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16th to 20th August 11am till 3pm
For children aged 6 to 10
All places must be booked in advance
Tickets are available online via our website or Facebook page
Cost £4 per child per day
Please bring a packed lunch and clothing suitable for this outside adventure
What is Jungle Adventure Holiday Club?
• A five-day outdoor Bible based holiday club exploring themes through craft and activities. (indoors during severe weather)
• A programme aimed at all children aged 6-10
• Five 4 hour sessions including lunch in the middle (PLEASE BRING PACKED LUNCH)
• Based in the gardens of St John the Baptist church, Kingston Vale, 11am to 3pm, 16th August to 20 th August 2021.
I look forward to meeting everyone that joins our Jungle Adventure. Please can children arrive at the Jungle Check point at 11am each
day. Each jungle explorer will be provided with a lanyard with their name and jungle team on it.

Fireside Stories & Music
Saturday
4th September
at 4pm

Local storyteller Charlotte Mooney will tell the tale of Jerry
Abershaw - once the most infamous highwayman in England
and the man responsible for giving Robin Hood its name.
She will be joined by the marvellous Ed Hicks on banjo.
Join us for an afternoon of stories and music.
£5 per ticket for one
adult and includes up
to two children.
Tickets
must
be
bought in advance
via our website or
Facebook page.
Bring along a picnic
& chair or picnic rug.

Keep in touch: sign up via our website to receive emails of events and happenings or
www.facebook.com/StJohnKingstonVale Website: www.inthevale.org.uk Email: stjohns@inthevale.org.uk

Dear All,
Sing unto the Lord a New song. It
is wonderful to be singing together
again. Here at St John’s we have
enjoyed some great music played
and sung for us by the organist and
a singer. Once more from mid July
we have all been able to sing together. I remember
when I first came to St John’s a long standing member
came to me and said she believed in music and came to
church to share in making music with others.
So, why is singing together such an important part of
Christian practice? It is fundamental to how we express
our faith. Scholar Ralph P. Martin says, ‘the Christian
Church was born in song’. And that strand of DNA has
found expression through all the centuries since – from
Gregorian chants to Bach chorales, from African American spirituals to the hymnody of Watts and Wesley, to
contemporary worship concerts.

The church is open fully with singing in services, and
events and clubs restarting. Come and meet up in
person at the Monday Afternoon Club and Wednesday Coffee Morning. Everyone is really welcome.

OUR HALLS and GARDEN
ARE AVAILABLE FOR HIRE
for one off or regular bookings
For more information see our website
or contact the Parish office.

We sing to remember, many of us know the words of
scripture through the words of hymns. Indeed the memory of music and song is found in a different part of the
brain, to that of language, this is why hearing a tune can
enable those with dementia to share once more in combined singing.
We sing to believe, music touches and enables us to
express our souls yearning in a way words alone may
not. To sing is to engage my will, my body, my imagination and my emotions with what my mind knows. Congregational singing invites me to be whole hearted.
Singing in the congregation is an expression of unity,
even if we do sing out of tune, or out of time. Unison
melody speaks of our unity in Christ, and harmonies
speak of the diversity of parts we play in the body.
We sing to hope, our songs cast a vision of our eternal
destiny. At its most profound, singing together catches
us up in a glimpse of heaven. Each week as we sing
together in church we do so with the Angels upon the
ceiling of the church reminding us of heavenly host in
whose presence we sing.
So do come along and sing. If you would like to join the
choir it will be restarting in September rehearsing at
9.30am each Sunday. Everyone and anyone is welcome to come along and stand in congregation and sing
unto the Lord.
Yours, Rev Mandy Beck

Our Jubilee Garden was recently hired as a
venue for a wedding reception.

Monday Afternoon Club
has restarted 1.30 – 3.00pm. It
will be in the garden weather
permitting or in the Church
Hall if the weather is not good.
For more information contact Ruth Ruocco Brown
Mob: 07790 899987 Email:ruthderina@tiscali.co.uk

Sunday Mornings at 8am: Quiet said service,
traditional language.
Sunday Mornings at 10.30am: Communion
service including music. All are welcome.
This service is live streamed on Facebook.
Church in the Orchard: 10.30am-11.30am.
Morning Prayer 9am Monday & 10am
Wednesday. An opportunity for quiet and
informal prayer. All are welcome.

ST JOHN’S, FOOD BANK
Don’t forget to place your food
donations in the box at the back
of church or contact St John’s via
email to arrange a day to donate.

Wednesday Coffee Mornings
have recommenced from 11.00am
each Wednesday morning in the
Andrews Wing. All welcome to join
us for friendly chat, coffee and cake.

Forthcoming Events

Gardening Work Party
Last Saturday of each month.

4th September Fireside Stories
11am-12.30pm in the church grounds.
3rd October Harvest
Please come along and garden for one hour
and then enjoy a pastry and coffee.
9th October History Exhibition
October Tribute Band
6th November Fireworks and Refreshments
CHURCH IN THE ORCHARD
December Pop up Tearoom
An outdoor forest church for children aged 3-11 years old held all
year round. Church in the Orchard is held each Sunday (but not on
15th January 2022 Talent Show – all ages
th
the last Sunday of the month), 10.30am to 11.30am in the Jubilee
20 February 2022 Quiz
Garden behind the church.

TONY’S BBQ
We enjoyed a BBQ on a beautiful sunny day in the Jubilee
Garden to thank Tony for all his hard work in providing us
with such a wonderful outdoor space. His hard work over
the years is very much appreciated.

We recently read Jonah and the Whale and we made origami
whales. Origami has been a big hit with all the children.
This past Sunday we revisited a story called Mole and the Baby
Bird, a really lovely story
about love and doing the
right thing. Older children
attempted origami birds by
their choice and the
younger children painted
bird pictures.
PARISH OFFICE
Sue Richardson
Administrator
Tuesday, Wednesday & Friday
9.30 am – 12.30 pm

email: stjohns@inthevale.org.uk
website: www.inthevale.org.uk
Facebook: StJohnKingstonVale

For Weddings, Banns of Marriage, Baptisms etc., please contact
Mandy Beck, Team Vicar, on 020 8546 4079 for an appointment.
Messages can be left in confidence.

We read about
Noah's Ark and then
made origami boats.

MEMORIES

OF MY EARLY LIFE IN

NEW ZEALAND

by Beverly Morley-Brown, Churchwarden

My Finnish grandfather emigrated in 1860. A young man who had planned to go to New York, had his money stolen in London while waiting to leave and so had to work a passage on the first sailing out on a ship going round the Horn to N.Z. He survived the Roaring Forties
being sent to the top of the mast as youngest of the crew and by 1904 he had worked and married and saved enough to take a section of
land.
The Maori wars were mostly over but by then the land around towns had been taken and the only sections
left were 50 miles of mud road away from civilisation He took 928 acres of virgin bush on a 999 year lease
from the Crown for £10. By 1907 he had cleared enough bush and built a whare, a one roomed cabin of
pongas with dividing curtain and open log fire, camp oven and hooks for billies for his wife and 3 children to
live in. My Grandmother was nursing my Father and they all went out to the farm through the mud roads in
a buggy.
To survive the outback one needed good fortune, good strength both physical and mental, he came from
Lutheran stock, and good health. The latter ran out for him 10 years later when he died of an ear infection.
The story goes that he rode out for help, was in such pain drank a bottle of whiskey and didn’t get to a Doctor.
My father aged 10 and his two brothers continued, with help from other settlers, felling bush and eventually creating a sheep and cattle and
dairy farm. The house and milking shed and wool shed were in the river valley and sheep and cattle on the tablelands. The two unmarried
brothers went to fight and so Dad and Mum were left on the sheep farm I was born on in December 1939 just after War broke out and just
a month before the Big Flood caused by heavy upcountry rainwater meeting a very high tide and flooding the whole valley. So the outbreak
of War and the Flood heralded my birth. A month old they wrapped me in oilskins and carried me over the tableland to safety on a hilltop
farm, just surviving landslides and swollen creeks in torrential rain.
It was so traumatic, my mother so exhausted, she was put to bed and farmer sent out to milk the Jersey cow to
feed me warm rich milk straight from the udder. We all survived but a new house and swing bridge had to be
built and the pre war life of young men and women and tennis and rugby and cricket and picnics and fun had
gone.
My early memories are all about sheep:- lambing and docking, mustering and shearing,
dipping and crutching, sheep yards, wool sheds, sale yards and most importantly wool
sales. We children rolled the fleeces and filled the bales and branded the farm code in tar
on each one. After which we showered under a beautiful bush waterfall fed from an underground creek.
Our survival was secure, if we remained healthy, as we had land, crops, beasts for meat, milk, butter but happiness
and the mood of our parents depended on the price of wool. They were cash poor if land rich.
My brother, sister and I and between 12 and 18 other farm children rode, walked and eventually biked to the school
three miles away. The lessons were from Correspondence School books with the answer books included! An inspector came once a year and tested us but we were too shy and frightened to answer anything even if we knew it.
Later the teacher strapped us all, he was so angry.
Years later that teacher confessed to all the Backblocks children he had beaten, was forgiven but never forgotten. We learnt to swim in a
pool at the bend of the river. It was full of eels that bit our toes if we were still. Two brothers from our little school di ed of polio in the first
week of the epidemic in 1947 and we were isolated on the farm to continue our Correspondence School in one very hot summer. W e rode
horses in shorts and my thighs and arms got so badly burnt they never recovered. The lessons arrived in green canvas bags complete with
answers. They sent books for our parents to read to us. Kim, Great Expectations and Little Women!
We had pet lambs and calves to feed and teach to walk to heel around a ring. They were our toys and competition was fierce to win prizes
but more importantly not to let our farm down. One of my pet lambs died and Dad said I had killed it with kindness. We had to face the fact
that our beloved pets had to go to the Freezing Works in the autumn but to kill one oneself was too grim. There was no time for sentimentality, birth, death, being fed and fattened all that mattered. I was a thin child and my father once said if I had been a beast he would send
me to the Works as he could never fatten me up.
The sea was 10 miles away and Sunday was cricket and beach day. All the families met at the cricket ground and the Flying vic ar would
hope to gather the wives and children for a service. It was a day of fun for us but fierce competition for the fathers and we did pray for our
team. We remember the Vicar as JJJJJesus as he had a stammer. We then took our 2 towels each to the beach if a hot day, as the black
sand was too hot to walk on. Our beaches had quicksand and undercurrents and powerful waves that dumped us and filled our togs with
sand but we loved it all. We didn’t have holidays but sometimes were sent to town to stay with relatives. Treats for them often terrifying for
us as my first film Pinocchio was.
Visitors coming to the farm were wonderful treats. Sometimes Remittance men came down to collect their money and stores and they told
us stories of the Old Country, England mostly. They looked wild but spoke well, one had been to Eton. A Raleigh’s man, really a travelling
salesman, who had a case full of patent medicines, came twice a year. Every farmhouse had a tin of Raleigh’s to heal any cut or pain. He
was from the Shetland Isles. He did tricks on a bicycle. Men came for pig hunting and the wild duck shooting season. Drovers came
through with packs of dogs and relatives and friends came out from town once or twice a year. Cream was collected in a buggy each day
and the mail once a week. Stores were delivered in bulk and keeping them fresh and dry always a worry.
1952 was a wonderful year for me. The Korean War meant farmers were asked to shear early and wool sales were over in time for my
December birthday and Christmas instead of late summer. I was given real presents, tennis racket, camera, and a long white frock. The
Queen and Prince came to our valley and the welcome committee had to build a long drop loo for her just in case. It was known as the
Throne room and never used, eventually rocked down in an earthquake. That was the end of my childhood too as Boarding School started
for me on 1st February 1953. It was always intended and I was happy to go in a black serge suit and black lisle stockings and black beret,
with my tennis racket, camera and long white frock, for confirmation to be cut off for tennis. No problem as a lovely old Canon came after
evening prayers and taught us the catechism over our Milo. He said if we ever spilt communion wine we had to lick it up like Milo.
That was not just the end of my childhood but the end of the Outback as electricity came the same year and most of the road to the farm
was tar sealed. Suddenly fridges for meat safes, washing machines for the fire heated copper, lights, radio and any other appliances available. The farms had a quota to pay for and use. Also pilots had returned from wars and set up aerial fertilising, fencing drops, supplies,
trips to school, college, Varsity and the World. So I had survived floods, bush fires, earthquakes and always love to go Home and visit it all.
N.Z. is a beautiful country; take at least 6 weeks to visit it when/if you can!!

