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On a hill far away stood an old rugged cross, 
The emblem of suffering and shame; 

And I love that old cross where the dearest and best 
For a world of lost sinners was slain. 

 
O, the old rugged cross, so despised by the world, 

Has a wonderous attraction for me; 
For the dear Lamb of God left his glory above 

To bear it to dark Calvary. 
 

In the old rugged cross, stained with blood so divine; 
A wonderous beauty I see; 

For ‘twas on that old cross Jesus suffered and died 
To pardon and sanctify me. 

 
To the old rugged cross I will ever be true, 

Its shame and reproach gladly bear; 
Then He’ll call me some day to my home far away, 

When His glory for ever I’ll share. 
 

So I’ll cherish the old rugged cross 
Till my trophies at last I lay down; 
I will cling to the old rugged cross 

And exchange it some day for a crown. 
 
 



 

 

 

 

‘GOOD’ FRIDAY 

As a child growing up in Kirkdale in the mid-sixties, I remember 
playing on odd bits of wasteland and rubble dotted along the 
streets that I used as a playground with my friends. We called them 
‘Bombdies’. 

Health and safety aside it was a relatively ‘safe’ place to play with 
my friends as we navigated the broken bricks, charred wood and 
bits of smashed crockery. If we were lucky, one or two of these 
‘Bombdies’ still had odd bits of wall intact which would further fire 
our imagination. It wasn’t until I was older that I understood what 
these places were, and then the significance of our ‘playgrounds’ 
took on greater meaning. These places were of course the remnants 
of houses that had succumbed to the shelling during WW2.  

There I was, with my friends playing in the rubble of war, twenty 
years or so after the allied victory over Nazi Germany and the 
celebrations of VE Day. In our ignorance, we revelled in the freedom 
won at such great cost. 

VE day 1945 marked the end of hostilities; the end of a war that had 
raged across the world for six years taking with it millions of lives 
and wiping out communities, but it also heralded in a new era of 
freedom, prosperity and hope. And there I was playing in the 
aftermath that remained in these ‘Bombdies’ decades later. 

It is right for us to commemorate and even celebrate the end of war 
without of course forgetting the cost. 

As we look towards Easter, we celebrate another great victory, the 
ultimate victory of life over death, as we celebrate God’s victory 
through Jesus Christ over sin and evil, but again we do so without 
forgetting the cost. 

The cost of the victory is as important as the victory itself and it’s 
why Christians commemorate Good Friday as well as celebrating 
Easter Day. 

We live under the victory God has won for us through the death and 
resurrection of Jesus Christ whilst still living with the scars from the 
battle. 

 
2 



 

God will one day restore His creation but until he does we have to 
play on the ‘Bomdies’, but we do so under the freedom, prosperity 
and hope won for us through our Saviour Jesus Christ. 

As we celebrate Easter and maybe the 75th anniversary of VE day, 
let’s do so remembering the cost but revelling in the hope. 

Happy Easter. 

Jeff 

 
 

 

INFANT BLESSING 

On Sunday 15th March 2020 

Rev Jeff Hughes conducted the Service 

For 

ROSIE ELIZABETH 

Daughter of Jemma & Stephen Pearson 

We welcome Rosie Elizabeth into the Church family 

      

FUNERAL 

On Wednesday 18th March 2020 

Rev Jeff Hughes 

conducted the Interment Service at Landican Cemetery 

for 

WILLIAM LEONARD ROPER 

followed by a 
 Service of Thanksgiving for his Life 

in Church.  

May he rest in peace and rise in glory 

We send our love, condolences and sympathy to Glyn and Philip,   
their family and friends on the passing of their father. 
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NEWS OF THE CHURCH FAMILY and FRIENDS 
The coronavirus is very unpleasant and we hope and pray that our 
members, their families and friends do not catch this terrible “bug”. 

We remember in our prayers our members and friends who are not 
always able to join us on a Sunday for whatever reason and in 
particular: - Jeanette Adams, Alison Alderson, Peter Carroll, Ralph & 
Iris Hatton, Jo & Sid Johns, Margaret Lloyd, Nora McGrath, Glennie 
Mortimer, Glyn & Philip Roper, Mary Segar, Claire, Phil & Erin 
Thomas and Hazel Tune.  

SOCIAL REPORT 
Here are some dates for your diary for future events –  
Friday 15th May – Pie & Pudding Night with a raffle. Any profit will 
go to Christian Aid. 
Sunday 5th August – Church Outing to Thurstaston from 1.00 p.m. 
to 4.00 p.m. Bring a picnic. 
Sunday 4th October – Our annual “Harvest Lunch.” 
Thursday 26th November – Thanksgiving Supper. 
So we have such a lot to look forward to, so keep warm and wash 
your hands!! 
All of these dates are now provisional and subject to the 
Government’s emergency laws to prevent the spread of the 
coronavirus. 
Fred Foulkes (Convener) 
 
 

**CORONAVIRUS UPDATE** 

As our response to the virus, there are four things that we can all do: 

Pray – for God to aid scientists in discovering a vaccine quickly. And 
for the witness of the church; that we will not allow the coronavirus 
to quarantine our faith 

Act responsibly. Wash your hands and follow health official’s 
guidance. 

Respect the space of others. 

Trust God and rest in His peace. 

“The Lord gives strength to his people! The Lord blesses his people 
with peace! (Psalm 29:11) 
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A Prayer as we face Coronavirus 
Father God, 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 or paying 
the 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 that have no 
safe place to go. 
May we who are losing our spare cash or savings in the tumult of the 
economic market remember those who have nothing to spare 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. 
During this time when we cannot physically wrap our arms around 
each other, let us yet find ways to be the loving embrace of God to 
our neighbours. 
Amen. 

 
FABRIC REPORT 
A lot of jobs have been given the  “go ahead” and  one in particular, 
which is fairly urgent, is to repair and make water tight the roof 
above the passage between the West Room and the Kinghorn 
Vestry. We are also going to get two new radiators to replace the 
old and useless ones in the Kinghorn Vestry. 

The East Room, behind the stage, is up and running as the new 
“Church Office” but it can still be used for small meetings. 

Slates have slipped off the Church roof – so far there are no leaks!! 

Thanks to Barry and Jamie for fixing the door bell and an extra light 
outside the hall. 

Thanks to Mark for cutting the hedges etc and making sure that the 
pigeons don’t get into the roof space. 

Special thanks to all who do the little jobs in Church, quietly and 
without being asked. Much appreciated. 
Fred Foulkes (Convener) 
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A TRIBUTE TO WILLIAM (Bill) ROPER.  

29.11.1926 – 26.2.2020 

Bill, together with his wife Betty and sons Glyn and Philip 
transferred their membership to Prenton URC in 1974 when St Paul’s 
Presbyterian Church in North Road closed. Bill had been an Elder 
and Church Secretary at St Paul’s. 

Bill served Prenton as an Elder for many years and was a very 
active and conscientious worker who enjoyed visiting the members 
on his “list”. 

Bill also did a tremendous number of “odd jobs” around our church 
buildings and I remember, in particular, that he would repair or 
replace the broken small leaded-light panes of glass in the hall and 
church windows. He was also very handy with a paint brush!! 
(having been a painter and decorator by profession). 

For many years he led our Remembrance Sunday Service, until the 
Minister got back from the Prenton War Memorial service, ably 
assisted by Glyn and Philip. He was an active member of the Men’s 
Fellowship; he prepared the Rota sheets for our Sunday Services and 
would always be found on the door collecting the entrance money 
for our Christmas Fairs, Jumble sales and Attic sales. 

Bill and Betty enjoyed getting into their car and going off for the 
day visiting family and friends in Cheshire and Shropshire where 
they were very fond of Oswestry because they had both been 
evacuated there at the beginning of the Second World War. In 
latter years, Bill regularly travelled around the Wirral and across to 
Chester on his bus pass and was able to observe the things you 
cannot, or should not, see when you are driving a car! 

Bill was a true Birkonian, through and through, and grew up on the 
opposite side of Borough Road to the Library before moving to 
Larch Road after he and Betty got married. I can remember him 
recounting the opening of the Library by King George V and many 
other stories of the “old” Birkenhead which were extremely 
interesting. 

Unfortunately, in the last few years, ill health had prevented him 
from getting out and about but now he is at rest in the arms of his 
Lord. 
Margaret Meade 
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THANK YOU 
We would like to express our sincere thanks to friends at Prenton 
URC for all the cards, letters, kind words and Church flowers. 
Thank you also for the help provided in arranging the Thanksgiving 
Service and refreshments when we were able to share one another’s 
memories of Dad in familiar and convivial surroundings. 
Glyn and Philip Roper 

Items for the June & July church magazine by Sunday 17th May 
2020 please. 

PRAYERS FOR SPRING by Heather Barr. (from Crosswalk.com) 

There is so much to be seen and heard in this season of Spring. If we 
quiet ourselves before the Lord, and if we ask Him to open our eyes 
and our ears, He will teach us and show us things in this season that 
will give us fresh revelation from heaven. If we look and listen, the 
Lord will show us what He is doing in the earth today. 

Prayer for Renewal and Fresh Beginnings 
Forget the former things; do not dwell on the past. See, I am doing a 
new thing! Now it springs up; do you not perceive it? I am making a 
way in the wilderness and streams in the wasteland.” (Isaiah 43:18-19) 

Father God, thank you for a fresh start today. Thank you for the 
reminder of “renewal” that spring represents to us in the earth. You 
“spring forth” a new thing! I am excited and expectant of your 
goodness in this spring season. Thank you, Father! Prepare me for all 
the new and wonderful things you have for my life. Help me to let 
go of the old things that hold me back, the things that do not bring 
me life, the things that keep me living in the past. I will cling to my 
new identity in Christ! Help me to keep “springing forward” in my 
journey with you! 

Prayer for New Growth and Flourishing 
“March winds and April showers bring May flowers." (Old English 
Proverb) 
Father God, I thank you for the “March winds and April showers 
that bring May flowers.” Father, You know what is necessary to 
prepare me for what You have in store for my life. Help me to 
receive what You have for me. Prepare me as You prepare the 
seeds. Grow me strong, nourish and protect me with Your truth so 
that I can break through the dirt, sprouting into a healthy “flower” 
that radiates Your glory in the earth. 
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Pray for a Renewed and Open Heart 
“Create in me a clean heart, O God, and renew a right spirit within 
me.” (Psalm 51:10) 
Father God, draw me close to Your heart. I open up my heart to 
You, and I invite You to search my heart and renew my spirit. Bring 
me into alignment with your Spirit. Thank you for the work you do 
in me. Teach me your ways, Father. Reveal to me any area that I 
am not in agreement with your Word. I pray for a deep revelation 
and understanding of your truth. I trust you, Father, and I love that 
I can open my heart up to you. I know that your love is an 
unconditional, everlasting love. 

Pray to Grow in Strength and Hope 
“For as the earth brings forth its sprouts, and as a garden causes 
what is sown in it to sprout up, so the Lord God will cause 
righteousness and praise to sprout up before all the nations.” (Isaiah 
61:11) 
God, I praise You! Your seeds of righteousness and praise have been 
planted in the earth. May I be like a “sprout” in your garden, 
sprouting up in hope, as I grow in you. Fortify me with the strength 
as I “burst forth” into who I have been created to be in you. I will 
praise and honour you, God! May my life bring you glory!  

Pray to Delight in His New Story for You 
“Now, if anyone is in Christ, he has become an entirely new creation. 
All that is related to the old order has vanished. Behold, everything 
is fresh and new.” (2 Corinthians 5:17) 
Jesus, thank you for making me new! You raise me to life, and then 
you invite me on a grand adventure with you! You redeem my life 
as I follow you. Jesus, you restore my future! Thank you for never 
leaving my side as we walk this journey hand in hand. Help me to 
keep taking steps forward with you. 
 

PRAYING FOR THE PERSECUTED CHURCH 
Two Christian men were shot in the head and one was attacked 
with an axe on 2 February, during a church building construction 
dispute between the Masih family and some Muslim neighbours, in 
Sahiwal, Punjab province. 
The Muslim attackers shot both Azeem and Sajjad in the head, and 
injured Razaq with an axe. All three men were admitted to the Civil 
Hospital Sahiwal, where Azeem was put into intensive care.  
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Azeem, 25, was treated in intensive care for three weeks after being 
shot in the head by local Muslims [Image credit: Centre for Legal Aid 
& Settlement] 
Azeem was released from the hospital three weeks later, on 24 
February. His younger brother stated, “He is unable to 
communicate and is paralysed from the right shoulder down. One of 
my cousins is recovering from the wound of a bullet that slightly hit 
his skull. My uncle was also injured with an axe.” 
The Masih family wanted to provide a building for the local 
Christian community, numbering at least 120 in the Muslim-majority 
area. “There is no church in our village. We gather in the house of a 
local pastor for weekly prayers. We wanted to facilitate the women 
and elderly who couldn’t travel each Sunday to the nearby city,” 
they said. 
Christians are often met with opposition when building churches in 
certain parts of Pakistan, especially rural areas. Local Muslims in 
Muzaffarabad stole building materials and cut off Christians’ water 
supply to halt the construction of a church, despite permission 
granted by local authorities. 
 

VE DAY – 8th MAY 1945 

 
Regarding VE day, we were living in Liverpool 
then and were members of Garston 
Congregational Church, as was Doris Nelson!  

I remember VE day and the party with trestle 
tables down the middle of the road and a place 
for every child. My mother, Vera Capey, and the other mums had 
saved ration coupons for the celebration and somehow were able to 
bake lots of cakes and serve jelly. Such excitement and such fun.  

In the evening a huge bonfire was lit in the middle of the road just 
outside our house and for years after there was a depression in the 
surface there however many times it was filled with tarmac. We had 
to avoid it when roller skating! 

Such memories are fun and it is good to have someone with whom 
to share them!  Thank you!    
Anne MacKenzie 
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Bramwell Avenue, Prenton 
My mother took these photographs of the children in Bramwell 
Avenue and unfortunately I do not know the names of the other 
children because we had been expecting to move from Birkenhead 
to Lincoln that day. Obviously the move had to be postponed for a 
few days. 
Here we are on the wall outside Number 29. I’m the little one, 
second on the right, sitting on the wall. 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Tea party. I’m the one at the front on the left hand side 
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Bramwell Avenue was only developed from Glenavon Road to 
what is now Cornwall Drive before the war so this Bonfire, which I 
presume we had after the tea party, was where Edinburgh Drive is 
now, which were fields then. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I remember the 1945 celebrations but I am not always clear as to 
whether I was celebrating VE day or VJ day! 

I lived with my parents in Hampden Grove and remember us 
walking down to Hamilton Square. There seemed to be hundreds of 
people there and the Town Hall was decorated with a huge 
illuminated "V" sign.  

My principal memory of course was the street party - a combined 
one for Caerwys and Hampden Groves. There was jelly and cakes 
and "connie onnie" butties. The neighbours had contributed some of 
their rations and Mrs. Cardwell had made and decorated a 
rectangular victory cake. The party was photographed by the man 
who ran the chemist's shop at the corner of Elmswood Road. I still 
have one of the photographs. 

As there was only one victory cake it was placed at both ends of the 
table in turn for the benefit of the photographer. Following the food 
some of the grown-ups started dancing to gramophone records. A 
few days later I was taken by my mother to visit friends in Eastham, 
just in time for their street party. So I had two! 
Les Bayley 
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On VE Day I was aged 9 years and 11 months. It was only 8 months 
after my brother, Evan John Lloyd, aged 20, was killed in the war 
and was buried in Italy, near Florence. It was a very sad time in our 
family. My mother had lost her only son and she never got over it.  
At this time i lived on Hamilton Road in Manchester with my 
parents, my four sisters and myself, the youngest. At the end of our 
row of terraced houses was a side street where all the neighbours’ 
children played out, so there was a big street party for VE Day, with 
long tables on the pavements, covered with bright coloured 
tablecloths, Union Jacks and bunting was hung from the trees and 
lampposts. 
Every mother had baked cakes and made sandwiches, jellies and 
custard and jam tarts and there were big jugs of homemade 
lemonade. Everyone brought their own cup or glass and there was a 
tea urn to provide cups of tea but most of the children had 
lemonade. 
When everyone started singing, I went indoors to see how my mum 
was coping. It was just as I thought; she was crying her eyes out and 
my brother’s photograph and his letters were on the table.  
I made my mother a cup of tea and stayed with her all afternoon. I 
just couldn’t go back to the party outside. Mum and I both fell 
asleep and were awakened by singing from outside. The party was 
ending and they were all singing “God Save the King”. Mother and I 
both stood up, hand in hand, and we sang our National Anthem 
together. 
Dylis Letchford 
 
Extracts from letters written by Frank Collins who was in 
Marseilles, France, to his parents living in Singleton Avenue.  
Frank had been there since shortly after Allied troops landed on 
Riviera beaches on 15 August 1944 to push the Germans back from 
southern France and open an extra supply route to support the 
forces fighting their way across northern France after D Day in 
Normandy on 6 June 1944. 

In a letter on 16 September 1944 Frank wrote about his new 
responsibilities in Marseilles: 
I’m the Assistant British Naval Liaison Officer. …  My work covers 
Stores, Clothing, Victualling, Pay & Money changing, with a little 
liaison work with the French & Americans thrown in. …   
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My office was the first British office to be established here after the 
departure of the Germans. …  This is a French Port, so we are here to 
“liaison” and help with reconstruction & rehabilitation. 

 
VE Day 

My dear Mother & Father, 
This is grand – VE Day!  I hope you are able to enjoy sunshine and 
warm weather in which to celebrate, as we have. … 
It is so long since last I wrote (12 April), but be assured I am with you 
in spirit today, and I hope that I shall not have to do my full term of 
2½ yrs. on the Med. Station before I can return to you all – England, 
Home & Beauty. … 
Victory is causing as much, if not more work than war, and 
tomorrow there will have to be a big Victory Parade in Marseilles, 
but I will not have to march in it myself, thank goodness! 
I am fit & well, enjoying many happy times with Carl & Dora & their 
children.  Last Sunday, their newest baby Elizabeth was Christened.  
I am her proud Godfather, and I held the baby during the 
ceremony, the story of which is a chapter unto itself.  Elizabeth wore 
a pair of Mother’s knitted socks as part of her ensemble – the first 
time she has been dressed as a “girl” since her birth 2½ months ago.   
Lots of love from Frank. 
 

Marseilles, 15th May 1945 
My dear Mother and Father, 
Thank you, Mother, for such a lot of interesting home news on how 
you spent VE day and VE plus 1. (That letter is not in the collection!)  
I hope you will have had my hasty pencil note written on VE day – 
how I found time I do not know, but anyhow I felt I must send a line 
after you had been so long without, and especially on that Day.     
VE day was a Tuesday, so you should know I would be in Toulon, 
hearing Churchill’s speech from a speaker specially rigged in my 
office by the Communications boys.  (I have never missed once in my 
twice-weekly visits since I started the scheme in January, when I took 
over the job from the Paymaster-Commander).   
VE-plus-one was again a day of work for us, though I spent most of 
the afternoon on the balcony of the office overlooking La 
Canebière, watching the awful crowds and eventually the 
procession, a real Victory procession with detachments of all kinds 
and   types  of  forces,   scouts,   civilians,   guns,   escaped   prisoners, 
deportees, etc. etc. which took 2 hours to pass!   
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I had invited Dora and Guti, and they enjoyed it very much (Carl 
spent the day much more sensibly – fishing!)  I was able to ply them 
(and others) with biscuits and chocolate, sweets and cup of tea; after 
Dora had taken Guti home, Carl and Dora came down to our Guest 
Night Dinner in the Mess for yet another Victory Celebration.  (Just 
to keep you in the picture, perhaps I should mention that I ought 
now to be an expert on the various kinds of wine in these ’ere parts, 
as I had  such  a  lot  of  opportunities  for tasting – sipping, drinking,  
draining – during the festivities. …)   
Needless to say, a good time was had by all, even though we were 
so far, far away from our real homes.   
(Then he wrote another two paragraphs explaining why it would 
probably be another year before he would return home.) 
With much love from your own Frank  (& my bonny godchild 
Elizabeth) 

supplied by Bernie Collins 
 
 

EASTER LOVE 
On Easter we celebrate love, 
love coming down from heaven, 
love blanketing the earth 
in a transforming embrace; 
unique and infinite love, 
giving more than we can imagine 
for us, to cleanse our sin, 
a perfect sacrifice, Lamb of God, 
the walking, talking Word. 
 
He is teacher, role model, friend, 
this God in human form, 
dying, then rising from the dead, 
proving all who believe 
will also rise 
to have eternal life, with Him, 
Lord of all. 
Oh, Happy, Happy Easter! 

Joanna Fuchs 
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A hint that shorter sermons would be desirable and equally 
efficacious was suggested by a parishioner. In the course of a sermon, 
the Vicar had told the congregation that every 
blade of grass was a sermon. 
Passing the vicarage the next morning, a 
gentleman who had attended the service, saw 
the Vicar using the lawnmower. “That’s right, 
Vicar,” was the cheery greeting, “cut your sermons 
short.” 
 

TRUE STORIES 

The beginning of anxiety is the end of faith, and the beginning of 
true faith is the end of anxiety. 

George Muller, one of Napoleon’s generals, suddenly appeared with 
eighteen thousand soldiers before an Austrian town which had no 
means of defending itself. The town council met, certain that 
capitulation was the only answer. 

The old dean of the church reminded them that it was Easter and 
begged them to hold services as usual and to leave the trouble in 
God’s hands. 

They followed his advice. The dean went to the church and rang the 
bells to announce the service. 

The French soldiers heard the church bells ringing and concluded 
that the Austrian army had come to rescue the town. They broke 
camp, and before the bells had ceased ringing, vanished. 

As seen in the Newsletter of Queen Street URC Middlewich. 

I was once at a scout camp where the service was taken by a 
bishop. 

It was a very hot humid summer day and the moderator of the Free 
Church Federal Council had turned up in his full robes. Standing 
around sweating buckets and getting hotter and hotter under the 
dog collar he turned to our minister and bellowed: 

“When is that flipping bishop going to turn up?” 

A man standing close by in a Scout shirt, tie and short trousers said, 
“I am already here.” 

Christian Crackers 
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THE WAY IT USED TO BE 

The cheese never needed a fridge, 
And the bread was so crusty and hot 
The children were seldom unhappy 
And the wife was content with her lot. 

I remember the milk from the bottle, 
With the yummy cream on the top. 
Our dinner came hot from the oven, 
And not from the fridge in the shop. 

The kids were a lot more contented, 
They didn’t need money for kicks, 
Just a game with their mates in the road, 
And sometimes the Saturday flicks. 

I remember the shop on the corner, 
Where a pen’orth of sweets was sold 
Do you think I’m a bit to nostalgic? 
Or is it . . .  I’m just getting old? 

I remember the ‘loo’ was the lav 
And the bogey man came in the night, 
It wasn’t the least bit funny 
Going ‘out back’ with no light. 

The interesting items we perused 
From the newspapers cut into squares, 
And hung on a peg in the loo, 
It took little to keep us amused. 

The clothes were boiled in the copper 
With plenty of rich foamy suds 
But the ironing seemed never ending 
As Mum pressed everyone’s ‘duds’ 

I remember the slap on my backside, 
And the taste of soap if I swore 
Anorexia and diets weren’t heard of 
And we hadn’t much choice what we wore. 

Do you think that bruised our ego? 
Or our initiative was destroyed? 
We ate what was put on the table 
And I think life was better enjoyed. 

Anon 
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A well authenticated story tells us that in 1741 
Handel was on his way to Dublin from London 
and was held up in Chester because of strong 
winds; eventually setting sail from Parkgate in 
Wirral. He wanted to try out some parts of his 
new Oratorio ‘Messiah’ so he engaged one of 

Chester Cathedral Lay Clerks, a man name Jason, who apparently 
failed to please the great composer with his singing. Handel is 
reported to have shouted at him, ‘You scoundrel! Did you not tell 
me that you could sing at sight?’ to which the meek reply from the 
intimidated singer was, ‘Yes, sir but not at first sight!’ 

 
Critical member of the congregation 
to a preacher who read his sermon 
from notes: ‘If you can’t remember it, 
how do you expect us to?’ 
 
Reprimand from the pulpit: ‘Brethren,’ 
said the Vicar, ‘you don’t treat me 
fairly. Wait till I get a start and then if 
I’m not worth listening to, go off to 
sleep, but don’t nod your heads before 
I get going. Give a man a chance!’ 
 
‘And I have preached before royalty,’ boasted the preacher. ‘only 
last week a man said, “If you’re a preacher, I’m King Faisal of 
Arabia.” 
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Alleluia! Easter morning, 
Hear the bells ring out, 

Feel the joy and new upliftment 
Banish fear and doubt. 

 
Alleluia! Gone the darkness, 

Feel the hope within, 
Onward to a bright tomorrow 

See the way begin. 
 

Alleluia! Share the gladness, 
Joy be unconfined, 

Gifts of wonder, love and beauty 
Filling heart and mind. 

 
Alleluia! He is risen 

Farewell darkest night, 
Death and sadness gone for ever, 

Welcome Love and Light 
Iris Hesselden 

 
 
 
 
 

 


