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Items for the September & October church magazine by Sunday 16th August 
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Congratulations to 
Liverpool Football 

Club on winning the 
Premier Division Title 

for the 2019/2020 
Season. 

 
 

Commiserations to 
Tranmere Rovers 

Football Club on their 
relegation to Division 2 

 
Everton Football Club 
are somewhere in the 
middle of the Premier 

Division 
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BEING CHURCH – THE BODY OF CHRIST 

Some people have been asking me when we can get back into church 
again especially since Church buildings are able to open up again for 
personal prayer from 13th June and for worship from 4th July. This 
might suggest that things are getting back to ‘normal’ and that we too 
might be back in church again sometime soon. I need to tell you that 
we won’t, but I share everyone’s frustration that we can’t worship 
together or fellowship together the way we did. 

Most URC churches are not opening their buildings for personal prayer, 
it’s not something we generally do, and just because we can doesn’t 
mean we should. The Elders are looking at the implications of 
reopening for worship and will wait to see how the latest 
announcement might affect us. We will also wait for guidance from the 
URC as they are Trustees of our buildings.  

Until a vaccine or treatment regime is found then there will be no 
‘normal’ for us in our worship or fellowship. And if churches were to 
open for worship this year then restrictions would still apply to those 
shielding and the over 70s and there would be no singing or 
refreshments. To most, this would make worshipping and 
fellowshipping together impossible. 

I know this is difficult but ‘we are where we are’. This doesn’t mean 
that everything is doom and gloom and we need to remind ourselves 
about what church is. 

I saw this cartoon the other day which, on first view, appears sad and 
disheartening but then as you 
consider what church is and 
what church is doing then it 
gives a different and dare I say, 
more hopeful picture. 

It’s true that we rightly invest a 
large amount of time, effort 
and funds to keep our church 
buildings open and functioning 
but, whilst this pandemic has 
closed our buildings the 
‘Church’ is still functioning 
beyond its wall and doors. 

Whenever people speak of 
church we immediately think of  

 



a building and you have heard me say  more  than once that we need 
to make the distinction between: the Church - the building and, the 
Church - the people. This pandemic is allowing us to do that in a way 
we would not have chosen or even envisaged but in a way that is 
allowing us to see who we are as church differently.  
When Jesus said, ‘I will build my church and not even the gates of hell 
will overcome it’ (my paraphrase from Matt. 16:18) he was talking, not 
of buildings made of brick and mortar, but rather the church that 
exists amongst the people of God in the Body of Christ. 

We need to keep that at the forefront of our thinking as we continue to 
support one another and as we prepare for the day when we can be 
together again in worship and in fellowship. 

Until then, keep well and safe and God bless. 
Jeff 

  
LOCKDOWN LOG 

I have had a few comments asking me to write another log, and nobody 
has asked me to stop, so I decided to have another go! 

Are you, like me, getting used to being at home? Communicating by 
phone, email, text, video chat, Instagram or similar? No places to go, 
no people to see, no ‘mooches’ round the shops. Not stopping for a 
coffee, meeting up for lunch, going out for a meal. (Oh I miss that!) 

I’m getting used to wearing slippers, ‘comfy’ clothes, not worrying 
about wearing ‘that’ again – ‘cos nobody will see me!   

Some days I need to ‘have a word with myself, motivate myself into 
doing something. Other days, I wonder where has that week gone, time 
is filled and I think, I don’t know how I found time for what used to be 
in my diary? 

Jeff has been busy with zoom meetings for churches, synod, and school 
governors. I am a member of a synod committee and have ‘been to’ a 
zoom meeting. It felt odd and awkward at first but I got used to it and 
I think we have to be incredibly grateful for technology and all those 
who are bright enough to set up these programmes.  

The world is changing, particularly technologically and socially, and 
that is not all bad, although it might be rather scary! Crisis often 
brings change and innovation, there is a saying that ‘necessity is the 
mother of invention’. We find ways around obstacles. Our current 
situation is not what we would choose but it is where we are and we 
can’t just sit and wait for things to get better, we have to make them 
better now and make the most of what we have. 

I know that church leaders are looking at ways to get us back into 
church buildings, meeting together again. This is a very difficult task, 
taking into account legal requirements  and safety,  but for some that 
is going to take much longer than for others. I sometimes worry 



because even when the restrictions are lifted or relaxed for the 
majority, there will be a significant minority, including me, who still 
probably won’t be able to join in. We have to live in the ‘now’ though 
and not in the ‘what if‘ or even the ‘sometime soon’! 
Not a great deal has changed in my world since my last comments 
although I am allowed to go out for a walk now. I am so glad to be able 
to stretch my legs. Jeff and I try to walk each day, weather permitting, 
and we try to go off the beaten track, so avoiding contact with others. 
It is surprising how quickly I had lost fitness and stamina and I really 
felt the effects of walking; my joints were revolting! Walking, or 
perhaps shuffling, around the house in slippers is not the same as 
‘walking’. We hope to keep increasing distance and speed little by 
little build up again. 

It’s very easy to get out of the habit of exercise, it’s easy to get 
comfortable staying at home, it’s easy to lose touch with each other, 
it's easy to lose touch with God. We can fill our time with other things, 
with worry, with negativity about what we can’t do, I’m sure your list 
would be different from mine, but you get the idea. I’m trying to get 
back to a structured normality, because it could be a very long time 
before I am back in the community again.  

So, for now, it’s time for me to make a conscious effort; up, washed, 
dressed, (tidy clothes), earrings in, shoes on, walk. Keep in 
communication with family, friends, and God, not necessarily in that 
order. Like walking, if we don’t keep doing it we’ll get out of the habit 
and eventually stop altogether. 

We’re in this together, even though we’re not together, we are one in 
Jesus. 

Much love,  
Heather x 
 
 

HAVING A HEART FILLED WITH COMPASSION 

On Friday 19th June, I had the privilege of leading a service of 
thanksgiving for a relatively young man aged 50 years. His mum is a 
member of our coffee morning on a Tuesday at Wallasey. This was a 
sudden and tragic death. His family have requested a memorial service 
be arranged at Wallasey URC once we are back to some normality, so 
that tributes can be shared in an unhurried way. 

Now the reason I mention this, is because of the scene that greeted me 
as I entered Landican cemetery, ahead of me were a number of funeral 
cars, many, many private cars with hundreds of people standing around 
in small groups, all of them grieving, and it was only 10 a.m.! I was 
deeply moved by the amount of suffering surrounding me and I was 
also conscious  of  the fact that just a few minutes earlier, I had driven 



past Arrowe Park hospital where many people would be fighting for 
their lives. 
That image has remained with me. However, I’ve been reminded of the 
many, many occasions during our Lord’s time on earth, when his heart 
was filled with compassion, particularly when he saw a crowd of 
people or just an individual, and understood something about their 
needs – ‘worried and helpless, like a sheep without a shepherd’ was 
how he described them. We are reminded in the selection of David as 
king, that whilst people look on the outward appearance, it is God, and 
only God, who looks upon the heart. 

So, what is it I’m trying to say to both myself and to those of you who 
will read this article in the church magazine? 

For myself, I’m asking the Lord to give me a heart like his own, a 
compassionate heart that is able to understand, listen, learn and 
wherever possible, to try and do something that is practical and helpful 
to others, and not allow my own needs to consume me. 

For those who are going to read this article, I think there are two 
things I want to say to you. Firstly, let yourself be reminded of the 
compassion the Lord has for you, because for so many of you, this past 
four months has been a very difficult time. Loneliness; fear; anxiety; 
poor health; uncertainty; relationship breakdowns and bereavement 
are but a few of the issues you have been dealing with. You know, my 
friends, the Lord loves you with an everlasting love. You, yes you, are 
precious to Him. Furthermore, He looks upon the heart with a heart 
filled with compassion and understands. Secondly, you would be 
disappointed if I didn’t go on to encourage you also to ask the Lord to 
give you a compassionate heart. 

You see the task in our communities is so large, Jesus describes it as a 
‘large harvest’ but with few workers to gather it in. ‘Pray’ says Jesus, 
for more workers, and so I’m praying for you. 

May God bless you and keep you, 
Love Ron 
 

 
JUST A REMINDER TO ANYONE IN POSSESSION OF 

KEYS TO THE CHURCH 

Please do not enter the premises for any reason 
until we let you know that you can do so. The 
reason is, if anyone goes in except for our Minister, 
our insurance will be invalidated and we will also 
have to sanitise  everywhere that you have been in 
the building. 

Thank you. 

 
 



“THE BEST LAID PLANS OF MICE & MEN” 
DO NOT ALWAYS MATERIALISE !! 

When this coronavirus hit our shores “BIG TIME” in March, I, like many 
others, thought it would be an “epidemic” rather than a “pandemic”. 

In the week commencing March 8th, Robert had two dental 
appointments on the 9th and 10th and a hospital appointment at 
Clatterbridge on the 12th and then there was nothing on the calendar. 

Sitting in the Dermatology waiting room at Clatterbridge we were 
horrified at the number of people who were ignoring the hand 
sanitising machines on the walls and the bottles strategically placed on 
the flat surfaces. The door into the waiting room had to be manually 
opened with your hands and you had to “check in” on a computer 
screen. They were patients and their families as well as members of 
staff who were not taking the necessary precautions. That decided us – 
when we got home we were going to self-isolate – Robert completely 
and I would only go out for essentials. 

The April & May Church magazines for both Prenton and Hamilton 
Memorial were scheduled for typing from Sunday 15th March so I knew I 
had plenty to keep myself occupied and planned to have everything 
ready for the printers on Tuesday 24th March. When they were ready I 
would leave the magazines in Church and ask the Elders to collect 
sufficient copies for their “flock”. THEN the Prime Minister dropped 
the bombshell and put us all in “LOCKDOWN” and this scuppered my 
plans!! A car ride to Thornton Hough was not essential travel. 

There was only one solution, print the magazines myself and get 
Prenton’s on to the website and copies sent by e-mail where possible, 
and the rest would receive printed copies with Jeff’s Sunday Service 
sheets. Hamilton Memorial was a different matter. They required 65 
paper copies but I got everything done by the 29th March. Mission 
accomplished. 

Meanwhile my hairdresser phoned on the 17th March to say she thought 
she had the virus – a high temperature and a dry cough and would not 
be coming the next day. I said to her that I was intending to ring her 
and say “Don’t come” – we’ve battened down the hatches and firmly 
shut the front door as Robert was one of those who was “high risk”. 

My next scheme was to “spring clean” the house from top to bottom. 
Starting at the very top there are two rooms. One is used for storage of 
suitcases, knitting wool etc and the other was my office complete with 
book cases and three four drawer steel filing cabinets which were 
bursting at the seams. So I thought if I brought down some of the files 
we could go through them and discard any unwanted and out of date 
papers when the weather was inclement. This task of the filing 
cabinets is still ongoing at the end of June but we are nearly there! 

Robert got his letter saying he was “shielded” on Easter Saturday, 11th 
April so this meant I had to stay at home as well.  Help!! 



Our help came in the form of my Elder, Elaine, who has done my 
shopping every week since then and I am so grateful. 

Robert enjoys gardening and has “green fingers”, so he was spending 
quite a bit of time in the garden and then on April 21st he fell over his 
own feet and landed up sitting on his backside on the concrete path. I 
was able to get him up but his right leg was numb and he could not put 
any weight on it.  Help !!  

This time it was 999 and a “blue lighted taxi” that answered my call 
for help. The two ambulance personnel came in dressed as ‘Martians’, 
put him on a stretcher and said his right leg was shorter than his left. 
Obviously, he had broken or fractured his hip and they carted him off 
to Arrowe Park Hospital. I, of course, could not go with him nor follow 
in the car as no-one apart from patients were allowed into A & E. 

That evening at about 7.30 p.m. the Consultant phoned to say that 
they would be operating the next day, Wednesday, and he would have 
Thursday to recover from the anaesthetic and the physiotherapists 
would be in on the Friday. I asked if it would be a hip replacement or 
half hip replacement and she said there was no need for that, they 
would be putting in metal rods and screws. Ouch! I said that I knew 
there was no visiting but he had not got his pyjamas, washbag, shaving 
stuff etc., and she said I could bring that up to the hospital, knock on 
the ward door and a member of staff would take it from me. She also 
asked me to send up all his medication as well. I said I would get 
everything together and bring it to the hospital on 
Wednesday morning. 

I really did not want to go out but it was a case of needs 
must until I had a ‘light bulb’ moment. There is a lady who 
lives half way down Cambridge Road who is a Sister at 
Arrowe Park so I dashed down to Amy and asked her if she 
was working the next day. She was. My prayers were answered and we 
arranged that I would put the bag in my front porch at 8.30 a.m. and 
she would pick it up when she went to work or took their bulldog out 
for his morning walk. Problem solved!!! This arrangement remained in 
place for the duration of Robert’s stay in hospital. 

On the Wednesday I phoned the ward at 2 p.m. to ask if Robert had 
gone down for surgery and was told that he was back on the ward and 
was eating his lunch. “Gosh” I said. “What happened?” “He had an 
epidural rather than a full anaesthetic” was the reply. So on the 
Thursday in came the physios and had him on his feet with a three 
wheeled walker. On the Friday his blood pressure was low so he  had a  
blood  transfusion  but  no  physio. Saturday  and Sunday the physios 
were back and he walked with his “wheels” to the bathroom and back. 
Great I thought he could be home by the end of the week. 
When I phoned him on the Monday evening for a progress report he 
sounded really miserable. “What’s wrong?” I asked. He said he had 
been a bit short of breath so he had had a chest x-ray which showed a 



bit of wheezing in his left lung and they had diagnosed a chest 
infection and put him on antibiotics; given him another blood 
transfusion; put him into isolation and tested him for the coronavirus 
and told him that he would be in isolation until the coronavirus results 
came back and therefore no physio. What a body blow when he seemed 
to be doing so well. He really sounded down in the dumps on the 
Tuesday and Wednesday and there was nothing I could do or say to 
cheer him up and he wasn’t very interested in food either. 

On the Thursday the first set of results were back – he had tested 
negative; the second set of results came back on the Saturday morning 
and they were negative too. He phoned me to tell me and he sounded 
so much more positive [and he had mastered how to use our very basic 
mobile phone] and he was back on the ward. What a relief. 

While all this was going on I had the responsibility of the garden!! I do 
not like gardening full stop. I cut and edge the lawns; go off to 
Follyfield Nurseries and buy the plants I want and plant up some of the 
pots when Robert has mixed the compost to his own “recipe”. Now I 
had a greenhouse full of fuchsias and pelargoniums and 
a conservatory full of “cuttings” of cape daisies, 
penstemons and pelargoniums which needed to be 
outside; two Amaryllis which were in flower; numerous 
cyclamen and two bouquets of flowers which friends 
had sent me when Robert went into hospital and they 
all needed water every day and sometimes twice a 
day. 

I do not like to be outside when it is hot, so I’m inclined to go out late 
afternoon and early evening when there is some shade in the garden 
and during this “lockdown” that was when families and dog walkers 
would be out and  about as well. So if I was in the front garden, people 
would stop and speak and the dogs were always curious and would look 
over the wall or through the gates. 

We have a fantastic array of dogs: a lovely black Spaniel, a black 
Alsatian (police dog), plenty of the “cockapoos”, Labradors, 
Retrievers, Basset Hound, Bulldogs, Whippets, Greyhounds, King 
Charles Spaniels, Boxers, Pugs and the one that makes me laugh the 
most is a gentleman who is about 6’3” tall and he has a miniature 
Yorkshire Terrier! The tall and the short!! 

When “lockdown” began I put some of my teddy bears in the 
downstairs windows looking out on to Waterpark Road with signs saying 
“Hello”, “Keep Safe” and “Enjoy your walk”.  

I changed the bears fairly regularly [I have a very large collection]  and  
once the children and adults had seen them,  they always paused to 
see which ones were on display. Another talking point when I was in 
the garden. 



The last week that Robert was in hospital he began to ask about the 
garden, so I knew he was feeling better. I said it was probably not what 
he would have done. Hard luck, I had done my best.  

He came home on May 14th – that didn’t go according to plan either. 
The “extra equipment” needed in the house like the second wheeled 
walker upstairs, walking sticks etc came on the Thursday morning and 
Robert was scheduled to come home in the afternoon, so I made a 

large casserole that I would have for my lunch and then we 
would both have the following day. I sat down as usual at 1 
p.m. and put the television news on and started my lunch. At 
1.15 p.m. the doorbell rang and I thought who the heck is 
calling at lunchtime. Low and behold it was two ambulance 
men and Robert in a wheelchair. I know it was afternoon but I 
had expected it to be 3 o’clock or 4 o’clock!! 

My routine changed once again. We had physios and district nurses 
coming and going for the first five days that Robert was home and they 
then signed him off and it was down to me to get him back to ‘normal’. 
It is still a “work in progress”. The hospital have now signed him off 
following an appointment at the Fracture Clinic on June 22nd. 

May 16th was the next Church Magazine date, so the “Typing and 
Printing Agency” swung into action again as it had done in March, 
coupled with looking after Robert. Hamilton Memorial did a very small 
newsletter and Jeff decided that we would do one for June and then 
one for July and August when we had more information and directives 
about churches being able to open etc. 

Since then there has been the garden, some housework and no spring 
cleaning! If you ask me how I am I will pleasantly tell you that I’m 
okay. If I know you really well, I will probably say that ”I’m 
knackered!!”  

The things that I have really missed were going out for a meal to 
celebrate our Wedding Anniversary in March, my birthday in April and 
not being able to go over to Lincoln for my cousin’s Golden Wedding 
Anniversary in June. I have also missed being able to go to Church on a 
Sunday morning and meeting up with you all. When we are able to go 
to church again, I don’t know if I will be brave enough to come, 
worrying about the possibility of catching the virus and passing it on. 

Jeff suggested that I did an amusing article to lift your spirits and I 
hope that I have managed that and that none of you have had family 
and friends in hospital that you could not visit. 

To quote an old fashioned phrase used by both my grandfather and 
father,  
“Keep your pecker up”.  
Margaret 
 



I continue in my quest to “lighten the mood” and offer you some 
cookery to try. 

We were invited by Cunard to go down to Southampton in November 
2007 to have a look around their new ship, the “Queen Victoria”, which 
had just arrived from Italy. The official naming ceremony would be 
performed on 10th December by HRH The Duchess of Cornwall.  

We spent several hours on board and had a conducted tour of all the 
public rooms, restaurants, where we were served with refreshments, 
and the cabins (known as state rooms) and we were able to work out 
which ones would suit us when the QE2 was decommissioned in 2008. It 
was a great day out.  

We did not sail on the Queen Victoria until August 2009 when we went 
to the Mediterranean. There were several officers and crew members 
that we knew from the QE2 including the Oldroyd twins, Nicholas and 
Mark. They are identical twins from Yorkshire with a great sense of 
humour so everyone found it extremely difficult to tell them apart, 
they enjoyed our confusion! They are both chefs. The saying “never 
trust a skinny chef” does not refer to the twins. They looked like 
Tweedledum and Tweedledee!! 

On the cruise in 2009 there was a “Cunard’s Cuisine” demonstration by 
the chefs and Nicholas introduced himself by saying that we would now 
be able to distinguish who was who because he was the Executive Chef 
and his hat was two inches taller than his brother’s; Mark was only the 
Executive Sous Chef! 

This is one of the dishes that they demonstrated and it is absolutely 
gorgeous. 

Chocolate and Peanut Butter Fondant Pudding 

150g Dark Chocolate 
75g Butter 
75g Peanut Butter 
130g Sugar 
90g Plain Flour 
65g Egg Yolk 
3 whole Eggs 
 

Method: 
 Melt the chocolate and butter together. Set aside to cool. 
 In a food mixer whisk the eggs, egg yolks and sugar together until 

the ribbon stage is achieved. 
 Fold in the chocolate, peanut butter and then slowly fold in the 

flour 
 Place the mixture into the moulds and bake for 14 minutes 315ºF 

 

Enjoy ! 

 



VJ [VICTORY IN JAPAN] NIGHT – THE END OF THE WAR 

15th AUGUST 1945 

 

 Hamilton Square, Birkenhead 

Birkenhead Corporation single-decker bus which had come into 
service in 1930, was converted into an illuminated celebration bus. 


