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This issue of The Link is, as you see, a combined July/August edition. As July
and August have traditionally been holiday months, we have included some
holiday memories submitted by folk from Portsmouth Methodist Church.  Later
in the issue there is a ‘Holiday Special’ section that we hope you will enjoy
reading.

Fran Jenkins, a Local Preacher who worships at our Eastney Centre, has
kindly agreed to write our Leader for this issue of The Link:

Carpenter’s Kids 2009
In John’s Sabbatical absence, and on the theme of holidays, I’ve been asked to
share something of an amazing trip I’ve been privileged and immensely blessed
to experience.

Since 2007, Eastney has been supporting The Carpenter’s Kids, a Christian
charity programme in Tanzania run by the Diocese of Central Tanganyika which
provides school uniform, shoes, school materials and a nutritious breakfast for
the poorest and most vulnerable children (50 per village) in some of the
remotest villages. Most of whom have been orphaned due to AIDS and are
under the care of probably a grandparent or the village as a whole.

Without a uniform, children are not allowed to attend school and get the
education which is vital for the development of themselves and their
communities.

In July 2009, with the help of the church fundraising, Pam Stone and I were
privileged to join a group from the USA to visit the programme and share in the
distribution of the uniforms etc to some of the villages.

Each of the USA churches involved were able to commit to sponsoring a
particular village for 5 years. Our funds wouldn’t run to that – but we (still) give
a monthly amount which is used for medical supplies and health-care across the
programme. One important aspect in that context is that small amounts of
money go a very long way and can do so much. Things which in our (largely)
affluent society cost a great deal more.

The trip was a Pilgrimage rather than a holiday and the whole experience was
humbling and mind-blowing. In a beautiful country, the hospitality and welcome
shown to us was generous, overwhelming and also beautiful.

The people were so happy to see representatives of the churches and Jesus,
The Carpenter, who were helping to change the lives of the children and the
community. They had so little compared to our material lives, but were so rich
in spirit.



The worship was enthusiastic and alive, with wonderful singing and dancing –
and applause for the Gospel reading!

Their faith and witness, love for and gratitude to God just shone from them,
joyful and inspiring.

On distribution days, when the new uniforms were given out, it was really
emotional to see how proud and happy the youngsters were when they had
changed into them, Brian Atkins, advisor to the Bishop and the then director of
the programme, and sadly no longer with us, called it a Resurrection experience
and it certainly was. A new chapter in their lives. Many of the children have since
gone on to further education or vocational courses such as carpentry or
seamstress, really contributing to their community.

Seeing and sharing in just part of their lives, and being a small part of God’s
work and activity had a profound impact on me and the experience is one I’ll
treasure always.

Fran

A Prayer
Beryl Wright from our Eastney Centre wrote in to tell us that there is a delightful
prayer in the 2020/2021 Methodist Prayer Handbook that she thought readers
of the Link might appreciate.   It was composed by the Rev. Andrew Fox, Deputy
Chair of the Shetland District, and reads as follows:

‘Lord of this precious earth, help each one of us by your grace to be "non-
recycling", not repeating again and again the failings of our past.   May we be
"plastic", that is, "capable of being moulded and formed" according to your will
through your Holy Spirit at work in our hearts and minds.    And may we be
"disposable", that is "available for use if needed".   For the sake of our world and
all you love, use us as needed and be glorified in our non-recycling, plastic,
disposability.   Amen.’

Our Minister John is moving on …
He writes:

Most of you will have heard by now that I have been offered and accepted a post
as a hospital chaplain in Plymouth, commencing in September. Since coming to
Portsmouth, I have been involved with the chaplaincy department at QA, first as
a chaplaincy visitor, and for the last three years as a Bank Chaplain.
Increasingly I have felt a calling into full-time healthcare chaplaincy, a feeling
that has been strengthened by the events of the last eighteen months.



Of course, we were due to leave in August next year, when hopefully there
would have been a smooth transition to a new minister. However, the NHS
doesn’t recognise the Methodist year in advertising for posts. It was agreed with
the Chair of District that if I were to seek a chaplaincy post then it would be best
to try and secure one before I became too involved in the stationing process for
September 2022, a process which has already begun. I didn’t expect though
that I would get the first post I applied for!  I understand, of course, that the
timing isn’t great for the churches or circuit, particularly with the other staffing
issues at the moment, and I’m sorry for that.

Anita and I will leave sometime in middle/late August. This gives us four or five
weeks after I return from sabbatical to say goodbye properly. We will be sad to
leave so many friends; Christian brothers and sisters, that we have walked
alongside for these past seven years. We have been upheld by your prayers,
support and generosity in very many ways, for which we are eternally grateful.
I hope to be able to thank you all individually over the next few weeks. I pray that
the Lord will bless you in the opportunities and challenges which lie ahead for
Portsmouth Methodist Church.

Update on Girls’ and Boys’ Brigade update
8th Portsmouth Girls’ Brigade (GB) and 4th Portsmouth Boys’ Brigade (BB) are
enjoying being back at face-to-face meetings at Copnor.

 The older girls are looking at the topic of
the environment and the younger girls the
theme of encouragement. Topics the boys
have looked at include how we’re uniquely
made by God, and the older boys went to
a golf driving range.

Team Leader of GB Catherine Burt says
‘It’s great to be back together and to re-
connect with some children who we didn’t
see on Zoom over the past year. We’re
looking forward to the rest of the summer
term.’



Preachers for July and August
(Subject to change - Watch for local announcements)

Date Copnor Eastney Trinity

July

4th July Mrs Imelda Temple Mr Chris Stratta
Leprosy Mission

Local Arrangement

11th July To Be Announced Gathering for
Worship

Local Arrangement

18th July Mrs Fran Jenkins Rev Dr Beryl Wright
Holy Communion

Local Arrangement

25th July Gathering for
Worship

Zimbabwean
Fellowship by Zoom

Mr Geoff Paffett Rev John Mills

August
1st August Mr Geoff Paffett Rev John Mills Rev Dr Beryl Wright

8th August Rev John Mills
Holy Communion

Gathering for
Worship

Mrs Shirley Haynes

15th August Rev Dr Beryl Wright Mrs Fran Jenkins Local Arrangement

22nd August Rev Dr John Illsley Mrs Shirley Haynes Rev John Mills

29th August Gathering for
Worship

Zimbabwean
Fellowship by Zoom

Rev John Mills Mr David Arnott



Holidays Special
From Ralph Snelling:

Mountains
I can’t really explain it, especially since I get giddy on a short step ladder, but for
me holidays have always meant mountains. Not climbing them, I must add, but
just looking, admiring and wondering at these majestic works of nature. I’m also
often taken by how often momentous events are connected with mountains. In
the bible we have Mount Ararat, Mount Sinai and The Mount of Olives amongst
many others. Perhaps the writers of those early scriptures had similar feelings?

  I suppose it all started for me
when I was about ten and my
parents took me on a long car
tour, we’d call it a road trip
now, across Europe and down
to Venice. Of course, this
meant crossing the Alps and,
in those days, it meant going
over them, not under them on
a transporter train! Somehow,
the Northern Italian part of the
Alps, the Dolomites, really
fixed in my mind. Place names

like Cortina-d’Ampezzo, Brenner and Bolzano really burned into my memory.

A few years ago, we decided to do a road trip across Europe, similar to the one
I’d undertaken all those years ago. Of course, the journey was different; where
there had been cobbled streets through small villages in France, there were now
fast, smooth, ‘Autoroutes’ that took you past all the little villages and instead of
hunting for overnight campsites, we had pre-booked hotels along the way.
When we were into Switzerland, we changed the settings on our SatNav device.
I wanted to go over, not round the mountains; to see sights I could just about
recall on the high passes (Furka, Grimsel, Oberalp and others). We dropped into
Italy via the Swiss town of Chur and then avoided the very crowded motorway
till we reached Milan and eventually Verona. We’d already planned to return via
Austria so our route would take us back through the Dolomites and into Austria
via the Brenner pass. I would swear today that the road from Cortina to Bolzano
was just as it had been! OK, a nice new surface, a lot more warning signs and
more provision for motorists but the endless twists and turns were much as I
remembered. I developed a deep respect for my father; driving those roads in a



car with a fraction of the power of our current vehicle and no power steering to
help!

For those who don’t know the area, the South (Italian) side of the Alps is steeper
and more rugged than the north (Swiss/Austrian) side. It was wonderful and
even after a full day twisting the car round seemingly endless hairpin bends, I
was still in heaven (and I think the magic was rubbing off on Christine as well).
Our hotel in Bolzano was outside of the city on a country road, hanging on the
edge of a steep valley. All one could hear from our room balcony was rushing
water deep below in the valley (you couldn’t actually see the river) and birds
singing – wonderful. Driving on the next day, we again avoided the motorway to
cross the old Brenner pass. What a shock! When I’d been there fifty years
previously all there was at the summit of the Brenner was an old chapel and a
couple of beaten-up army huts that served as the customs post on the Austrian
border. Now, there was a vast modern shopping centre, with its own railway
station, a link to the motorway and every modern convenience you could wish
for! But it was still the Brenner pass and we were leaving those glorious
Dolomite mountains behind us for the Austrian Alps and Innsbruck.

A couple of years later we had the chance to repeat the trip, but this time we
took our time and had a chance to explore Bolzano more, but the mountains
were still there just the same, immovable, watching the machinations of the
ant-like humans beneath them. For me, you can keep lying in the sun doing
nothing; give me the highlands any day.

From Christine Snelling:

Childhood Holidays
The England-based holidays of the past year have encouraged me to think back
to the holidays of my childhood.  Those were not the days of widespread foreign
travels.

With lots of help, my father designed and built a four- berth caravan and in my
very early years (and possibly before), the family travelled (locally) to Ringwood
in Hampshire and also to Cornwall.  I am told that I took my first steps in a corn
field near Looe and I vividly remember getting lost on the beach at Newquay –
only being found by my brother after a friendly family had bought me an
ice-cream!

My aunt and uncle were a very big part of our family and they always came on
holidays with us. My dad and uncle would sleep in a large white tent and my
brother in a single brown tent. The women and children were inside the caravan.
Often, we parked up on a friendly farmer’s field near Ringwood and I remember



very clearly the two carthorses whose field we ‘borrowed’. Captain was a black
horse and Flower was a chestnut. There was a nearby stream where the
animals would drink and just outside the five-barred gate a herd of cows
(heifers) spent some time cooling off standing in the river. Sometimes my sister
and I would go to the farm and if we were lucky, we’d get a ride back up to camp
on the back of a carthorse.  On one of these holidays, I also remember seeing
a calf that had been born moments before we arrived.

We three children had lots of fun – we played cricket a lot of the time and would
walk into town to buy provisions. My mum and aunt together produced some
tasty food and occasionally we would eat in Poole or Bournemouth so that they
had a break from cooking.

On Sundays my sister and I went to Bransgore Methodist Sunday School.  They
were very happy to welcome us year after year and we were happy to see some
friendly faces.

 Later on, we took the caravan to
the Lake District – usually
travelling through the night - and
camped on the shores of
Windermere.  We also camped in
North Wales near Beddgelert and
I became very familiar with the
legend of Gelert, a hound who
was killed by his master, Prince
Llywelyn, because he mistakenly
thought that his dog had killed his
baby son. (In fact, a wolf had done the deed and, in its turn, had been killed by
Gelert).

These were happy days indeed!

From Beryl Wright:

Holidays: and then there was the time when my Dad and I went to North Wales
for our holiday.   We stayed at Plas y Coed, the then Wesley Guild holiday hotel
at Colwyn Bay for a week in May.   Until that year we had always gone to Bognor
Regis in the summer because it was not only warm but was flat for me to push
Dad's wheel chair easily.

However, the previous year Dad had complained that the end of his nose was
cold when we were sitting on the beach front at Bognor, Dad with his pipe (trying
to keep his nose warm??) and wrapped up with a rug over his knees and his



anorak hood up over his hat, keeping his ears warm, plus mittens.     (I
meanwhile, sitting on a beach front bench was sweltering in the heat...)   "The
end of my nose is cold".   I realised outdoor holidays were no longer suitable for
Dad, so the following year we went to North Wales instead - in May, because
we were no longer tied to a summer date.

That week - the very week of our holiday - there was a heat-wave.   I managed
to buy a cotton skirt and summer blouse in the Oxfam shop in Colwyn Bay and
was fortunate in finding a shoe shop stocking sandals.   I pushed Dad up hill and
down dale in the sweltering heat.   But despite all we were able to enjoy Bodnant
Gardens (National Trust) at their best - with me eating my sandwiches in the
shade of a magnificent cedar tree while Dad sat in the full sun to enjoy his.

We worshipped at Llandudno Methodist Church and discovered there was to be
a concert there by a Welsh Male Voice Choir later in the week.    With that,
Bodnant, lively worship and wonderful singing, plus the magnificent scenery of
North Wales, our holiday was complete - and somehow, we both survived the
pushing of the wheelchair.

Community
Phoenix Players

The Phoenix Players, based at Trinity Theatre in Albert Road, are back! They
are preparing to stage ‘Yard Sale’ and ‘My Funny Valentine’ two plays by
Michael Paul and Derek Webb.

Performances will be from 18th to 21st August, Wednesday to Saturday at 7.30
p.m. and a matinee on the Saturday at 2.30 p.m. Members of the audience can
be assured that strict Covid restrictions apply.

Tickets are £12 and concessions are available.  These can be obtained from
www.ticketsource.co.uk/bookit or by phoning 0845 676462.

And finally
At the Name of Jesus

This well-known hymn takes two passages and then uses those to help us so
that in times of troubles we should know we are following our God who also
suffered and came out of it triumphant and thus we should take comfort. That
this is the theme should not be surprising when you know who wrote it.



There are various versions of this hymn published in different hymnals over the
decades, having between four and six verses. The first two verses, though, are
common to all of them and they are based on two passages from the Bible,
Philippians Chapter 2 verses 6 to 10 and the Gospel of John 1 verses 1 to 4. If
you look at older translations of the bible (RSV, King James etc.), the linkage in
the wording becomes even clearer. In essence, verse 1 is Philippians Chapter
verses 10 and 11, then a joining sentence and then John 1. While verse 2 is a
retelling of verses 6 to 9 in Chapter 2 Philippians.

The fact that this links better to earlier translations should not be a surprise. The
hymn’s writer, Caroline Noel, was born in 1817 into an aristocratic family.
However, her line descended from the second son and thus had not inherited
the title or estates. The Noel family, also known as the Earls of Gainsborough,
are still based in Rutland at Exton Hall. Caroline’s grandmother also came from
a politically powerful family, the Middletons who took the title Barham when
ennobled. As a clergyman her father had also been a hymn writer. Caroline
wrote some poetry as a young lady but in the 1850s she became ill and was
after  largely bedridden. To encourage herself, and others, she returned to
writing poetry and some of these were initially published in The Name of Jesus
and Other Verses for the Sick and Lonely which was published in 1861. The
ideas and style expressed in this book of poetry, which can be read online, can
be seen in the hymn. However, the hymn is actually from the enlarged version
that was printed in 1870.

Mark Barton

Where in The World?
The answer to last month’s question was ‘Old Faithful’ the famous geyser in
Yellowstone Park, Wyoming, USA. The geyser ‘erupts’ regularly at about 90-
minute intervals shooting a jet of boiling water high into the sky.

Deadline for September issue

Items for the September issue of The Link must be submitted by Sunday, 21st

August, please.


