedding for his service in the army.  She has been very fortunate to have kept 
her memory, fortunate to have had a healthy life, fortunate to be able to play 
with her great grandchildren.  But the present pandemic has caused me to 
reflect upon the lives of our older citizens, so many of whom are less fortunate 
than Nellie.   

One of the initiatives which we took at St Marks alongside our sister churches 
in CTBB was the appointment, back in the early 1990’s, of a Worker with 
Older People.  Supported financially by the city council, this was a pioneering 
piece of work by churches in the city and proved to be such a blessing to older 
people and their families.  A succession of workers visited and supported older 
people in their homes or in care settings and could also advise families on a 
suitable care home for their loved one.  I now know from personal experience 
how important it was to try, with mum, to choose a home which felt right.  
Churches like St Mark’s, which have eucharistic ministers taking communion 
into the homes, where students carol sing and schoolchildren visit, show the 

 
Nellie at her 100th Birthday in 2017 

with Adrian, Christine and John 
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love and compassion of Christ to those who should be held in highest honour 
as our senior citizens.   

In a post-coronavirus 
world, our government and 
previous administrations 
must be held to account 
for the failings in its 
policies towards 
residential care and the 
complete fragmentation of 
the care sector and its 
non-integration with the 
NHS.  Surely it is a mark 
of a civilised society that 
older people are valued 
and cherished.  A sector 
which is underfunded and 
where incredibly hard-
working staff are paid at 
best a minimum wage, 
speaks volumes of the 
priorities of central 
government.  It has taken 
a devastating disease to 
remind us all of the 
enormous debt of 
gratitude to those in the 
front line of care.   

Mum lives in Grange Crescent Home in Sharrow, a Sheffcare home.  We 
cannot praise enough the dedication of the staff and all the work they do to 
make life full and enjoyable for the residents.  Sheffcare is a registered charity, 
operating in Sheffield and serving the needs of over 1000 older people.  The 
company began operating as a not for profit company in 1994, when a number 
of care homes were transferred out of local authority ownership into the 
ownership of the company.  A salutary reminder of the merits of charitable 
organisations, not seeking to make private profit.   

So, like mum in the photo, let’s raise our glasses to all care workers now, at 
this really difficult time and in the future.   

Adrian Alker  
 

 
Nellie at her 103rd birthday celebration in April 
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A SHEFFIELD GARDEN 

 
When I was moving to Sheffield in 2015 I had planned to get a flat, but my 
daughter-in-law, who was viewing properties with me, said she had found a little 
house that would suit me as it was ‘shuffling distance from the shops and had a bit 
of a garden.   

And of course she was right. 

The house needed a great deal of renovation, but the builder was good and 
decisions about space and colour were easily made.  The ‘bit of a garden’ was 
more of a problem.  Two sets of steps led down to a sad rectangle of grass, 
surrounded by pebbly paths laid on black plastic.  Around the edge were unhappy 
beds of old shrubs with rampant bindweed and mare's tail.  The fences and next-
door's garage wall were shabby and ugly.   

Before I could make any decisions about the space I had it cleared of plants and 
rubbish and got it covered in a 4 inch layer of compost.  A young man looking for 
work in the garden called so I asked for his advice.  He told me that I needed a 
rectangular lawn, surrounded by a pebble path laid on black plastic, with borders 
of shrubs.  An image of grandmothers and eggs came to mind.   

Eventually I marked out a meandering path and painted the fences and garage 
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wall with two shades of green, and I got the builder to put a large mirror on the 
fence which gave the illusion of a doorway into another space.   

According to Monty Don, the gardener's Guru, I needed to make a plan.   

So I went to Harrogate Flower Show to look at the small gardens and came away 
with wonderful and exciting ideas of themed spaces.  But in the end the garden 
evolved of its own accord.  I went on a shopping spree with the token given to me 
by the Bognor Church choir, coming back with two mountain ash trees and a large 
Amelanchia bush, and to my surprise and delight I was soon receiving gifts of 
plants from my new Sheffield friends.  I had brought some plants and pots with me, 
gifts and memories from Bognor, and when my daughter came I bought plants 
from the many gardens we visited together.  It was impossible to stick to a Grand 
Plan.   

Over the last four years the garden has matured and settled in.  Ambitious ideas 
of having fruit bushes and vegetable beds came to nothing but I get pleasure in 
placing flowers and shrubs to make a journey around the space.  I aim to compose 
a picture so that the eye is directed into the garden and I can ignore the 
surrounding houses.   

Now in lockdown, I spend a lot of time 
outdoors.  There is always something 
to do, weeding, cutting back unwanted 
growth, watering pots, planting seeds, 
or sitting making plans for the next 
season.  There is no sense of urgency, 
no fixed time-table of activities, no need 
to ‘get things done.’  So I can sit, 
timelessly, and relish the growth and 
colour and varying form of my plants 
with an ever-increasing sense of 
wonder.  I exist, time hanging from 
second to second, absorbing the sounds of bumble bees and the warmth of the 
sun, and watching a blackbird coming down to drink out of my small water features.   

And it is a safe place for friends to sit and share companionship.  The garden is a 
place full of memories and thoughts of friends, past and present.  It is a space 
away from the house where time moves slowly and smoothly.  Tensionless.   

It is very far from the half-acre of RHS standard of garden that I sometimes dream 
of, but even this small back yard helps to make possible life in these surreal times.   

Mabel Padfield 
Photos by Mary Jane Ryder 
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CHOIR AND CORONAVIRUS 

 
I have been asked to report on how Covid-19 and the lockdown has impacted on 
the music-making at St Mark’s, particularly in regard to the choir, when so quickly 
did events unfold that there was no time for pre-planning how it could continue to 
function.  Mercifully there are some (mostly younger!) technically minded choir 
members able, not only to sing, but also to explore the latest digital ways of 
producing choral music without any physical contact between the singers.   

It is not straightforward however, and has taken much time and effort from David 
W (not to be confused with the three other Davids – P, R and S!) and Mike Willis, 
to find ways of enabling the congregation to hear ‘home-made’ renditions of 
hymns, Taizé chants and anthems, some of which include instrumental 
accompaniment.  So how is this achieved?  As always the choir gathers on 
Thursdays at 6.30 pm, but now, courtesy of Zoom, we meet each other from the 
comfort of our homes, which is interesting in itself!  We usually begin with some 
entertaining chat and banter, which has become more natural as the weeks go by, 
strengthening the bonds between us and enabling us all to see each others’ 
faces – not possible in the choir stalls!   
 
Early attempts to sing together via Zoom were doomed to failure because of the 
different time lags, so each week David W gives us an update on feedback from 
the clergy and congregation about the music in previous services.  What is quite 
clear is that singing produced by our own choir and instrumentalists feels more 
authentic than anything pre-recorded from elsewhere, even the most perfect 
cathedral choir.  David gives us information about the following week’s anthem 
etc.  He sends us the music for the following Sunday and prepares a keyboard 
accompaniment to each piece, with which each of us has to keep strict time as 

The choir on its visit to All Saints’, Gainsborough, in August 2019 
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we attempt to record our own parts at home.  This is not easy, is time-consuming 
and often very frustrating, but Mike Willis is working wonders with mixing the 
various recorded vocal offerings into the versions that we hear each Sunday 
morning; certainly not perfect, but offered with love and gratitude for the 
appreciation we have received from clergy and congregation.   

While nothing can ever replace the joy and delight of meeting physically and 
rehearsing together, the digital age has offered us a chance to continue as best 
we can.  We offer David W our gratitude for his patience, gentle awareness and 
wide ranging musical and digital expertise, in the words of this ‘hymn’ of 
appreciation to be sung (don’t know where, don’t know when!) to the tune of 
‘John Brown’s Body’: 

     1.    St Mark’s choir are a loyal lot 
They know the weekly drill, 
On Thursday evenings they turn up 
Their duty to fulfil, 
And David somehow manages 
The right notes to instil 
Thus for years the choir’s gone singing on! 
Chorus Thanks to David our conductor 

He’s an excellent instructor 
He’s the very best inductor 
Of a vir-tu-al St Mark’s church choir. 

     2.    When came the Covid lockdown 
And the switch to Mr Zoom 
Familiar ways were swept aside 
With vir-tu-al new broom. 
The learning curve’s been steep for all 
But fear not doom or gloom 
For the choir will still go singing on! 
Chorus 

     3.    Now in our separate homes we try 
Each one our part to sing, 
Record, then sent it digit’ly 
To David, and he’ll bring 
Our efforts on a Sunday morn - 
You’ll hear our anthems ring 
’Cos the choir will still go singing on! 
Chorus 

Eve Saunders 
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REFLECTIONS ON THE DIOCESAN STRATEGY FOR 2025 
 
A few weeks ago I 
preached on Acts 2:42-47, 
drawing a parallel between 
the actions of the early 
church and the adaptive 
ways St. Mark’s is 
continuing to practice the 
model of community 
outlined in that passage, whilst in the middle of a pandemic.  

I referred to the Diocese of Sheffield’s strategy for 2025.  Some may have 
been surprised at my reference to a diocesan initiative, as it is not often – if I 
may be bold enough to offer a perception – that diocesan initiatives fire our 
collective enthusiasm.  Whilst we have a respectful working relationship with 
the diocese, honouring with integrity its authority, our church tradition 
sometimes means that we might appear lukewarm in commitment to 
apparently evangelical activities.  Indeed I found some aspects of the strategy 
hard to throw my weight behind.  However, as with the curate’s egg, some 
aspects of the strategy are good.   

Many of us will appreciate that the diocese’s plans for restructuring, are largely 
driven by financial constraints, but all of that planning is underpinned by a 
broader vision for the diocese which is expressed in three core words: 
‘Renewed, Released, Rejuvenated’.  The full detail of this strategy is available 
on the diocesan website, but in brief the vision is as follows:  

Renewed – to encourage greater reliance on the Spirit of God; to encourage 
us to engage in more prayer – including saying the Lord’s Prayer daily, 
reading a verse of scripture each day, saying the vision prayer daily at 
2025hrs, and praying for 2.5% of the diocese to become part of the church.   

Released – liberating churches from constraints (including structures) and 
liberating the untapped potential of individuals; an aim to increase Common 
Fund contributions by £0.8m by 2025; encouraging clergy to consider rhythms 
of rest.   

Rejuvenated – creating 12 ‘resource churches’ that will found new 
congregations; creating 25 new congregations in each Archdeaconry by 2025; 
creating 25 new congregations in C of E schools; creating 10 new BAME or 
disabled ordinands by 20.25; aiming for 10% of ordained/lay ministers to be 
under the age of 40 at 2025.   
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Having worked in marketing, and found it wasn’t for me, I am wary of 
corporate-speak and target-setting, and I have needed to be honest in not 
allowing such bias to prevent me from learning something useful.  Therefore, I 
have looked openly at the three strands and see some encouragement.   

The renewed section does excite me, though I have not been setting an alarm 
to pray at 20.25 each day as I don’t pray that way.  However, an 
encouragement for us all to seek God through prayer, to read God’s word, to 
engage in discussions about faith, is – to me – our bread and butter.   

And, with reservations about 
how it will happen in practice 
– particularly in the light of 
ongoing financial discussions 
− the idea of individuals’ 
potential being released is 
encouraging.  It was only the 
actions of Sue Hammersley 
and Ian Wallis setting up a 
‘What Next’ seminar 6½ 
years ago that sowed a seed 
which led to my studying as 
a Reader.  In the next few 
years, with the restructuring 
that will almost inevitably 

take place within the diocese, it will need people’s potential as ministers – in 
whatever format – to be realised.   

I must admit that the rejuvenated section does make me wary.  It does open 
the way for church planting or grafting to which I have an aversion.  There are 
friends in churches in our deanery who have felt justified frustration owing to 
this practice.  It also opens the door to positive discrimination in order to 
increase the proportion of under-represented groups.  Whilst this comes from 
a good place, there are a couple of sticking points which must be robustly 
addressed – namely (from a liberal perspective) the potential reduction in the 
chances of an individual from the majority group, and secondly the possible 
creation of an initial and unfair perception that a person successfully securing 
a position has achieved it on something other than ability. 

So there are aspects in the strategy to challenge my thinking, and some to 
really get me encouraged.  It would be interesting to learn how and if others 
are engaging with the strategy.  

Jonathan Williamson  

Bishop: ‘I’m afraid you’ve got a bad egg, Mr Jones.’   
Timid Curate: ‘Oh no, my Lord, I assure you!  Parts 
of it are excellent.’   
 



 

THE CHURCH OF THE HOLY SEPULCHRE, NORTHAMPTON 

 
This article was inspired by two photographs of stained-glass windows in a church in 
Northampton from Michael Miller, a loyal supporter of the Messenger, for use in the 
magazine.  One entitled ‘Christians fighting with Saracens’ caught my interest. The 
article was edited by David Price.   

The Church of the Holy Sepulchre, which Michael and Pauline visited on a ‘Heritage 
Open Day’ in Northampton, was first built about 1100 AD, following the First Crusade, 
− one of a series of wars that occurred at a time when Jerusalem, was (as now) a 
place of pilgrimage for Christians, Jews and Muslims.   

In researching this somewhat contentious subject, I could not help feeling that to fully 
understand the Crusades you need to be aware of just what the situation was like at 
that time in history, which in the 21st century is not that easy.  Generally, the term 
Saracen was thought of at the time of the Crusades as people of Middle Eastern 
descent.  In 1095 Pope Urban II, head of the Roman Catholic Church, embarked on 
the highly controversial policy of stating that God wanted European knights to wage 

Windows at the Church of the Holy Sepulchre in Northampton.  Photo by Michael Miller. 
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what turned into a fierce and bloody war against Islam to recapture Jerusalem.  This 
was in response to Muslim Seljuk Turks having been reported as responsible for 
vicious attacks on Christian pilgrims.  Once the Crusaders had reached Jerusalem, 
they captured the city within seven weeks but at the cost of massacring a high 
proportion of the Jewish and Muslim population.   

The Christian knights were sent by the Pope to try and regain the Holy Land from 
Muslim control.  There were in fact nine major crusades between 1095 and 1291 but 
for the purpose of this article I shall focus on the first Crusade and the Knights 
Templars and return to the other Crusades later.  The first crusade lasted three years, 
and it involved four armies from various European countries.   

The Knights Templar were founded after the First Crusade in 1119 as a Catholic 
order who would protect pilgrims on their way to Jerusalem.  They were sworn to 
poverty, so if a noble joined them and was absent for years from his home his 
possessions might be placed under the control of the Templars until his return. 
Motives for joining the Knights might be spiritual reasons such as to be forgiven for 
past sins, or to see the world, or to prove their bravery or even to gain more wealth.   

The church in Northampton visited by Michael and Pauline was founded by Simon de 
Senlis of Northampton Castle (now demolished) after his safe return from the First 
Crusade.  However, despite the Crusade being described as rather disorganised and 
ruthless , the experience had obviously had a profound effect on him for to celebrate 
his safe return he decided to build a parish church modelled on the church in 
Jerusalem, calling it the Church of the Holy Sepulchre.  The church in Jerusalem 
bears the same name and is said to be where Jesus was crucified and rose from the 
dead.   

The apparent success of the first crusade marked an expansion in the building of 
round churches throughout Europe and whilst only four such churches remain intact 
in the UK there are many still standing in various European countries.  The other 
three in the UK may be found in Cambridge, a small village called Little Maplestead, 
in Essex, and of course between the Thames and Fleet Street in London.  The latter 
is said to be one of the most beautiful buildings in London.   

In 1307 Philip the Fair of France seized the Knights and their assets in France and in 
1308 Edward II of England followed his example.  In 1312 the Pope abolished the 
Order.  Their churches were given to the Knights Hospitaller to manage.  Since that 
time various alterations have been made to the churches and some are used for 
different purposes.  Why are they round?  There are various theories, such as to 
copy the Church of the Holy Sepulchre in Jerusalem, to offer no place for the devil to 
hide, to represent ‘eternity’ or just because the design is aesthetically pleasing and 
different.                Rob Wilks 
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CHRONICLE OF A HOUSE MOVE INTO LOCKDOWN 

 
Some years ago Pauline and I made the strategic plan to move onto one floor 
before I was 80, as a precaution against the infirmities of ageing.  We made 
the target with four days to spare.  But moving began over a year earlier, 
culminating in April 2019, when we discovered the flat we wanted.  It had the 
critical features of not being on a steep hill, level access with a lift, and access 
to a 120 bus stop and local shops.  It also has solar water heating, and, at a 
modest extra cost, triple glazing (which halves the heat lost through double 
glazed windows).   

Meanwhile, we began disposing of items, even before we found the 
apartment.  This process was then accelerated.  We sold more than 50 items 
on eBay, gave many books to Oxfam plus other items, gave some to family 
and friends, and used Freegle to give away lots of odds and ends.  Meanwhile, 
we sold our house in three weeks and persuaded our buyers to delay 
completion until 19 December to get nearer our anticipated moving in date of 
the end of January.   

We were a few weeks homeless but fortunately a longstanding friend near 
Hunter’s Bar let us use an unused top floor flat.  Though small, it was 
adequate, even if up 42 steps.  However, like most new builds, construction 
overran the projected date, pushing our move on to Friday, 13 March, a lucky 
day! 

Pauline and Michael on the balcony of their new flat 
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So Henry Speight, the Sheffield family firm, retrieved our goods from storage 
and got us in at last.  The first night we slept on a mattress on the floor 
because we hadn’t found the brackets for assembling the bed; they turned up 
next day at the back of a drawer.  On Sunday, 15th I found my desktop would 
not fit the allocated space, so on Monday we manoeuvred the very heavy 
2.13m board into our small car to take it to a jobbing joinery works in a back 
street to get it cut down, then back home, up in the lift and into position to set 
up my PC, printer, etc.  Despite not knowing there would be a total lockdown 9 
days later, our habitual alacrity meant we used the week well, returning empty 
boxes to Speights, taking some items to Oxfam, a load to the recycling centre, 
visiting IKEA, and, very fortunately, going to an almost deserted John Lewis 
the day before they closed, to collect the net curtains for our bedroom.  They 
had come to fit our curtains in the week prior to moving but had run out of 
curtain hooks so returned the curtain to the store; fortunately the main light-
proof curtains themselves had been installed, plus the living room curtains and 
blinds, but we are still awaiting those for the second and third bedrooms.   

The lockdown blocked progress in getting workmen in to do jobs, and 
disposing of things except via eBay.  We sold a sofa-bed, a chest of drawers 
and a coffee table by ‘collection only’ thus adding 3% to our floor space. 
Meanwhile we have been working hard to get the apartment organised – 
moving is a good way to lose two kilos!  I had to drill 28 holes through tiles for 
the bathroom fittings, and have begun replacing the four dangling bare bulbs 
(there are also 39 recessed LEDs!) with proper fittings via online orders, and 
Pauline has been doing sewing projects.  Pauline emptied 50 boxes of books 
on to our shelves.  At the end of our road there is Council recycling outpost for 
cardboard, plastics, bottles etc.  Meanwhile we are part way through hanging 
pictures.  Jumble heap becoming a home.   

Located so close to the Porter Valley 
has been a real boon for daily exercise 
with lots of routes around and across it.  
At present we are the sole occupants of 
the development but the other three are 
ready to move in when allowed.  So 
moving during the lockdown has been 
quite an experience, frustrating in some 
ways but good in giving plenty of 
undisturbed time to get things done; 
what we really miss is being able to 
welcome friends and family into it.   

Michael Miller 

The new block of flats 
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BOOK REVIEW:  
HAMNET, by MAGGIE O’FARRELL 

 
This is a novel for today, in that the plot hinges on a plague.  But its true 
subject is the vitality of an extraordinary family who transcend the disaster.   

If you know anything about Shakespeare, you’ll know about his shotgun 
wedding to Anne Hathaway (here called Agnes, a name reflecting her slightly 
dangerous Catholic connections).  However, Maggie O’Farrell inverts the 
clichéd image of a young man trapped into a relationship intellectually beneath 
him.  This is a novel about pairs − twosomes whose minds spark off each 
other while they go unvalued in the wider world.  The young Shakespeare 
(never named, but called ‘the son’ or ‘the father’ or ‘the tutor’) can’t handle his 
bullying father, find a niche in the family business or use his brain to teach 
adequately at the Grammar School.  He’s barely even articulate in public.  
Agnes, like her dead mother, prefers flying her falcon or brewing medicines to 
seeking a profitable marriage.  She and her awkward eighteen-year-old lover 
do not use many words – if anything she has a stronger command of them 
than he, teaching him the languages of hawking and herbs.  But they share a 
blazing imagination that takes off when they become a couple. Coming 
together in the apple store, a scene both passionate and comical as they set 
the fruit shaking, they conceive their first child, Susanna, in order to force their 
families to agree to their marriage.  Discovering the real speed and power of 
her husband’s mind, Agnes begins to scheme to get him away from his 
father’s scorn and off to London, because only in London can he become what 
she senses he can be.  So strong is her conviction that it overrides her need to 
be with him while she is again pregnant.   

The twins born of this second pregnancy, Hamnet and Judith, are the other 
key pair of the story.  As in the comedies that make their father rich, they love 
to disguise themselves as each other, enjoying their fluid identities.  When 
plague strikes, Hamnet cheats Death itself into taking him rather than Judith.  
She is left to ask a question no one can answer –‘What is the word for 
someone who was a twin but is no longer a twin?’  Grief tears the little family 
apart as distance could not.  When her husband comes home to celebrate his 
success, Agnes senses the other women who have slept with him.  Judith 
watches at night and encounters the ghost of her twin running through the 
Stratford streets.  Her father’s stays in London grow longer and longer, 
because only when he sits down to shape a world on the stage does life 
become tolerable.  ‘He can manage these: histories and comedies.  He can 
carry on.  Only with them can he forget who he is and what has happened.  
They are safe places to stow his mind.’   
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But the great surprise of the novel is that it does not end with bitterness.  
Agnes, informed by her malicious stepmother that her husband is mounting a 
play whose title is almost identical to the name of her son, journeys to London 
to challenge him – a perilous thing for a woman of the seventeenth century to 
undertake.  What she discovers there is what her husband has already found 
− the power of theatre to recreate, and remember, and finally redeem sorrow 
as it breaks down the boundaries between living and dead, spectator and 
creator.  Hamlet allows Shakespeare to play a dead father to a living son, to 
show his child as a vivid and lovable man.  The book ends with the image of 
Agnes, reaching out almost to touch that image of her family created on the 
stage of the Globe and allowing the strength of her real family to be remade.   

Frances Gray 
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BOOK REVIEW:  
FLORENCE NIGHTINGALE, by MARK BOSTRIDGE  

 
A pandemic seemed a good time to read an excellent 
biography of Florence Nightingale1.  She had Sheffield 
connections.  Her father, William Shore, came from a 
distinguished Sheffield Unitarian family of ironmasters 
and bankers.  He changed his name to Nightingale to 
inherit a fortune.  They lived in Lee Hurst in Derbyshire 
in the summer and Embley in Hampshire in the winter.  
Florence was well educated by her father and was 
proficient in several languages ancient and modern 
and very widely read.   

Florence was very frustrated in her twenties.  She 
visited numerous hospitals and felt called by God to do 

some great work but was kept ‘in a gilded cage’ by her parents in the hope 
that she would get married.  She turned down the offers of marriage she 
received.  Eventually, in 1853 when she was 33, her father gave her an 
allowance of £500 a year and she became superintendent of an institution for 
distressed gentlewomen in London.   

When in 1854 news came of the suffering of British soldiers in the Crimean 
War, her friend, Sidney Herbert, Secretary of State for War, arranged for her 
to lead a party of nurses to the British hospitals in Istanbul.  Her struggles 
there are well known.  She became ‘the lady with the lamp’ – the second 
most famous Victorian woman.  But what happened afterwards is more 
extraordinary.  She lived till 1910 as a perpetual invalid, now thought to have 
suffered from brucellosis.  But she worked relentlessly on medical and 
sanitary reform, conferring with the Queen on one occasion, with Prime 
Ministers and other Ministers, with Viceroys of India and with medical men 
and civil servants.   

She made huge contributions to the Royal Commission Report on the 
Sanitary Conditions of the Army, the rebuilding of hospitals with ‘pavilions’ for 
good ventilation, the development and promotion of nursing as a profession, 
the movement to turn workhouse infirmaries into decent hospitals for poorer 
people, reviewing medical problems in India and ensuring that the British 
Army made full use of nurses – eventually achieved in the First World War.   

So the ‘lady with the lamp’ was also an extraordinary social reformer.  

David Price 
1 Florence Nightingale: The Woman and her Legend by Mark Bostridge. 2008 
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The ‘Judas Tree’ in 
Sheffield Botanical 
Gardens in May.  This 
beautiful tree is said 
to originate from the 
East Mediterranean.  
Its name, ‘Judas 
Tree’ suggests that it 
was the tree from 
which Judas hanged 
himself (Matthew 
27.5).  Alternative 
happier names are 
‘Love Tree’ and 
‘Mediterranean 
Redbud’. 

David Price 
 

ALMOST THE BROOMHILL FESTIVAL, 2020 
 

Well, we should have opened on June 12!  But the website is being 
updated…  Watch out for children’s art, some drama and additions 
crafted by festival regulars.  Keep checking for the latest at: 
http://www.broomhill-festival.org.uk                 

                                                                       Frances Gray, Chair 

 

http://www.broomhill-festival.org.uk/


 
 

REGULAR WEEKDAY WORSHIP 
All services are now ‘virtual’ via Zoom with resources available on our website. 

Please contact Sarah Rousseau (office@stmarkssheffield.co.uk) to be added to the 
Friday email for the Zoom codes and further information. 

 
 

  
Monday – 
Friday 

9.00 am Morning Prayer 
5.00 pm Evening Prayer 

  
Thursday Midday Eucharist 
  
Sunday 10.00 am Eucharist 

7.00 pm Night Service 
  

 

Keep checking the St Mark’s website for events and information 
www.stmarkssheffield.co.uk 

 

You can follow St Mark’s on Facebook 
https://www.facebook.com/stmarksbbsheffield/ 

 
 

EDITORIAL TEAM 
 

Margot Fox, Frances Gray, Dez Martin, David Price & Rob Wilks.   
This issue was edited by David Price. 

 

The Editors welcome comments and suggestions and invite contributions.   
The next edition will be edited by Rob Wilks - rob.wilks65@gmail.com 

 

If you propose to submit an article for the next edition, please contact Rob before 15 June. 
 

When sending photographs, please ensure that they are JPEGs, and of a high resolution.  
The editors make every effort to obtain permission for all photographs and illustrations and to trace 

copyright owners, please contact us in the unlikely event of a breach of copyright. 
 

 
 

‘ALMOST THE BROOMHILL FESTIVAL’ 
Events are going ONLINE, please visit the 

festival website for more information – 
www.broomhill-festival.org.uk – keep checking 

back as things are added. 
 

 
 

PRIDE MONTH – June is PRIDE month, but unfortunately most 
PRIDE events are now postponded, including the Sheffield event 
in July.  Please keep checking their website for more information 

– www.prideinsheffield.org.uk  
 

mailto:office@stmarkssheffield.co.uk
https://www.facebook.com/stmarksbbsheffield/
http://www.broomhill-festival.org.uk/
http://www.prideinsheffield.org.uk/


WHO’S WHO 

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

 
Associate Vicar 
Revd Sarah Colver 
 

07975 689403 
sarah@stmarkssheffield.co.uk 

Pastoral Care Coordinator 
Gill MacGregor 

 
266 1079 

Assistant Priest 
Revd Shan Rush 
 
Curate 
Revd Caitlin Thomson 

07598 156817 
shan@stmarkssheffield.co.uk 
 
 
caitlin@stmarksheffield.co.uk 

CTBB Worker with Older 
People  
Claire Brooks 

 
ctbb546@ 
gmail.com 
 

 
Reader 
Anne Padget 
Jonathan Williamson 
 

 
 
07736 527777 
Contact the church office 

Transport Coordinator 
Doreen Godden 
 

Contact 
Church office 
266 3613 

Honorary Staff 
Revd Dr. Michael Bayley 
Revd Peter Fisher 
Revd Dr. Mark Newitt 
 

 
258 5248 
327 4718 
230 4586 
 

Children & Families 
Worker 
Hannah Jones 

 

 
childrensworker
@stmarkssheffi
eld.co.uk 

 
Director of Music 
David Willington 
 

 
music@stmarkssheffield.co.uk 

 
Lunch Club 
Rosalind Rogerson 
 

 
 
268 1426 

Caretaker 
Tim Moore 
 

 
caretaker@stmarkssheffield.co.uk 
 

PCC Secretary 
tbc – contact church office 

 
266 3613 

Churchwardens 
Philip Booth 
Pat Hunt 

 
255 0634 
07513 190739 
 

Library Team 
Maureen Bownas 
Pauline Miller 
 

 
230 2757 
258 3678    

Flowers 
Mary-Jane Ryder 

 
230 3242 
 

Treasurer 
David Armstrong 
 

 
david.treasurer3
@gmail.com 
 

Childrens & Families Worker 
Hannah Jones 

childrensworker 
@stmarksheffield.co.uk 

Gift Aid Secretary 
Judith Pitchforth 
 

 
230 7685 

Safeguarding Team: 
 

Parish Safeguarding Officer 
Duncan Lennox                            266 9365 
Safeguarding Administrator 
Sarah Jenkins  s_blamirebrown@hotmail.com 
Domestic Abuse Officer 
Jane Padget                                07921 863281 
Diocesan Safeguarding Officer 
Linda Langthorne                             07871 796682 

 

PCC groups: 
 

Faith & Justice 
Fabric & Finance 
Communications 
Hospitality & 
Pastoral Care 
Study & Learning 
Worship & Liturgy 
 

 
 
For details 
see website or 
contact 
Church Office: 
266 3613 
 

 
 
 
 
 

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

THE CHURCH OFFICE IS OPEN  
Weekdays from 9.00 AM TO 1.00 PM except Thursday. 

 
Church Administrator: Sarah Rousseau Tel. 0114 266 3613  

Email: office@stmarkssheffield.co.uk Visit us on www.stmarkssheffield.co.uk 

mailto:sue@stmarkssheffield.co.uk
mailto:shan@stmarkssheffield.co.uk
mailto:caretaker@stmarkssheffield.co.uk
http://www.stmarkssheffield.co.uk/

