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The Firstfruits of the Harvest. 

 

As we look forward to our harvest festival weekend and welcoming  
Mike Moore as our Tuesday evening speaker, I mentioned to him that I am  
under strict instructions not to omit the old favourite harvest hymns  
(not that I would want to). Indeed, 'Come ye thankful people, come' is a  
particular favourite of mine. 
  Like many of our older hymns (and yes, some modern ones too!), this hymn is 
full of biblical allusions and phrases and some strong biblical doctrines that 
many would find objectionable today. Following a number of the Psalms, the 
hymn begins with praise and thanks to God for meeting the needs of his people 
and reminding us that everything we have comes from God himself and we are 
dependent on him for all things. 
Last week I was travelling through the English-Welsh border region which I have 
done frequently before, but either in winter or early summer. This time though 
the scenery, colours and hues seemed so different as the harvest was being 
gathered in. It almost seemed as though I was seeing the countryside and  
rolling hills in a new light.  What a wonderful Creator God we have! 
  The next three stanzas, however, move us from the natural harvest to the 
spiritual harvest that the scriptures and especially our Lord Jesus Christ have so 
much to tell us about. We are reminded that this harvest is being prepared all 
over our world even in the midst of so much evil and suffering, indeed, that 
God is preparing his perfect harvest in some really unpromising situations. This 
harvest one day will be ready when the church and bride of Jesus Christ will be 
complete and without spot or wrinkle and will live with him in unity and  
harmony forever. There will be no more sin, pain and death when He returns to 
judge the living and the dead. 
  One theme that is not in the hymn though is also worth considering. In the old 
testament law of Moses in Leviticus chapter 23, we read of the Feast of 
Firstfruits when a sheaf of the early barley harvest was waived before the Lord 
and offerings given before the people were to eat of the harvest for all things 
come from God. Paul uses this picture of Christ's resurrection. His resurrection 
is the firstfruits and all his people will follow in the same way when He returns 
and his people are raised with new bodies like his own. 
  The wonderful scenes of harvest time, especially with our glorious late  
summer this year, have been a joy to behold, but they will pale into  
insignificance compared to the scenes on that last day when all those in Christ 
will raised with new bodies like his own perfect body. That will be joy beyond 
our understanding! 

 

        Kevin 
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Secretary’s Notes 
 
 

We extend to you a very warm welcome to join us for our  
Harvest and 129th Church Anniversary services on  
Sunday October 2nd at 11am and 6.30pm when the services will be taken by our 
Pastor, Kevin Tibble. 
On Tuesday 4th October at 8pm our guest speaker will be Mike Moore.  
Many will remember Mike taking our harvest service some years ago and it will 
be a pleasure to welcome him back. 
Refreshments will be served after the service. 
Our harvest gifts will go, as usual, to  
The London City Mission Waterloo Centre for the homeless. The perishable gifts 
will be distributed locally and the monetary giving over the harvest weekend 
will go to Nepal.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Sadly there are those in our fellowship who have lost loved ones. To Cathy 
whose father died and Melanie whose mother died, we again remind you of  
our continued love and prayers.  
The funerals of James Ayers, Margaret Ayers, Peter Webster, have all been held 
here over recent months, to all these families we continue to remember you in 
prayer.  

 

Congratulations to those who have become grandparents.  

 

Others have been in hospital, we praise God that the results have been so good 
and prayer has been answered.  

 

        MBC 
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         Dates for your Diary 2016 

Sundays 
  11am     6.30pm 
 
  Oct 2nd Pastor   Harvest, 129th Anniv Pastor 
  Oct 9th Brig I Dobbie   Brig I Dobbie 
  Oct 16th Pastor    Pastor 
  Oct 23rd Rick Woodward   Richard Francis 
  Oct 30th Peter Dunn    Peter Dunn 
   ——————————————————————————————— 
  Nov 6th Pastor    Pastor 
  Nov 13th Pastor  Remembrance Sunday Pastor 
  Nov 20th TBC     Malcolm Martin 
  Nov 27th TBC     Richard Francis 
   ——————————————————————————————— 
  Dec 4th TBC     Pastor 
  Dec 11th TBC     Pastor 
  Dec 18th Pastor   Requested Carols  Pastor 
 
  Dec 24th    Carols by Candlelight  6.30pm 
  Dec 25th           Christmas Day Service 10.30am  
  ——————————————————————————–————— 
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Missionary News  

 
 

How quickly this summer has passed, with a glorious August and unexpected 
hot weather at the beginning of September. We thank the lord for refreshing 
holiday times. 
Since our Easter newsletter we have had a special Sunday collection for home 
Mission which together with Home mission boxes raised £363.50 
In May we had a visit from Andrew Wilson, a representative from Release. He 
was able to tell us more about the work of Release and to encourage us to pray 
more for Christians who live under almost impossible conditions. 
At the beginning of June several of us attended the AGM of SASRA at  
St. Nicholas Church, Sevenoaks. As always it was an inspiring evening and we 
were able to present them with £850 collected from our SASRA drums. 
Also in June we had a visit from the new SASRA Area Manager, Steve Penny. 
Graham Chewter, from the Trinitarian Bible Society visited us in June. We thank 
God for the dedication of the work carried out by this society. 
The first Sunday in September we were able to enjoy  Mike Moore, both  
morning and evening, before he leaves this area. It was a day of great blessing 
to us all. 
We also looked forward to the visit of Sheikh Jean-Louis Kassis from the London 
City Mission, in September, and to hear more of the current work ongoing at 
LCM Waterloo Centre for the homeless, as once again all money and goods 
from our harvest services will go to their work in London. 
I have sent two large parcels of stamps to BMS. Please remember to keep  
saving stamps. 
Thank you for all your prayers and support in our Missionary work. 
May god continue to bless us.  

 

        Shirley 
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Cissie Entwhistle 

 
 

For many years Cissie has been editor and guiding light of our newsletter in all 
its various forms, 1977 was the year she became Editor. Cissie knew from the 
outset exactly how she wanted it to be, she is also pretty adept at being able to 
cajole people to put pen to paper and write items for the newsletter. 
Sadly our beloved Cissie suffered a stroke earlier in the year. After a protracted 
spell in hospital she is now resident in a nursing home near Caterham. Her 
room is gracious, large , bright and airy overlooking a pretty garden in which 
she is comfortable. Hopefully soon she will be able to be taken out to enjoy the 
garden, that will give her great pleasure. All her life gardening and nature have 
meant much to her. 
For the moment Cathy Gilbrook has taken over the editorship of the newsletter 
for which we thank her. 
Cissie has worshipped at the Chapel for a long time, she was baptised here on 
Sunday evening August 29th 1971, you will see at the end of this article a poem 
written by Cissie for that very occasion. 
It would be an understatement to say we miss Cissie from the fellowship, she is 
truly a unique person, gifted in so many ways, we miss her greatly. 
One of Cissie’s many gifts, other than that of writing poetry, is letter writing. Of 
all the people I know she has a wonderful unique gift of being able to send that 
little note or word of encouragement, love or comfort to those who for the  
moment are laid aside. These letters, notes, cards or telephone calls have been 
appreciated by everyone who has received them, bringing that loving touch 
nearer. Her poems are an inspiration and a joy to read.  
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Phillip and the Ethiopian (Acts 8:36-37) 
 
 
 

What doth hinder us? 
The world so full of sin 
The water - unfriendly -  
No soul - To help us in - 

 

What doth hinder us? 
The unknown and the fear - 

The Devil - our unworthiness - 
Temptation - Ever near.  

 

What doth hinder us? 
Christ! Walked upon the sea - 

“Such little faith,” “Such sinking” - 
“Such strength” Come Follow me!” 

 

     C. Entwistle (Baptism 29th August 1971) 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
To Cissie’s family, her son Richard, sister Norah and niece Jan we “Thank you” 
so much for allowing us to share in the visiting, as well as keeping us updated 
about Cissie’s progress. Cissie is continually in our prayers as are you. 

 

Finally a message from Cissie herself, She “Thanks” everyone for all their love 
and prayers, thanking them for coming to see her. Please can you let Cathy have 
your items for the newsletter as soon as possible. 

 

       Love from Cissie 
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A big thank you to everybody for all their prayers for my heart  
operation and recovery earlier this year. 
For all the visits, gifts and get well cards, they really did cheer me up. 
Thank you Kevin for your weekly Thursday visits, our chats and for the prayers, 
it meant a lot to me. 
Once again a big thank you to everybody. 
        Sheila 

Dohnavur 
 

I would like to thank you all for all the items you have contributed and 
for all the love and care that goes into each item. 
I shall be sending more parcels out in September and know that they will 
be gratefully received. 
There is a DVD in the church for anybody who would like to borrow it. 
Those that have seen it already have said it is very good. 
Once again my thanks to you  all. 
        Shiela 

 
      

 

Grant us Hope and Faith and Love 

 

  For a world grown cynically cold 
  Hungry for power and greedy for gold. 
  Faith to believe when, within and without, 
  There’s a nameless fear in the world of doubt. 
  Love is bigger than race or creed 
  To cover the world and fulfil each need... 
  God grant these gifts of faith, hope and love - 
  Three things this world has so little of -  
  For only these gifts from our Father above 
  Can turn man’s sins from hatred to love. 

 
 

  And now these three remain: faith, hope and love.  
  But the greatest of these is love.  

 
 

       1 Corinthians 13:13  

 

 By Helen Steiner Rice 
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Memories  

 

September 1st, a lovely hot sunny day reminds me of another September 1st, it 
was a Friday, 1939, the day I was evacuated with my sister, Audrey 18 months 
younger than myself, my brother David, 5 going on 6yrs and my best friend 
from school, Marjorie Blake. 
We had spent most of the summer holidays practising the walk to the station 
about one and a half to two miles away with or without suitcases. 
So we all met at my school at 9 o’clock nd were sorted into groups of two or 
three, we were the only one of four out of all those girls (possibly 500) 
Arriving at Chatham Railway Station, all the chocolate machines were emptied 
and each child was given a Nestles Bar and an orange for the journey. The  
journey seemed to take a long time, no signs anywhere, eventually we stopped 
at Faversham where each small group was given a large brown bag of  
provisions, corned beef, tinned milk, peas, soups, tea, sugar etc. and biscuits. 
Next stage we walked through the town dropping off little groups and some 
teachers until we arrived at South Street stopping to leave two close friends, 
Sheila Whitehead and Winifred Matthews with a Miss Dunn, a spinster. Two 
doors down was for us and knocking we were met by a very young lady, about 
21/22, recently married. The house was only partly furnished, the front room 
had a grand piano and beyond the lounge/diner, red velvet curtains and French 
doors to a large garden and a flagged stoned kitchen. We left the food but were 
given back the biscuits. The garden was lovely in sections, chestnut trees one 
each side, a pond with an island in the centre. My brother tried to jump it but 
fell in, luckily it was ok, a second and third lawn very smooth for croquet and 
ending with vegetables and fruit trees. 
To our surprise a young lady wheeled a trolley onto the grass, she was called 
Dorothy and was the maid, we had some tea but ate the sandwiches of banana 
and jam from my mother. Soon after the lady’s husband arrived home, he was a 
solicitor and we were introduced. Then it was time for us to have a bath, what 
luxury, a green bath and Dorothy bathed us all. We went up to the first floor, 
bare except for a large mattress on the floor. We talked for a bit and said we 
were lucky. My brother said his prayers, I decided to try and mother him. 
So ended that 1st long day. 
 
Pam 
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PSALM 23 

 
 

Because many of us have memorised the 23rd Psalm as children we often  
neglect to study it in detail in our adult life, and yet it is the most read portion 
of scripture at funerals and weddings. 
King David was having a tough time when this was written. His own son  
Absalom had toppled him from his throne so he had to flee into the wilderness 
with his family and servants (2 Samuel 15) and was hounded from place to 
place. No doubt in the desert the circumstances reminded him of his time away 
with the sheep and his shepherd life. 
In spite of all this experience and turmoil he was able to look to God for help 
and comfort. What a blessing this has been to us when our lives have been 
tested beyond measure and we have been able to say “The Lord is my  
shepherd, I shall not want” therefore I do not lack anything He satisfies my 
needs. 
This is the place to which God wants to bring us. He wants us to be dependant 
on Him alone. For if ‘the Lord is my shepherd’ then I shall not want, but if there 
is emptiness and frustration in our lives then the Lord is not our shepherd. 
A field of sheep may be a pretty scene but we know they are rather stupid  
animals. Sometimes they prove to be rather dumb and dirty, timid and helpless 
caught up in thorns and hedges. 
How like sheep we often are, but we all know this is true of ourselves.  
Sometimes we sing “Prone to wander Lord I feel it, prone to leave the God I 
love”. Isaiah said it best “All we like sheep have gone astray, we have turned 
everyone to his own way”. That’s me I’m a sheep and if Jesus is to be my  
shepherd I have to admit that I need Him and then I shall not want. 
Verse 2. He makes me lie down in green pastures, he leads me beside the still 
waters, He restores my soul. 
The first thing He does is to provide nourishment. The basic need of a flock of 
sheep is grass and water. Its a lovely picture showing sheep bedded down in a 
grassy meadow, completely satisfied with a still stream running by, not a  
rushing river which would threaten them. 
In Bethlehem David would have known good watering places, as the sun gets 
very hot and dries everything brown and useless, so he would have led his flock 
to cool and green places, a place of calm and tranquillity. God is never in a 
hurry. In all our need He is there . He comforts and feeds us through His word. 
Verse 3.  He leads me in the paths of righteousness for His name sake. 
Always in the right paths, a proper way, a well worn trail. That shows how  
stupid the sheep are because when the way is well laid out they still need a  
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Shepherd for he knows the trails and they have to trust Him. 

Verse 4. Even though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death I will 
fear no evil, for Thou art with me, thy rod and staff they comfort me. 
This is another aspect of the journey of life. When the sun sets in the evenings 
it is a quick action, the shadows come quickly the sheep, because they are 
timid, feel defenceless and frightened by the darkness, but the shepherd has 
his rod and staff to protect them. Likewise we are reminded of our Lord’s words 
“I will never leave you nor forsake you”, so we can say “the Lord is my helper,  
I will not fear what man can do to me. That is a great comfort. 
Verses 5 & 6. Thou prepares a table before me in the presence of my enemies; 
thou anointest my head with oil, my cup overflows. Surely goodness and mercy 
shall follow me all the days of my life and I shall dwell in the house of the Lord 
for ever. 
David changes the scene here, danger is still with the sheep but a safe haven is 
now provided with healing, comfort and anointing with oil. The overflowing cup 
was a powerful symbol in David’s time. A rich host would send a message to a 
guest to join him and on arrival would have his wine cup filled. As long as the 
cup was filled up the guest knew he was welcome, but as soon as it became 
empty he knew his time to leave had come and was no longer welcome! But to 
the favoured visitor the host filled his cup to overflowing, even when it reached 
the brim and flowed to the table. We have a place at God’s table and he is  
filling our cups with joy and grace to overflowing. 
At this time David was still hounded by his son and his armies, but was  
confident in God’s provision and help and probably remembered all the  
banquets he had enjoyed, but now in the deserts found himself hungry and 
weary and his army in disarray. God was not unaware of his plight and provided 
three men to bring help. They arrived with beds and basins so they could all 
wash to refresh themselves, plus earthen vessels for wheat and barley grain, 
beans an lentils, honey, butter and cheese, for they said the people are hungry 
and thirsty in the wilderness. David saw that God, as a gracious host, was  
preparing a table before him in the presence of his enemies.  
Paul said it this way in Philippians 4:19 “My God will supply every need of yours 
according to His riches in glory in Christ Jesus”. God pursues us with his  
 goodness and mercy all our days and prepares a home for eternity. 

 
Praise our wonderful God!  

 

      Ivy 
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When my mum died in July it came as a huge shock to us all so it was a  
surprise that she left so many things in order, particularly the sorted piles of 
“papers” in a drawer in my dressing table; a place where she knew I would 
look. Left for me to find. Precious papers. Love letters to her from my dad. 
Letters written from her dad to her during the war and a pile of clippings, 
poems and hymns for her funeral. And a little book of verses to be read by 
those left behind after the funeral. For comfort. 
I had seen Grandad’s letters before. Written to both my mum and her mum, 
his wife. His “darling Lilian”. Written on tiny pieces of paper in beautiful 
handwriting. His love for my nana overflowing in his words. His concern and 
interest in his daughter’s schooling and pride in her swimming accolades. 
Giving me an insight into the kind of upbringing my mum must have had. 
Not seeing her dad for so many years yet knowing, without question, that he 
thought of her often, knew how she was doing at school and was proud of 
her. And that he loved her and missed both her and her mum. Comforting 
letters. Then I found the other pile. The letters from my dad to my mum,  
letters written when he’d gone away to do his National Service. Letters I 
never knew existed. Letters she’d treasured, hidden, yet in a place where I 
would find them when the time was right. 

      I know that she left the love letters for me to find after she died. Priceless  
      and precious, and speaking volumes about her understanding of love. 

 
 

Below is one of the poems she left for me to find    

You can shed tears that she is gone,  
or you can smile because she has lived. 
You can close your eyes and pray that she'll come back, 
or you can open your eyes and see all she's left. 
Your heart can be empty because you can't see her, 
or you can be full of the love you shared. 
You can turn your back on tomorrow and live yesterday,  
or you can be happy for tomorrow because of yesterday. 
You can remember her only that she is gone, 
or you can cherish her memory and let it live on. 
You can cry and close your mind,  
be empty and turn your back. 
Or you can do what she'd want: 
smile, open your eyes, love and go on. 

 

        Melanie 


