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A Week of Weeks + 1
Following the ancient process of attaching
new experiences to existing festivals, the
original followers of Jesus celebrated the
beginning of new life for their community on the
day of the Jewish festival known as Pentecost,
so named because the holiday occurred fifty
days after Passover. Pentecost was also known
as the Feast of Weeks (a week of weeks plus one
more Sabbath equals fifty days) which was
originally a fertility rite held in conjunction with
the wheat harvest.
The Israelites transformed this primitive festival into a celebration of
their receiving of the Torah through Moses, followed by the early Christians
who not only adopted the name and date of Pentecost but also its traditional
imagery of wind and fire originally associated with Moses receiving the
commandments on Mount Sinai.
Whatever historical incident(s) may or may not lay at the heart of the
Pentecost story as told by Luke, it seems indisputable that, after a period of
extreme stress, the community had an experience of hope and joy of such
importance that the Jesus followers wanted to remember it each year. Luke's
narrative also has echoes of the Jewish festival of Tabernacles in which all the
nations of the world must come to Jerusalem to acknowledge the Son of Man at
the end of time when the kingdom is established.
In Matthew the Spirit had been pictured as an abiding presence that
remained when Christ was exalted to heaven. Now in Luke the Spirit was a new
gift of God, who would come to inaugurate the mission. The clear memory of
Luke and of the early church was that the mission of the church was launched in
Jerusalem sometime after the crucifixion. Luke separated the resurrection,
the appearances, the ascension and the gift of the Spirit, spreading them out
over fifty days. There may also have been a memory that the mission was
launched during a regular Jewish festival, so Luke chose Pentecost and
transformed it forever for Christians into a celebration of the birthday of the
church.
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Pentecost, however, knew nothing of the nations of the world being
gathered in Jerusalem to receive the gift of the Spirit or of being bound
together into a holy fellowship that transcended every known barrier. Did Luke
choose the wrong festival? Did he rightly guess that significant time had lapsed
between crucifixion and mission, or was it actually a longer time between
crucifixion and the resurrection? Perhaps there were other explanations for
the three-day or first-day-of-the-week Easter tradition.
Perhaps what Luke interpreted as the beginning of the Christian mission
in Jerusalem was the moment when the disciples returned to Jerusalem from
Galilee to proclaim Christ resurrected, ascended and at God's right hand – a
conviction that arose out of a Galilean experience. Perhaps the transforming
power of their testimony was what caused people to assert that these disciples
were grasped by the Spirit of God. Was that in fact what inaugurated the
mission of Christ to all nations, as Matthew recalled; and regardless of what
language they spoke, as Luke suggested?
Distilled from the writings of Bishop Jack Spong & the late Rev Jim Adams.

At the beginning of May we held a Beetle
Drive in support of Christian aid week. Not many
attended but those who did had a good evening and
we raised £70 towards the proceeds. Once again
we thank Grace and her gang of collectors for all
their hard work.
Our Church Gift Aid contributions once more raised an increased amount,
much to the delight of our Treasurer. Great thanks to you all. There has been
some discussion about arranging a 'Thank You for Your Support' Lunch on 14th
July following the service, so watch out for details.
Again, the Tea Team for the Devon Churches Tent at the Devon County
Show worked wonders with teas, coffees and cakes, in some cases under
extreme pressure and circumstances. Well done everyone concerned, until next
year.
It was good to bump into Clive and Heather Yeates unexpectedly at
Exmouth recently. Heather was looking much better after her long illness and
all her recent treatment. It was good to see her smile and that her sense of
humour was still intact. She is now getting out and about and taking an interest
in things. Little steps at a time, leading we hope to giant leaps. Well done
Heather and of course Clive.
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Bryony Payne is hopefully on the road to recovery from her recent heart
attack. It was good to see her at the Beetle Drive. She has resumed driving
again but still needs to take it easy.
We remember as ever in our thoughts and prayers all who cannot come to
worship with us, and all who are unwell at this time.
Old-fashion flowers, like old-fashion virtues:
gentleness, purity, goodness and grace
give to the life an enchantment of beauty,
speech full of charity, softness of face.

Pat Mortimore

Southernhay Flowers for May
May 5th Silk flowers used.
12th From church funds.
19th Silk flowers used.
26th Given by Judy Watts in memory of her parents,
whose birthdays were around that time.

Margaret Collman

Pastoral Coordinators:
Dorothy King
01392 250464
Jean Noble jeandnoble@yahoo.co.uk
01392 253606

We look forward to welcoming at the morning service on June 30th our
good friends from Japan, Makoto and Yumi, who visit us at Southernhay
faithfully each year. We hope Makoto's recovery from his earlier serious
illness has continued well.
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Money
If you would know what the Lord God thinks of money, you
have only to look at those to whom he gives it.
Maurice Baring
All I ask is a chance to prove that money can't make me happy.
Spike Milligan
There is nothing in the world more reassuring than an unhappy lottery winner.
Tony Parsons
Rod Stewart was so mean, it hurt him to go to the bathroom.
Brit Ekland
Why is there so much month left at the end of the money?
John Barrymore
I told the Inland Revenue I didn't owe them a penny because I lived by the
seaside.
Ken Dodd
I worked myself up from nothing to a state of extreme poverty.
Groucho Marx
I was once so poor I didn't know where my next husband was coming from.
Mae West
That money talks, I'll not deny; I heard it once, it said, 'Goodbye.'
Richard Armour

****
Catholic priests have the better quarters but protestant ministers have the
better halves.
With thanks to Bob Ellis

A father was reading Bible stories to his young son. He read, 'The man
named Lot was warned to take his wife and flee out of the city, but his wife
looked back and was turned to salt.'
His son asked, 'What happened to the flea?'
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The next Coffee Concert will take place
on Saturday 8th June
when we shall have a welcome return of the
three young ladies who appear as ‘Flute Cake’.

Sophie Brewer, Jennifer
Campbell and Ruth Molins will
play light classical music which
appeals to all.
The concert begins with coffee
at 10.30 am.
Admission is free.

The total collected for Christian Aid Week was
£692.90 together with £62.88 from Gift Aid. We thank friends from St
Stephen's and St James for help with street collections and church donations
this year.

David and Sandy Hogan
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Helen Strevens came along once more to entertain
the group by reading poetry and playing some relaxing
music. She also challenged the group with a quiz.
Joan Ash, one of our members, entertained the group with memories of
the journey through her life. Joan is in her ninetieth year and there were lots
of things we didn’t know about her past. It was a privilege to listen to Joan’s
journey.
This month's outing was a trip to Brixham. The group stopped off at
Buckfastleigh for coffee before continuing their journey to Brixham. The
weather was kind and a good day was enjoyed by all.
We ended our May programme with a presentation by Paul Pendray
from Exeter City Council’s environmental department. Paul gave a very
informative talk about recycling. Members now know what percentage from
recycling gets ploughed back into the council's funds; also where in the country
recycled waste is processed into making other goods.
June 6th - Running a B&B - Janet East
13th - Hospiscare - Susie Healey
20th - TBC
27th - Outing

Anne Richardson

June
June
June
June

At the Mint Methodist Church, Fore Street, Exeter on Wednesdays
with tea/coffee from 10.00 am and talks from 10.45 to 12.00.
5th
Dr David Jenner: All of a Flutter: Chasing Britain's Butterflies.
12th Seona Ford: The Life and Works of Dorothy L. Sayers.
19th Brian Freeland: Playing the Clown.
26th Tom Cadbury: Roman Devon and the Seaton Down Hoard.
7

Time for a note…
Iain and Ken warmly invite all
friends at Heavitree, Pinhoe and
Southernhay to their annual
Open House in Dawlish on
Saturday 20th July
between 3pm and 8pm.
Refreshments provided.
The usual health warning: Coastguard Cottages has no vehicle access
and there are about 40 steps down the cliff to get there - not for
the fainthearted but worth it! More details next month.

Bangladesh
Sponsored by Heavitree
Bangladeshi Girls beat Boys at School

You will not be surprised to
hear that the girls did much better
than the boys in the Bangladeshi
Secondary School Certificate (SSC)
examinations. Overall, 82.8% of
students achieved a pass.
Girls have now done better
than boys for the third year in a
row. Girls also did better than boys in the much-sought after GPA 5 (Grade
Point Average). The pass rate of the girls was 1.53 percentage points higher
than that of the boys across the eight boards.
In 2018, the pass rate of the girls was 1.95 percentage points higher than
that of the boys and in 2017 it was 0.98 percentage points higher.
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A total of 48,591 girls earned GPA 5s while 45,965 boys got GPA 5s this
year. Officials admit that they have observed the girls being on the whole more
attentive. “Girls are spending more time in studies than boys. In the adolescent
years, boys become more adventurous [an amusingly ambiguous euphemism!] and
their concentration falls short.”
Christian Aid in Bangladesh ensures that all its work includes a strong
gender element. 80% of all people reached by the programmes are women. Your
support for Commitment for Life makes an enormous difference to these girls
and women. Please keep on praying and working for equality and justice in
Bangladesh.

Who was Charles Lewis? – a family mystery (concluded)
Family history can be a very rewarding but also a time consuming and at
times frustrating activity; indeed, I gave up on one branch of the family when I
tried to identify a John Smith of Coventry! You can imagine just how many John
Smiths there were there!
I was amazed to find from the records
held at Kew that battalion clerks were busy in
the midst of war recording all sorts of
information such as reimbursements to
farmers for hay, extra payment to cavalry
officers for providing their own horse, reasons
for not being on morning parade etc. There is a
famous (apocryphal?) letter written by General
Wellington to the National Office in 1812 in
response to some trifling expenses for which
he was held accounted:
“Gentlemen,
Whilst marching from Portugal to a position which commands the approach to
Madrid and the French forces, my officers have been diligently complying with
your requests which have been sent by H.M. ship from London to Lisbon and
thence by dispatch to our headquarters.
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We have enumerated our saddles, bridles, tents and tent poles, and all manner
of sundry items for which His Majesty’s Government holds me accountable. I
have dispatched reports on the character, wit, and spleen of every officer.
Each item and every farthing has been accounted for, with two regrettable
exceptions for which I beg your indulgence.
Unfortunately, the sum of one shilling and nine pence remains unaccounted for in
one infantry battalion’s petty cash and there has been a hideous confusion as to
the number of jars of raspberry jam issued to one cavalry regiment during a
sandstorm in western Spain. This reprehensible carelessness may be related to
the pressure of circumstance, since we are at war with France, a fact which may
come as a bit of a surprise to you gentlemen in Whitehall.
This brings me to my present purpose, which is to request elucidation of my
instructions from His Majesty’s Government so that I may better understand
why I am dragging an army over these barren plains. I construe that perforce it
must be one of two alternative duties, as given below. I shall pursue either one
with the best of my ability, but I cannot do both:
1. To train an army of uniformed British clerks in Spain for the benefit of the
accountants and copy-boys in London or perchance
2. To see to it that the forces of Napoleon are driven out of Spain.
Your most obedient servant,
Wellington

Clive Yeates

Clowns for God
In a recent survey of Christians, only 2% of
people said that they liked it when clergy told jokes in
sermons. Two percent? So 98% of you don’t find me
funny? How can you not find clergy funny? We are all
so comical.
Clergy are just odd, and we know it. It’s why we can’t stop ourselves
telling lame jokes all the time. Because the big joke, is us.
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In us, people can see that God reaches out to everyone. If clowns like us
can be Christians, anyone can. It’s why we usually wear these vestments. Yes,
they are ancient and holy symbols. But they also make us look, just a bit,
clownish. I like that. We are clowns for God.
Because here’s the thing: I’m a priest, and I’m not remotely
religious. Most of the time I’m not even sure I want to be a Christian. On a
good day I can say, ‘I want to want to love like Jesus’. But most of the time, I
can’t even manage that. And I’m not the only one. I remember reading the
words of a fantastic nun who said, ‘What I’ve learnt from all my prayers is
this: I am selfish to the core.”
Most of us clergy, thank God, are not very religious, and that is
comical. It could be sad or tragic, but for one glorious truth: Christianity, in its
heart, is not a religion.
Religion is all about us trying to reach up to God. Christianity is all about
God reaching right down to us. Religion is all about trying to reach up to God
with clean, successful lives. Well, as our American friends would say, good luck
with that.
By massive contrast, Christianity is all about God reaching down and
reaching out to fragile, flawed people like me through Jesus, and through the
Spirit of Jesus, to do for us what we could never do for ourselves.
Christianity is the only game in town for naturally self-centred, irreligious
people like me. It’s not in me to want to be good, or kind, or loving – I just want
be left alone with my books. Every day I have to pray, ‘Lord, you must be the
wanting in me. You must be the desiring in me. You must be the affection, the
kindness, the energy of love in me, because it’s so not in me; so come and live
and breathe and Be in me’.
By giving us His Spirit, Jesus answers that prayer. Because that’s what
the Holy Spirit does in and through clowns like me.
In the beginning, the Spirit touched the waters of creation, and life came.
The Spirit spoke through the prophets, and Life came.
The Spirit overshadowed the womb of Mary, and Life came.
The Spirit touched the dead body of Jesus, and Life came.
The Spirit comes upon the bread and wine of the altar, and Life comes.
Jesus says, come, be with me, and I will release my Spirit within you.
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If you’re a Christian, you’re not religious, you find being good amazingly
difficult, you know that you’re empty and poor and in no position to judge
anyone; that only the Spirit of Jesus living in you, praying, loving, yearning in
you, can lift you and makes you whole.
Yes, we clergy are funny and frail. Join us if you feel that way too and
share with us the hope, compassion and healing to be found in Jesus and in the
Spirit that Jesus breathes into us.
With empty hands I pray: come Holy Spirit, breathe and love and pray in
us, in me; and never stop.
Amen

From Anglocatholicfire.wordpress.com

A Novel Approach
Putting Away Childish Things; Marcus J
Borg; Harper One
ISBN 978-0-06-188814-4. Used copies now
available via Amazon for around £3.00 or on
Kindle for £5.49.
[I first read this book and composed the
following review in 2010. After Marcus
Borg's premature death in 2015, aged 72, I
think it is now worth drawing readers'
attention to this book again, which skilfully
blends entertaining fiction with informative debate on contemporary religious
issues. I have slightly updated my original piece. – Ed.]
Putting Away Childish Things was the author’s first attempt at fiction to
encompass the very real enigmas and paradoxes encountered on any journey
along Christian paths, whether we choose to acknowledge them or not.
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Marcus Borg had a justifiable reputation as a gifted progressive Christian
teacher, well able to gather together many divergent theological threads and
weave them into a thoughtful cloak of Christianity. However, this book
demonstrates that he is also no mean spinner of a good yarn, with equally
effective results.
His tale focuses on Kate Riley, a single thirty-something popular and
liberal professor of religion at a modest arts college in the US who is pretty
content with her life, including a regular draught Guinness and daily limited
cigarette ration. She has had a study on the book of James published with fair
success, followed by another more recently on the Jesus birth narratives, for
the promotion of which her publicist has arranged a number of radio interviews.
It is partly after one of these with the presenters at an extremely
fundamentalist evangelical station that Kate’s comfortable life begins to
unravel, exacerbated by comments from some around her. Then she is offered
a visiting professorship at ‘Scudder’, a prestigious seminary, which seems
perfect until Kate discovers that on the staff at Scudder is Martin Erickson, an
older professor and author with whom she had an adulterous affair some years
earlier.
Borg freely admits that his first novel is didactic (intended to teach) and
in her dust jacket blurb Karen Armstrong writes that this technique is “a
superb way of involving the reader emotionally and imaginatively in ... important
issues”. The convincing plot and characters create a compelling page-turner
skilfully interwoven with conversations and discourses on familiar hot topics like
the Bible, God, belief, miracles, sex, doubt and certainty. I am constantly made
aware of gaps in my own ‘religious database’ caused by a mix of ignorance and
forgetfulness, and found much of value within this story to both inform and
remind me.
I was particularly interested in the incorporated potted biography of
David Friedrich Strauss, of whom I had scant knowledge. When this 19th
century radical German theologian wrote ‘The Life of Jesus Critically Examined’,
its publication created a storm of hysterical protests (surprise, surprise) which
cost Strauss his university teaching career. Remarkably, the English translation
was produced by George Eliot (Mary Ann Evans) in 1860 when she was just
twenty-four, having taught herself German to do so.
An interesting ethical dilemma arises in the story when Scudder finds
itself offered a gift of six million dollars to endow a chair in theology, with just
two conditions: the donor must remain anonymous and the chair must expose the
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college to ‘a first-rate evangelical mind’. When the college faculty staff meet
to discuss this tempting offer, the reader is privy to a fascinating discussion on
the pros and cons involved, including the ways that terms like ‘conservative’ and
‘evangelical’ can be defined. The resolution of the predicament is itself an
object lesson in applied wisdom.
When Martin Erickson gives Kate an update on the recent years of his
life, it is hard to resist reading some of the author’s own experiences into
Martin’s words: “...in some ways it’s very nice to be a little bit known. People buy
my books and ask me to sign them, and they’re grateful... But it does have a
down side... being a success [is] so time-consuming... I’m often not sure whether
I have more of a life now or less of a life.”
This is an entertaining and engrossing book populated by believable
characters debating potentially divisive issues with intelligent honesty (oh for
more of that in real life!). Whether you are dipping a tentative toe into the
waters of progressive Christianity or are a seasoned swimmer looking to float
awhile for refreshment, this contemporary parable is for you. There’s even a
soupçon of sex – what more could you ask?!

Chris Avis
Any Questions?
Answered by the Rev Roger Wolsey
Recently my grandmother passed away very suddenly from
an illness. I cared for her as she died, and my doctor now
thinks I have PTSD. I’ve been experiencing crippling panic
attacks about dying. I wish that I could say that I am a
person of faith. I was raised in the Church but I don’t know
what proof there is to believe. I guess I was just hoping that you had something
comforting to tell me.
First of all let me say that I’m so sorry about your loss. By the time you
receive this response it will have been several weeks since her death. How I
respond to a person during an acute crisis - and several weeks after - differs.
So, I feel a bit freer to wax theological with you at this point.
As a progressive Christian, who understands what that means in the way
that I do, I tend to have a view on these matters that is close to how many of
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our Jewish friends do, i.e., that the main focus of faith is on the here and now –
and it’s okay to be agnostic about whatever may happen next (heaven, the
afterlife, etc). I don’t follow Jesus in order to go to Heaven later, I do it for
the sake of experiencing wholeness/healing/well-being here and now, trusting
that whatever happens when I die will take care of itself.
According to the Gospels, Jesus believed in an afterlife, along with the
Pharisees – as opposed to the Sadducees. He conveyed teachings about it to
provide comfort and assurance to his disciples. To be honest, I’ve often not
been sure about the existence of Heaven - it’s not been central to my faith at
any rate - but I recently had the privilege of conducting a memorial service for
a trans person who had taken his life. This fellow’s mother had a hard time with
his transition from being her daughter to being her son. Two days after his
death, she went to visit her very aged mother in an Alzheimer’s unit at a nursing
home where she had been residing for the past 5 years and had deteriorated to
the point where she was not able to interact well with family members who
visited her – rarely even recognizing them. When his mother told her mother
about her “daughter’s” death she was expecting to pretty much be talking to
herself. But soon after she started talking, her aged mother exclaimed in a
burst of lucidity, “He visited me last night! He came to me and he’s beautiful! I
mean really beautiful! He wants us all to know that he’s okay, he’s doing well,
and he’ll be waiting for us!” And then, just like that, this aged grandmother fell
back into her default mode of not being present or responsive.
All I can say is that I felt goose bumps as I heard this. I felt the truth
of it – in my bones. Even though I’m a pastor, I have times of doubt and
uncertainty, even about the existence of God – “God, are you really there or am
I just talking to myself?” Hearing this story bolstered both my faith in God (in
the panentheistic way that I do) – and in the reality of life/something/presence
beyond what we know here and now. I was also reminded of how, when I was
younger, I “felt” my grandfather visit me one night a few weeks after he died.
I felt resonance. I re-membered.
I can’t explain it. And that’s okay. Unlike the liberal Christianity that
progressive Christianity evolved from, there’s less of a need for us to be able to
“explain” things. We can just hear them, feel them, and know. I realize that
this sort of phenomenon/experience may seem subjective and capricious but I
pray that somehow even some portion of the essence of what that grieving
mother shared with me might be sensed by you.
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[The following article from 2012 is the second repeated item in this month's
issue, the book review being the other. No doubt for various good reasons I
received less copy than usual this time, so have had to raid the archives – Ed]

When Words Fail

'Semantics – Plural noun: the meaning of a word, phrase or text.'
In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was 'Semantics.' How we
use language to define the physical and ethereal world around us is often
fraught with ambiguities and misinterpretations, perhaps nowhere more so than
in the realms of religion.
Some Christian fundamentalists might consider they have an advantage
here: after all, God is an objective reality; the Bible is the inerrant Word of
that same God; Sin is evil; Salvation is conditional and so on, with no fuzzy
edges. Clarifying the language of a more liberal, open, progressive, reformed
(take your semantic pick) Christianity can be more challenging when expressions
like ‘progressive evangelical’ or ‘Christian agnostic’ can seem like oxymorons.
During an evening on duty at Midnight Mint, a late night ‘chill and chat’
community service for pubbers and clubbers [now no longer operating] provided
by an Exeter Methodist church, I found myself in a pavement conversation with
a couple of young men, at least one of whom was sober enough to quiz/challenge
me about my faith. As I listened to him I became aware yet again of the
meaning muddles that can hinder fruitful communication between the public who
walk the pavements and Christians who strive to follow ‘the Way’, like the early
disciples of Jesus.
“So you’re a Christian, are you?” he began, to which I replied, “I try to be,
but I’m probably not the kind of Christian you think I am.” “Do you believe in
God, then?” Remembering the important S-Word, I said, “It all depends what
you mean by God.” There followed quite a lively and engaging discussion on some
of the common ideas about ‘God’, after which he continued with “Are you going
to heaven, then?” – automatically assuming that for me (and probably other
Christians he had engaged with before) the existence of ‘heaven’ was beyond
question.
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“I have no definite idea. I think some form of continued existence after
this life is more likely than not, but neither I nor any other human knows for
sure in spite of what they might claim. For me, living this life to the full now is
what matters, not wasting time on the existence or not of an ‘afterlife’.” Our
conversation drew to a close and I have to confess to a degree of pleasure
caused by his parting words, “That’s the most sensible conversation I’ve ever
had with one of you lot, thanks mate,” as he and his friend continued on their
way, only slightly unsteadily.
It occurs to me that those with whom Jesus communicated on the
pavements of his time often seemed to have no difficulty understanding him;
certainly the authorities thought they did, all too well.
Jesus was not encumbered by a manmade ecclesiastical later- developing
hotchpotch of dogma. Words like Trinity, Fall, Ransom, Intercession – even
Church – would not have been familiar to him, having been applied
retrospectively. Semantics were simple for Jesus: the only word was Love,
unconditional, undeserved Love offered to all.
Christians are rarely at a loss for words. But have we become lost in
translation?

****

A Little Liszt?
Here are some possibly useful (as well as spacefilling) times when the next ABRSM exams will be
occupying the Church, Tower Room and Garden
Room at Southernhay.

Tuesday 18 June Afternoon only; Wednesday 19 June; Monday 24 June;
Tuesday 25 June Afternoon only.
Tuesday 2 July Afternoon only; Wednesday 3 July Afternoon only;
Thursday 4 July; Saturday 6 July; Tuesday 9 July Afternoon only;
Wednesday 10 July; Thursday 11 July; Tuesday 16 July Afternoon only;
Wednesday 17 July; Thursday 18 July; Saturday 20 July Morning only.
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A prayer from ‘No Empty Phrases’, an anthology based on the Lord’s Prayer
compiled by the late Donald Hilton, co-founder of Free to Believe.
We believe in God
In Jesus Christ
In the Holy Spirit
And in you and me.
We believe the Holy Spirit has freed us
To worship as a Community.
We believe the Holy Spirit works through
Balloons and ministers,
Daisies and wiggly children,
Clanging cymbals and silence,
Drama and the unexpected,
Choirs and banners,
Touching and praying,
Spontaneity and planning,
Faith and doubt,
Tears and laughter,
Leading and supporting,
Hugging and kneeling,
Dancing and stillness,
Applauding and giving,
Creativity and plodding,
Words and listening,
Holding and letting go,
‘Thank you’ and ‘help me’,
Scripture and alleluias,
Agonising and celebrating,
Accepting and caring,
Through you and through me,
Through love.
We believe God’s Holy Spirit lives in this community of dancing, hand-holding
people where lines of age and politics and lifestyles are crossed.
We believe in praising God for life. We believe in responding to God’s grace and
love and justice for all people. We believe in the poetry within each one of us.
We believe in dreams and visions. We believe in old people running and children
leading. We believe in the Kingdom of God within us.
We believe in Love.
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June
Unless otherwise stated, all services begin at 10.30am

Southernhay
June

2nd
9th
16th
23rd
30th

Revd Ruth Whitehead Communion
Jon Oliverio
Stephen Lawson
Jean Potter
Susan Jones

Heavitree
June

2nd
9th
16th
23rd
30th

July

7th
14th

Revd Iain McDonald
Revd Michael Diffey
Mrs June Wilson
Mr Jon Oliverio
Mr Richard Wainwright
Revd Roz Harrison
Revd Dick Gray

Pinhoe
June

2nd
9th
16th
23rd
30th

Revd Jenny Kilgour
Revd Roz Harrison
Revd Peter Brain
Mrs June Wilson
Revd Dick Gray

Deadline for July P&N is Sunday 30th June
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