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June Prayer Page. 
 

We are still in lockdown, many of us finding things hard not being 
allowed to get together with friends and family. We miss the hugs, 
the touches. We may be able to get together through the internet, 
Skype, zoom…….. but it‘s just not the same. 
 

So I am putting some prayers together, that I hope will help us 
through this difficult time. 

Love never fails 
 

Even in the darkest moments, love gives hope.  
Love compels us to fight against coronavirus alongside our sisters 

and brothers living in poverty. 
Love compels us to stand together in prayer with our neighbours 

near and far. 
Love compels us to give and act as one.  

Now, it is clear that our futures are bound together more tightly than 
ever before.  

As we pray in our individual homes – around the nation and around 
the world – we are united as one family. 

So, let us pause and find a moment of peace, as we lift up our hearts 
together in prayer. 

  
A prayer for times of isolation 

 
(Romans 8:38-39) 

 



 
 

God of heaven and earth, 

in these times of isolation, 

apart from loved ones 

distant from friends 

away from neighbours 

thank you that there is nothing 

in all of creation, 

not even coronavirus, 

that is able to separate us from your love. 

 

And may your love that never fails 

continue to be shared 

through the kindness of strangers 

looking out for each other, 

for neighbours near and far 

all recognising our shared vulnerability, 

each of us grateful for every breath, 

and willing everyone to know the gift 

of a full and healthy life. 

Keep us all in your care.  

Amen.  



 Prayer for Our Uncertain Times 

May we who are merely inconvenienced remember those whose lives 

are at stake. 

 

May we who have no risk factors remember those most vulnerable. 

May we who have the luxury of working from home remember those 

who must choose between preserving their health and making their 

rent. 

 

May we who have the flexibility to care for our children when their 

schools close remember those who have no options. 

May we who have to cancel our trips remember those who have no 

safe place to go. 

 

May we who are losing our margin money in the tumult of the 

economic market remember those who have no margin at all. 

May we who settle in for a quarantine at home remember those who 

have no home. 

 

As fear grips our country, let us choose love. 

 

And during this time when we may not be able to physically wrap our 

arms around each other, let us yet find ways to be the loving 

embrace of God to our neighbours.   

Amen. 



A prayer for the world. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

God of love and hope, 

you made the world and care for all creation, 

but the world feels strange right now. 

The news is full of stories about Coronavirus. 

Some people are worried that they might get ill. 

Others are anxious for their family and friends. 

Be with them and help them to find peace. 

We pray for the doctors and nurses and scientists, 

and all who are working to discover the right medicines 

to help those who are ill. 

Thank you that even in these anxious times, 

you are with us. 

Help us to put our trust in you and keep us safe. 

 

 

Compiled by Elaine Riley 

 

 



 

Submitted by Jan Peel (who also supplied the cover picture showing 
Lichfield Cathedral) 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Do you want to learn new computer skills?  

Or brush up on your old ones? 

Would you like help with using new technolo-

gy?  

Short or long courses available. 

 

Ring Ian Bowden on 07788 733346 



PRAYER LETTER FOR MALAWI 
Reflections from my bed by Lucy Ward 
 
Lucy, a Birmingham primary school teacher has made 5 trips to Malawi 
since 2011, taking part in teacher workshops and training.  She 
contracted COVID-19 in mid-March, and was in hospital for a few days.  
She wrote these reflections during her recovery at home, focusing on the 
huge difficulties Malawi will face if and when the coronavirus spreads. 
 

I have to self-isolate.  This is perfectly possible for me because I live 
alone, own a home and have a comfortable bed to myself.   How 
will people in rural Malawi self-isolate in a one-room hut which all 
the family share? 

 
Whilst in isolation, I have the good fortune to still be paid, and a job 

to go back to once this crisis is over.  How will Malawians who rely 
on farming their land for food be able to self-isolate, or manage 
social distancing when they have to sell produce to survive? 

 
I have more than one tap in my house, and despite the crazy panic 

buying, I have soap, as well as the privilege of clean water and 
sanitation.  How is keeping clean possible in a land of shared 
latrines, shared water pumps, and ridiculously expensive soap? 

 
As a nation, we have become quite obsessed with cleaning, buying up 

anti-bacterial products for our houses.  How do you do this when 
your only means of cleaning is a hand-made broom to sweep the 
floor?  How can a communal latrine be sanitised, or how can 
anyone do anything about the endless hands touching the village 
water pump every day? 

 
We‘ve complained about the lack of some food items in our 

supermarkets, but in Malawi and across Africa, thousands of people 
live on one meal a day – usually a sort of maize porridge, with very 
little protein.  Malnutrition will be even more of a problem when the 
coronavirus hits these countries. 

 
 



Despite some significant problems and a good many setbacks, our 
NHS is here for us.  There are hundreds of well-equipped, well-
staffed hospitals here, but there are no more than about 25 hospi-
tals in Malawi, serving a total population of approximately 20 mil-
lion: almost all the hospitals lack basic equipment and resources.  
Many of them may have just one doctor, and some have none at 
all.  

 

As you are undoubtedly doing, when you pray for the situation here, and 
ponder the changed lives we are leading, please pray too for the people 
of Malawi, and those nations where the spread of the virus presents a 
battle which they will be completely unable to fight.  
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BALLAD OF THE SPIRES 
    & STEEPLE LODGE 

 
(First stanza adapted from Oscar Wilde‘s 
―Ballad of Reading Gaol‖. Remainder is mine) 
 
I never thought that I would look 
With such a wistful eye 
Upon that spreading tent of blue 
We prisoners (sorry, pensioners) call the sky, 
And every drifting cloud that went 
With sails of silver by. 
 
Yet while I stay within my home 
I still can view the scene; 
The trees, the plants, all nature‘s gifts 
In many shades of green, 
And all the colours of the flowers 
The best they‘ve ever been. 
 
The pigeons fly, the squirrels play, 
The small birds sing their song, 
And even foxes sometimes pass 
And trot the paths along. 
This then is nature telling me 
Be patient, and be strong. 
 
This time shall pass, and we shall find 
Our new life at the end: 
We‘ll have the chance to walk again 
And meet up with a friend. 
All of the shops will build their stock 
Encourage us to spend! 
 
While shops are shut, deliveries fail, 
At least we‘re not in Reading Gaol! 
 

************* 
                                   M Belman 2020 



As on all our almost daily walks during 

―lockdown‖, we have the opportunity to 

absorb and appreciate our natural 

environment. On a recent walk in Sutton Park, 

off the beaten track, I found myself stepping 

over and sometimes tripping over tree roots 

sprawling over the path (the roots not me!). 

The old anchors for the majestic trees which 

have stood proudly over many years, faithfully 

providing leafy shade and fruits in their 

season. 

I often wonder how, despite erosion and 

exposure of their gnarled and finger like 

extensions, the roots have held firm in the 

ground, spreading deeper than we can 

imagine. 

Some lean precariously off banks, reaching out 

over the water, whilst others hold earth banks 

together. 

They reminded me of 

what we can read in the Bible about how 

important firm, deep roots in Christ are, that 

not only hold us fast but are the channels of 

sustenance and vital means of growth.  

Jeremiah 17: 7-8 

―Blessed is the one who trusts in the Lord 

who confidence is in Him. They will be like a 

tree planted by the water that sends its roots 

by the steam - it does not fear when heat 

comes ……‖ John 15: 5 

 

 



Ephesians 3:19  

―I pray that you, being rooted and established in love, may …..grasp 

how wide and long is the love of Christ‖ 

Colossians 2:6/7 

So then, just as you received Christ 

Jesus as Lord, continue to live your 

lives in Him, rooted and built up in 

Him….‖ 

At times such as these we are living 
through today, we need to be strong 
in our faith in Jesus, knowing that 
being rooted in Him is our strong foundation. 
 
Jan Peel 

 



 Trivial Pursuits 
 

When Penny emailed me and asked if I had any Bon Mots for the June 
magazine I felt quite flattered. I was flattered that she thought that I 
would know what she meant. But a gnawing insecurity compelled me to 
check on Google first, just in case it meant a recipe for a French 
chocolate cake. 
 
I discovered that a Bon Mot is a clever or witty saying, so I felt even 
more flattered then. Flattered but also terrified, because at the time I 
didn‘t feel I had any mots to share, bon or otherwise!  
 
I know that we are supposed to have used the lockdown to engage in all 
kinds of virtuous and self-improving activities. I feared that I would be 
expected to reveal the fruits of some profound theological reflection 
about the impact of these strange times.  
 
But I can‘t, because I haven‘t had any!  
 
I can‘t, because during lockdown, my thoughts have drifted into a 
freewheeling state, a vacant musings, and my activities can best be 
described as trivial pursuits. Trivial pursuits which have gradually filled 
my days.  
 
I‘ve spent hours gazing out of the window. Those birds are just so 
interesting. Cheeky sparrows tussling with jewel-like blue tits and 
gormless pigeons, stately black crows strutting imperiously across the 
lawn while magpies sweep in like plundering highwaymen. Is that the 
time already? Let‘s have coffee.  
 
And as for the clouds, who knew that there were so many different sorts, 
colours and patterns? I can spend ages watching galleons sail across the 
sky while giants stare down at me and weird animals cavort around. 
That‘s another half hour gone.  
 
Reading the paper from cover to cover is great way of whiling away 
some time, especially if you include the bits you never usually read like 
the business section or the fashion pages.  Then I need to up-date my 
phone apps and watch some YouTube videos.  



Did you see the one of dogs eating their dinner while a bored sports 
commentator does a pastiche commentary? Brilliant!  And then it‘s time 
to have another coffee.  
 
Have you discovered Podcasts? There are hundreds of them on any 
subject you could imagine. My favourite is from the New Yorker 
Magazine where you can listen to a smart and sassy take on life in the 
USA. Similarly I‘ve started listening to audio books. What could be nicer 
than lolling in an armchair while an old thespian brings to life a 
favourite novel? Is it lunchtime yet? 
 
During this quiet time little can compare with the excitement of the 
occasional plane coming over on its approach to Birmingham airport. As 
soon as I hear one I run outside to watch. I gasp as the PIA jumbo 
hangs there as if by magic, and cheer as the unusual military transport 
plane lumbers in and I imagine it being full much needed supplies for 
the NHS. The greatest thrill was when I spied what looked like two Red 
Arrow jets sweeping in. Must be tea time now.  
 
Another thrill is provided by the Cross City line which runs across the 
bottom of our garden. This has blessed me with a fascinating task; 
monitoring the passengers. Every half an hour I look up and count. 
Three this time, only one on that train, gosh that one was empty. 
Perhaps I should draw a graph or a pie chart!  
 
As I‘m fortunate enough to have a garden I‘ve been able to carry out a 
full tour of inspection at least twice a day. As St Monty of Don is often 
reminding us, there is always something to wonder at in a garden. How 
fortuitous that lockdown came in the spring giving us plenty of time to 
chart the progress of blossom and the emergence of leaves and flower 
buds. And then there’s the chance to actually do something. My lawn 
has never been scarified and cut with such diligence. What better than 
a bit of weeding or pruning before drinking a well earned glass of beer? 
 
Last, but by no means least, I must not forget the joy of pricking out 
seedlings and nurturing them like precious babies. The peace of the 
potting shed brings a cathedral like stillness and a wonderful sense of 
cooperating with our creator God........Phew, I‘ve managed to say 
something spiritual at last, that‘s a relief!  



And it‘s now almost time for dinner.  
 
I just thought I‘d share some of the trivial pursuits that have helped me 
through the lockdown. Not very Bon Mot I‘m afraid, but at least if you‘ve 
got this far you‘ve managed to add a trivial pursuit to your own day and 
fritter away a bit of time doing nothing useful at all! 
 
Look forward to seeing you sometime soon.  
 
With love 
 
Canon Andrew Menniss  

Christian Aid launched a Coronavirus Appeal to help them limit the impact 
on the communities they work with.  
   
This year‘s Christian Aid Week was undoubtedly a different experience 
as Christian Aid Week was launched with daily live stream of prayers, virtual 
quizzes and the introduction of  the e-envelope as a digital way to share the 
Christian Aid Week story with family and friends to ask for a donation. 
 
At St Michael's, we opened a Facebook fundraising page, free from any 
commission and raised £1,100 from on line donations. 
 
For church members who don‘t use social media, they can donate directly 
via the Christian Aid website or by telephone 020 7523 2269.  
  
With your support, we have enabled Christian Aid to continue our vital work 
with the poorest and most vulnerable people in the world.   
 
Sofa fundraising has certainly been easier than trying to promote donations 
through envelopes and been more cost effective as no promotional 
materials were used. 
 
Who knows what the future holds for house to house collections....but one 

thing is for certain, we have played a small part in helping Christian Aid 

carry on through these uncertain times. 

 

Sue Smart 

https://www.christianaid.org.uk/appeals/emergencies/coronavirus-emergency-appeal
http://www.christianaid.org.uk/give-money/make-donation


 

A Different Garden Party 
 

Late last night, with great care, I walked 
down the garden in the dark and quiet of 
a lockdown evening to look at what is 
called the Flower moon.  This was the 
last of the 3 supermoons of 2020, when 
the moon is at its shortest distance from 
earth making it look larger and brighter. 
As the 2nd full moon of spring, it was 
known by the early native North 
American tribes as the Flower moon as 
flowers in these areas were in great 
abundance at this time. However it is also 
known as the Corn Planting Moon, the 

Milk Moon and the Hare Moon. Whilst urban lighting affected the clarity 
of my view, it was still an interesting sight.    
 
Early this morning, as I was sitting out in the quiet of the garden, I 
looked at the blue sky, the trees and the plants and then, listening, 
(before the traffic built up) to the birds sing and the insects humming, I 
marvelled at the beauty in this small space.  A particular hymn came to 
mind which we will all recognize, the music of which has been 
accompanying me through my gardening today.  
 

For the beauty of the earth 
For the glory of the skies, 

For the love which from our birth 
Over and around us lies 

Lord of all, to Thee we raise 
This our joyful hymn of praise. 

For the beauty of each hour 
Of the day and of the night, 

Hill and vale and tree and flower 
Sun and Moon and stars of light 

 
For the joy of human love, 

Brother, sister, parent, child. 
 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Flower moon 2020 



Friends on earth and friends above 
For all gentle thoughts and mild. 

 
For each perfect gift of Thine 
To the world so freely given. 

Graces human and divine 
Flowers of earth and buds of heaven. 

Lord of all, to Thee we raise 
This our joyful hymn of praise. 

 

The words of this hymn were written by Folliott Sandford Pierpoint who 
occasionally taught classics at Cambridge but spent most of his life in Bath 
and the south west. He was a hymn writer and poet. This is his most famous 
hymn and was written in 1864 when he was 29. It is said to be based on 
Ephesians 5:20 and to have been inspired by the view of his home city of 
Bath and the river Avon on a spring day. 
 
Sitting there I was reflecting that May is one of my favourite months. A time 
when the leaves on the trees are fresh and clean and new; when the 
perennial plants are beginning to fill out but not overwhelming the borders.  
Having had an incredibly wet winter followed by a number of weeks of 
glorious, warm weather, the plants seem to be well ahead of where they 
would normally be at this point in the month.  
 

I had planned a garden party this year, possibly in June, and as usual would 
have raised funds for the charity important to me, the MS Trust. This will 

obviously no longer be 
possible, but I would 
like to invite you to 
my magazine 
garden party, using 
a series of pictures of 
plants flowering in the 
garden over the last 
few days and hope 
you will enjoy them 
from ‗a distance‘. 
 
 

Sadly there will be no cake!! 
 



As I stand on the patio I wish I 
had ‗smellavision‘ as one virtual 
garden owner on the NGS 
(National Garden Scheme) site 
called it. A couple of years ago 
we bought a small rhododendron 
which has been in a pot on the 
patio and is beginning to very 
slowly increase in size. It is 
called Rhododendron Tinkerbird 
and smells wonderful. The winter 
fragrance from Coronilla has now 
finished, to be followed on by this pretty plant which scents the patio 
and garden near the back door. 

Also on the patio is a pretty Tiarella, 
which has flowered well despite 
horrible soil and deep shade and a 
collection of miniature hostas in old 
cooking containers. 
 
 
 

 

Miniature Hostas 

Actinidia kolomikta 
On the wall near our patio door we have 
an Actinidia kolomikta, sometimes called 
the variegated kiwi vine, a climber that 
can grow quite high, which it is currently 
doing in our garden. It loves a sunny 
wall or fence, when the pretty pink and 

white variegation becomes more pronounced and lasts longer. It needs 
good support as the trunks can become quite thick. I have read that cats 
find young plants as attractive as catmint. In our garden the cats prefer 
the catmint trough! 

Tiarella Pink Skyrocket 

 
 

Rhododendron Tinkerbird & Acer 



Left border 
Whilst tidying around the lawn, I 
took a closer look at a plant which 
went into the garden last year. 
The detail of each flower of the 
Euphorbia Ascot Rainbow is quite 
amazing, something I had not 

looked at before. With all this time in 
the garden, I have taken in the detail 
of the plants at a different level and 
appreciated even more, the amazing 
quality of nature.  

 
Euphorbia martini, or 
Martin‘s spurge, a 
dwarf subshrub, is a hybrid of 2 species of Euphorbia 
and was found growing wild in southern France. It 
forms a mound-shape, no more than 2ft high, with 
lance shaped leaves which are yellow edged, turning 
pink in the cooler months. From early spring to early 
summer the plant is covered in clusters of variegated 
green, lime and cream flowers which have a deep red 
‗eye‘. It is tolerant of heat and drought, growing well in 
well-drained soil in full sun or dappled shade, in a gravel 
garden, a container or in the border. It is resilient to 
most diseases and easy to care for.  

 
The flowering shoots should be cut 
back to the ground before the first 
frost, remembering that care should 
always be taken and gloves always 
worn when working with euphorbias, 
as their sap is poisonous and 
particularly irritating to the skin. 

This is a beautiful plant for the whole 
year but a close look at this time of 
year rewards you with quite amazing beauty. 

Euphorbia 

Euphorbia  Close Up 



On the lawn border, we have 2 camellias. The 
red one was rescued as a pot bound, straggly 
18inch 'stick' from a special friend‘s garden 
and is now 5ft high.  The white one is Camellia 
rosthorniana 'Cupido' and has masses of small 
flowers from March to mid-May.  It was bought 
as a 2ft plant but is now between 4ft and 5ft.  
It is suit-
able for 
growing 
as a pot 
plant 
which, I 
imagine, 

would 
keep it relatively small. We wait 
to see how large it will grow in the border. 

 

    Heuchera Marmalade       Nandina & Ranunculus 

 

 

  Lawn Border      Geum Can Can 



We bought the Omphalodes at Felley Priory 
in Nottinghamshire some years ago and it 
has taken some years for this plant to 
establish and now gives us weeks of 
intensely blue flowers against the acid 
green of the Euphorbia. 
 
In the current National Trust magazine 
there is a picture of the sea as the sun is 
going down, with these words. 
In these uncertain times we know you 
might feel unsure… 
 
But flowers still grow, birds still sing and 
waves still sweep the shore. 
 
And with the rising and setting of the sun, 

Nature reminds us all that brighter days will come. 
 

As time moves on, in this uncertain and confusing period, we 
become increasingly aware of the people, places and everyday 
happenings that we have taken for granted and miss. I‘m sure that 
we all look forward to a time when we‘ll be able to enjoy sharing 
that ‗together‘ time, wherever that might be for each one of us. 
In the meantime here are my pictures. More to follow!  
 
Angela Grudzinski 

 

     Clematis Guernsey Cream 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Euphorbia Polychroma 
and Omphalodes    



This letter came to Our Lady of the Wayside Church in Shirley. 

In the absence of church services our parish secretary is emailing a 
weekly update and thought for the week. This week it included the 
following (sent from America via an Irish relative). I thought I would 
share it with you: 
 
For a small amount of perspective at this moment, imagine you were 
born in 1900. When you are 14, World War I starts and ends on your 
18th birthday with 22 million people killed. Later in the year, a Spanish 
Flu epidemic hits the planet and runs until you are 20. Fifty million 
people die from it in those two years. Yes, 50 million. 
 
When you're 29, the Great Depression begins. Unemployment hits 25%, 
global GDP drops 27%. That runs until you are 33. The country nearly 
collapses along with the world economy. When you turn 39, World War 
II starts. You aren‘t even over the hill yet. 
 
When you're 41, the United States is fully pulled into WWII. Between 
your 39th and 45th birthday, 75 million people perish in the war and the 
Holocaust kills six million. At 52, the Korean War starts, and five million 
perish. 
 
Approaching your 62nd birthday you have the Cuban Missile Crisis, a 
tipping point in the Cold War. Life on our planet, as we know it, could 
well have ended. Great leaders prevented that from happening. 
At 64 the Vietnam War begins, and it doesn‘t end for many years. Four 
million people die in that conflict. 
 
As you turn 75, the Vietnam War finally ends. Think of everyone on the 
planet born in 1900. How do you survive all of that? A kid in 1985 didn‘t 
think their 85-year-old grandparent understood how hard school was. 
Yet those grandparents (and now great grandparents) survived through 
everything listed above. 
 
Perspective is an amazing art. Let‘s try and keep things in perspective. 
Let‘s be smart, help each other out, and we will get through all of this. 
In the history of the world, there has never been a storm that lasted. 
This too shall pass. 



 
 
 

  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 

 
MONDAY 

 
 
WEDNESDAY 

 
 
THURSDAY 

 
 
FRIDAY 

 

Cubs 6.45 Scout HQ 
Choir 7.00 South Aisle 
Contact Angela Grudzinski 373 1899 

Luncheon Club 12.30pm Church Hall 
Contact Ruth Yates 354 4248 
Rainbows 5.00 – 6.00 Church Hall 
Brownies 6.15 – 7.30 Church Hall 
Contact Liz Claybrook 07906 958532 
Email liz.claybrook@yahoo.co.uk 
Guides 7.00 -  8.30 Church Hall 
Contact Hayley Bryer 07876 361952 
Email hayleydench@hotmail.co.uk  
Bellringers 7.45 Church Tower 
Contact Dave Reeves 354 6264 
The Guild See ‗What‘s On‘ Page  
Contact Angela Grudzinski – 

Chair 
373 1899 

Little Lights  9.45 South Aisle 
Knit & Natter 2.00—4.00 Church Hall 
Contact Ruth Murray 608 3599 
Scouts 7.30 Scout HQ 

Flower Guild Friday Mornings Church 
Contact Chris Reeves 354 6264 
Beavers 6.15 Scout HQ 
For Beavers, Cubs and Scouts   
Contact Bob Moore 07930 543747 
Email       moorera@blueyonder.co.uk 



ASTON & NECHELLS FOODBANK COVID-19 UPDATE 
  

During April, there was a ―step change‖ in demand at our centres, 
showing an increase of 43% on our April 2019 figures.  The main 
increase was due to redundancies, or the ending of zero hours 
contracts.  Problems were exacerbated by delays in the payment of 
Universal Credit for those claiming for the first time.  A smaller increase 
in demand was the result of school closures.  A number of families with 
children who usually receive free school meals have come to us because 
the voucher system provided for these children proved to be unreliable 
at the start. 
    
At the beginning of April, we were close to running out of food, due to 
the stringent restrictions and shortages due to panic buying at many 
supermarkets.  The situation has eased considerably now, and we have 
been able to bulk-buy popular long-life food lines that we had been 
short of, boosting our stocks at the warehouse.  In addition, some local 
supermarket branches, notably TESCO, have started to make regular 
food donations. 
  
We have been enabled to buy a good deal of extra stock through a 
number of significant donations and generous grants, some applied for, 
others unsolicited.  Our Just Giving appeal has so far raised £2,100 from 
many private donations.  We are overwhelmed by the support, and want 
to send a huge THANKYOU to everyone who has helped in this way.  We 
continue also to be enormously grateful to the many churches, 
community groups and individuals who have ensured that we still 
receive plenty of those much-needed food donations over this very 
difficult time. 
  
Do please continue to support us.  We anticipate a high demand for 
many months to come, with possibly even greater numbers attending 
our centres. 
  
N Cripps 
6 May2020 



MEMORIES OF VE DAY ON 8TH MAY 1945 
   
In 1945 the war in Europe ended.  I recall the celebrations on VE Day, 
when my younger brother David and I (aged respectively 11 and 13) 
attended our local bonfire.  We had intended to create our own around 
the corner in The Boulevard, with our own home-made fireworks (we 
could buy the sulphur and saltpetre from Walker‘s the chemist on Sutton 
Parade, and the charcoal from the coalman), but the Boulevard at the 
time was still a cul-de-sac, and my Dad said we would not get police 
permission because it would block access for the residents.  Many of the 
local roads were closed to allow for street parties and bonfires, provided 
that traffic diversions could be arranged.  So we went to the one in the 
middle of Station Road, just on the west side of the bridge, yards from 
where the 100-kilo bomb had created a crater on 15th Oct 1940.  
 
 

The area today is occupied by a 
block of flats, but at that time, in 
between Voce‘s the newsagents 
and the path up to the west side 
of the LMS Railway‘s Wylde 
Green station (steam trains from 
New Street towards Lichfield 
Trent Valley) on the grassy 
space which is visible in the 
picture had been built a brick 
public air raid shelter, square in 

shape, around 7or 8 feet high, with a flat concrete roof.  David and I 
managed to climb up on to the roof, and there we sat and enjoyed the 
bonfire in the middle of the road, and the fireworks.  And I remembered 
the recent years. 
 
On Sunday 3rd September we had listened to Chamberlain‘s speech on 
the wireless.  I went up to my bedroom, looked out of the window at 
the new sight of  the inflated elephants known as barrage balloons, and 
said out loud ―I hate the Germans!‖  Even as a 7-year old, I knew that 
life was going to change. 
 

 



The sounds of aeroplane engines overhead 
and Ack-Ack (anti-aircraft fire), and the sight 
of shell-bursts, barrage balloons and 
searchlights were common during 1940 and 
1941.  Our home in Station Road faced 
roughly north-west, and from my second-floor 
bedroom window at the back of the house, I 
could sometimes see the fires from 
Birmingham six miles to the south, and on the 
night of 14/15 November 1940 on the south-
eastern horizon I watched the glow of the 
fires from the city of Coventry.  We would 
collect shrapnel on the way to school, and a 
burned-out incendiary bomb was a real find.  

On D-Day in 1944 we had listened to the BBC bulletins on a wireless set 
in the classroom at school, and from then on things slowly began to 
improve. 
 
Now, although there was still fighting in the Far East, for us it was over.  
Japan surrendered a few months later.  We still had rationing, but life 
could begin to return to normal. By the grace of God, our family had 
survived. 
 
Michael Belman - May 2020 

 

 
From an 18 year old Spitfire pilot who went on to live 96 years. A keen 
fisherman who was thinking of river banks even in a dog fight. 
 

―I look up and see them (German fighter planes) as they half roll and 

start to come down into the dogfight, fresh for the fray. Is there no end 

to them? The sun glints on their wings and bellies as they roll like trout 

in a stream, streaking over smooth round pebbles. Trout streams, water 

meadows, waders, fast flowing water, the pretty barmaid 

at the inn.  

Dear God, why this?‖ 



Dear people of St Michael's Church 
 
Rev’d Emma Sykes’ Licensing for St Barnabas, Erdington 

Today Rev‘d Emma Sykes is going to be licensed as Vicar of St Barnabas 
Church, Erdington by the Bishop of Aston, The Right Rev‘d Anne 
Hollinghurst.  Due to the nature of the times this is going to be done on 
Zoom.  However, there will be an opportunity in the future for a 
celebration of the beginning of Emma‘s ministry at St Barnabas.  Today I 
am writing to ask you to pray for Emma, her husband Andrew (Mac) and 
Josh and Joel, their sons. 

Emma worshipped at St Michael‘s Church before she went forward for 
ordination, trained at St John‘s College in Nottingham, and then became 
curate and Associate Minister at St Martin‘s in the Bullring.  

Emma was appointed Associate Missioner at St Michael‘s and alongside 
her work with CPAS and Birmingham Diocese she expressed this ministry 
in a variety of ways. 

From the beginning of the appointment the role was focused on 
community engagement and developing leadership and disciples.  She 
represented St Michael‘s Church on the Boldmere Partnership and 
became chair of the group.  She organised the Celebrate Boldmere 
events held at St Michael‘s Church, bringing together secular and faith 
groups who had a passion for Boldmere. 

Emma led a Growing Leaders course at St Michael‘s and this led to an 
invitation to lead the course in Malawi.  

Emma began the Sunday evening Breathe service, and her desire 
to  engage with people on the edges of the church and beyond was also 
expressed in leading a course called the Happiness Lab at Wetherspoons. 

Emma‘s ministry has been expressed from a passion for mission, 
community engagement and seeing people grow in their discipleship.  

Emma will continue to be a priest in the Aston and Sutton Coldfield 
Deanery.  We look forward to celebrating her new ministry in Erdington, 
and meanwhile please pray for her and the family as they begin this next 
stage of their lives in strange and challenging times for us all. 

  

Rev‘d Gary Birchall 



GUATEMALA UNDER LOCKDOWN 
 
Our CMS partner, Azaria Spencer, keeps 
in touch with her ―home‖ churches by 
sending emails, messages and blogs 
about her life in Guatemala.  Here are 
extracts from two recent emails as she 
faces the coronavirus lockdown in her 
adopted country.   
 

17th March 2020 
Let‘s begin by remembering God‘s purpose in these uncertain and 
difficult times: ―And we know that in all things God works for the good 
of those who love him, who have been called according to his 
purpose.‖  (Romans 8:28). 
 
Gifts from God:  A soft fluttering catches the corner of my eye as a 
hummingbird feeds from the brightly coloured (plastic) flowers filled 
with sweetened water.  I can even hear the soft sound of its wings as 
they vibrate through the air.   Every hummingbird I see is like 
receiving a gift from God.  Their beauty and form captivate me, hence 
the feeder on my balcony.  It is March 17th 2020, Day 1 of Guatemala‘s 
lockdown against COVID-19, and I am sitting in my ―home office‖, the 
balcony in full view.  In these unexpected and challenging times, I rest 
in the truth that nothing is a shock to God – he is with us and he is 
working.  His gifts include my pleasure in watching the hummingbird.  
  
27th March 
Going into week 3 of the lockdown, I still find these are strange and 

challenging times indeed.   We have a curfew from 4 p.m. to 4 a.m. 

when no one can be outside at all.  This is enforced with fines and jail 

sentences.  A huge blessing is that we are able to provide some 

emergency care and food parcels to our families and those most 

vulnerable, and we‘re especially grateful for donations from some very 

generous supporters.   However, one trip to the supermarket recently 

took me literally all day!    

 



By the time I‘d walked to the wrong store, found the right one, been 
‗sprayed‘, waited in a queue, contacted the young man who would help 
bring the goods back with me, sorted out the required voucher, 
collected all the supplies, found a man to act as porter (with a sort of 
back panier, held by a strap across his forehead!) and returned to our 
centre, I was fit to drop. 
 
Many thanks for your prayers, support and love.   Please continue to 
pray for us as we seek God‘s wisdom and guidance in trying to find 
ways in which we can best support our families during the lockdown. 
My prayers are with you all too.  
 
Love,  Azaria 
 
Azaria is planning to be back in the UK for about 6 months from late 
August this year in order to visit her link churches and supporters, and 
to spend time with family and friends, after which she very much hopes 
to return to Guatemala for a further 3 years.  In the face of COVID-19, 
her plans are tentative, but we hope to be able to welcome her at St 
Michael‘s before the end of the year. 
 
Liz Carr 

APPLE TRAY BAKE 
 
Ingredients: 7ozs butter or margarine, 
7ozs dark brown sugar, 7ozs self raising 
flour, 2 beaten eggs, Teaspoon mixed 
spice, 4 eating apples, peeled & 
chopped, Demerara sugar. 
 
Method: Melt butter and sugar together 
in the microwave (2 minutes). Add flour, 
spice, eggs and apples. Pour into lined  
8 inch square tin. Sprinkle with 
Demerara sugar. Bake at 180 for 30 minutes or so until firm to touch. 
Leave in tin to cool. Turn out and enjoy. 

  



CHURCHYARD TALES 
 
The Churchyard has been in the history of this Parish for over 150 
years, and has become the final resting place to generations. 
Here is one of its stories......  
 
John FODEN (1846 – 1911) – aged 65 years                                                            
Emma FODEN (1848 – 1930) – aged 82 years                                                                
William FODEN (1875 – 1877) – aged 2 years                                                                        
John Arthur FODEN (1873 – 1895) – aged 22 years  
                                                         
John Foden was born on Gravelly Lane, Erdington in the late summer of 
1845, son of Matthew (an Agricultural Labourer) and Amelia, and was 
the second of their 6 children. 
 
By the age of 14, (1861), John had become an Agricultural Labourer, 
like his father and continued to live with the family on Gravelly Lane. 

 

                                                                                                                               
Ordnance Survey Map 1886 

 
John‘s father Matthew died in late August 1868, aged just 48 years old. 
John was now aged only 23, and became a major breadwinner for the 
family.  
 
It later became clear that John was an ambitious individual, and this 

shock in the family may have been the jolt he needed to make sure he 

improved his life. 



 

 

John lived at home on Gravelly Lane at the time of the Census on 2nd 
April 1871. His life however was soon to change. 
 
John had met Emma MORRIS, the daughter of Solomon (an 
Agricultural Labourer) and Esther who in 1861 lived in Walmley.         
Esther‘s ‗maiden name‘ was ‗Foden‘, and it is likely there was some family 
link. 
 
It is not known when John met Emma, but in 1868 she had had a 
daughter Sarah, and while it is not known if John was the father of 
Sarah, it is unlikely.  
 
In the same 1871 Census, Emma and Sarah were recorded as living with 
her uncle William Foden in Sutton Coldfield, where Emma was his 
housekeeper. 
 
John and Emma married at St Peter and St Paul‘s Church, Aston on                      
10th April 1871.  

 

By 1881, John and Emma were registered as living in a cottage on 
Boldmere Road. The cottage was two houses from The Gate Public 
House (towards Jockey Road).  John was recorded as being both an 
Agricultural Labourer and a Shopkeeper, and the house on Boldmere 
Road may well have been a small shop, which was quite usual at that 
time. 
 
The family had grown to include, Sarah (now Foden) as well as Ada 
(b: 1872), John Arthur (b:1874), George (b: 1878) and Alice (b: 1879). 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Boldmere Road c1912. (The Gate PH centre left)                                                    
Courtesy: Peter Knight collection. 

 
Sadly, the records held at St Michael‘s Church show that a further son, 
William who had been born in 1875, died on 7th April 1877 aged just 2 
years old, and was buried at St Michael‘s church. 
 
The following 10 years saw a substantial improvement in the lifestyle of 
the Foden family. John, in 1891 was recorded as ‗Living on his own 
means‘. The family including Emma, and children Ada John, George and 
Alice were still living on ‗The Coldfield‘ the area now known as Boldmere, 
and in the cottage near The Gate pub. 
 
Living on his own means, meant exactly that, and investigations suggest, 
that by 1891 John was the owner of the property on Chester Road, New 
Oscott, known as ‗Foden‘s buildings‘. This would have provided him and 
the family with a rental income. 
 
The boundaries of ‗New Oscott‘ in 1891 covered an area to the South 
and East of Oscott College. The Chester Road was sparsely occupied at 
this time, but from the Ordnance Survey map of 1886, there can be seen 
a long row of dwellings situated opposite the entrance lodge to 
‗Fernwood‘ and this was ‗Foden‘s buildings‘. 



 

       

             
Foden‘s Buildings seen to the left of Rose Cottage, which was located on 

Court Lane, diagonally opposite to the the lodge of Oscott College 
 
A further bereavement struck the family in 1895, when son John Ar-
thur died aged just 22 on 13th September. He was buried at St Michael‘s 
church. 
 
Within the next 6 years, and by 1901, John, Emma and daughters Ada 
and Alice had moved to a large property at 250 Chester Road, New Os-
cott. The property was also the family business, a Grocers and Off-
Licence. This was situated at the Court Lane end of Foden‘s Buildings. 
The shop business was managed by Ada, with sister Alice as her Assis-
tant. 
 
This was to remain the family home for a number of years, and until at 
least 1930. 
 
John died aged 65 years on 1st October 1911, and was buried at                                          
St Michael‘s Church. Emma died 19 years later, on 29th August 1930,                
at 250 Chester Road, New Oscott, aged 82, and was buried with hus-
band John and her sons William and John Arthur. 



 

 

       
 

Peter Knight (with thanks to Penny Jennings) 

 



 

 

 

Visit our website at www.stmichaels.org.uk 

  
Get sermons etc. at www.stmichaelsmedia.org.uk 

Tailing Off…. 

Magazine articles please for the  

JULY / AUGUST 

magazine to:  

jenningspenny@aol.com 
 

By 10th June 2020 

 

 

 

 
 

For bookings ring: 
 

Church Administrator 0121 373 0207 

 

2020 
 

THE YEAR MY BIN  
 

WENT OUT MORE 
 

THAN ME! 



 WHO’S WHO AT ST MICHAEL’S 
 

Vicar: Rev. Gary Birchall 
Tel: 354 4501 
Email:revgary@stmichaels.org.uk  
(off Tuesdays) 
  

209 Station Road 
Sutton Coldfield 
B73 5EL 
  

Curate: Rev’d Cath Walker 
Tel: 07307 255828 
Email: revcath@stmichaels.org.uk 
(off Fridays) 

 

Associate Missioner: 
Rev’d Emma Sykes - 
revemma@stmichaels.org.uk   
 

Children’s and Families’ 
Missioner 
Jeanette Nicholls - 
cfm@stmichaels.org.uk 
 

Churchwardens: 
Pete Swaine 
Tel: 07846 401334 
Email: peter@swaine.plus.com  

  
Jude Leonard 
Tel: 0121 373 0012 
Emaill: judinator1@hotmail.com 

Readers: 
Elaine Riley    Tel: 354 4157 
Gary Connell   07717 239904  

 

Lay Pastoral Ministers: 
Val Bryon   07886 397945 
Liz Carr    354 3769 
Kevin Hunt   313 2376 
Margaret Smoldon  355 4226 
Trudy Walsh   355 4128 

Peter Edmonds  354 3200 
Lin Benson   373 1227 
Edwina Connell  682 9119 
Fran Lumley   354 5490 
Mick Walsh   355 4128 
Helen Menniss  07814 911129 

 
 

 
 

 
Stewardship Secretary   
Edwina Connell 

 
Tel:   07717 239904 
Email: edwinaconnell@yahoo.co.uk 
 

Church Administrator  
Liz Claybrook 
Tel: 373 0207 
Email: liz.claybrook@stmichaels.org.uk 
Mon, Wed & Fri 9.30 -2.30pm 

 
Church Office 
St Michael’s Church 
Church Road, Boldmere 
Sutton Coldfield 
B73 5RX 
 

mailto:liz.claybrook@stmichaels.org.uk



