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Bible hope is a desire based on a promise 

from God. This promise communicates the 

possibility of Godõs blessing to the individ-

ual and encourages the soul.  I f one wi l l  

plant this seed into the soil of the heart, 

and if the soil is kept right, it will bring 

WELCOMEð to our fourth issue of Church Chat  

Pam & Linda  

Not a vicarõs letter this time but a ministerõs letter  

Davids Blog  

 Aidan has kindly(?) invited me to write something for this edition of ôChurch Chatõ.  And in case you 

were wondering - I am the minister of the United Reformed Church congregation that meets for worship 

in St Peterõs on Sunday mornings. 

Easter Day might be a distant memory for most of you now but I think I will remember this yearõs cele-

brations for quite some time.  Having led an All Age festival service at the church in Dyserth (where I 

am also minister), and running late as usual, I jumped in the car to drive the 10 or so miles to Holywell 

to lead Tabernacleõs Easter Day celebrations.  What a wonderful sight greeted me when I finally arrived 

in Rose Hill to find St Peterõs car park still full and a real buzz in the air as one congregation were leav-

ing and the URC congregation gathering to bear witness to the Resurrection of our Lord.  We couldnõt 

match the large number of worshippers of the Anglican congregation but still our service attracted more 

than is usual on this most joyous of days.  

Easter is, of course, a season and not just a day and we continue to think about Resurrection and what 

this means for us in the weeks that follow.  Just as those first disciples tried to understand and come to 

terms with Jesusõ victory over death so we too grapple with the earth shattering, life changing truth 

that Christ is Risen and Christ is Alive in our lives and in the world today.  Alleluia!  

I am sure many of you, like me are 

constantly getting phone calls for PPI, 

new boilers or solar panels, or any other 

latest must haves.  Most of these I can 

happily refuse but the ones I have the 

most difficulty with are the ones from 

charities, now I know I cannot help everyone who 

asks but its difficult to choose any others after the 

ones we as a family support.  However it never 

fails to amaze me how a relatively small town like 

Holywell and Greenfield, is so generous when it 

comes to giving.   

There are a number of charities here which 

regularly hold events and all are well supported, 

our charity ships are always busy.  I am on a 

committee which promotes cancer research and 

like the other charities fund raise and like other 

volunteers I spend time in a local supermarket 

collecting.  I am constantly amazed at the 

generosity of people as well as the good humour 

and interesting conversations I have had.  On a 

recent holiday to Budapest I was surprised and 

saddened at the number of people living and 

begging on the streets, many of whom had 

physical and mental problems.  I donõt know how 

the care system works there but like here there 

were many people giving money and food, helping 

where they could.  In a world where the focus is 

on getting as much as you can in material goods 

and one which is racked with conflict it is good to 

know that there are pockets of kindness and 

goodness and I am glad that I live in one of them.  

Pam 

forth a harvest of faith. Bible hope is faith in seed 

form.  

We have been busy in our garden these past weeks, 

and I am brimming with Hope of a glorious summer 

and a colourful garden, we plant the tiniest of seeds 

into soil, and nurture them and hope they will grow 

and look like the picture on the seed packet.  

I love the spring, new life is popping up everywhere, 

and the birds are singing in the morning, nights 

become lighter ð we hope the summer is going to be 

a good one.  We plan ahead for our holidays, for 

barbeques in the garden, long walks ð hope is all 

around.  

I am nurturing my little seedlings in the garden, 

but most of all I pray that the seed I planted in my 

heart of Love for Jesus will grow and that I will 

keep the soil right and my faith will grow and bring 

forth a harvest.  

Linda  
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In common with many of the other denominations, the United Reformed Church is concentrating some of 

its efforts in helping churches to understand more about developing discipleship amongst its members.  A 

key question in this is how do we live out our Easter faith?  What difference does it make to our lives - in 

the choices we make, the company we keep, in our attitudes and values?  What does being a disciple of Je-

sus mean to you?  Iõm sure that the Church in Wales is encouraging its congregations to ask similar ques-

tions too.  

Some of these issues will come into sharper focus in the coming weeks as we approach the General Elec-

tion.  As I write this, the manifestos of the various parties have just been launched and campaigning is in 

full swing.  The two major parties are neck and neck in the opinion polls and each is trying its hardest to 

appeal to those yet undecided voters in the hope that they can win enough seats in the Westminster Parlia-

ment to be able to form a majority government - although at present this looks highly unlikely and some 

form of continuing coalition is again on the cards.  

So as we approach this hotly contested election - with living standards, the economy, immigration, the fu-

ture of the NHS and education all key issues, how does what we believe as Christians help us to decide who 

to vote for?  In the past, politicians have been criticised  for talking about faith - particularly their own 

faith, in relation to their politics.  ôLeave religion out of itõ is often the cry.  But what does that say about 

our faith if it remains purely a private matter?  How can we live as faithful Christians if our faith does not 

at least inform our attitudes and actions?  Again it comes down to discipleship - as we learn to live and 

grow in the ways of Jesus Christ, our risen Lord.  For me issues like selflessness, justice, dignity, respect 

and inclusion are the things that matter most as I see these are some of the things that Jesus stood for - 

Kingdom values.  

Like Easter, I guess itõs what happens after the election that really matters.  Will those who are elected, 

and the new government that is formed, live up to their promises.  Only time will tell and the way things 

usually work out is that there are many complicated reasons why nothing is a straight forward as it 

seemed before the election when the parties were trying to woo voters!  All we can do is try to continue be-

ing that salt and light in the world, working to bring about those Kingdom values, in the power of the Spir-

it and for the sake of Jesus Christ, our crucified and risen Lord.  

With Easter (and election) blessings  

David  

Vicarõs Letter cont... 

The    home  of   Arthur  

Up against the wall of venerable Exmewe House, now Barclays Bank, in St Peterõs Square Ruthin, can be 

found A rough -hewn boulder of limestone. This is Maen Huaill ( The stone of Huail)  Huaill  after whom it is 

named has been claimed as the  brother  of Gildas the monk , one of  Britainõs earliest  historians . A local 

legend claims that  Huaill was a          mighty warrior, a rival in power to none other than King Arthur             

himself. The legend of Maen Huaill appeared in a chronicle written in   The year around 1530 by one òElis 

Gruffud ) who lived in the Flintshire parish  of Ysceifiog  .Arthur  states this legend discovered Huaill con-

sorting with one of his mistresses. The ensuing row soon turned into a fight. Huail however was the victor 

and wounded Arthur in the knee. Arthur agreed that this should be the end of the quarrel but he put Huail 

under a strict ban never to refer to the wound he had inflicted. Then he limped off to his court in Caerwys . 

Sometime later Arthur was in Ruthin cavorting with another girl.  

For some reason the warrior, not properly explained, had disguised himself in female clothing to accomplish 

this. But the disguise did not fool Huail who also happened to be present. He saw Arthur dancing and 

laughed out loud òThe dancing would be fine if it wasnõt for you kneeó !n so doing he had broken his formal 

promise to Arthur, never to mention the wound. Arthur was furious and it was not long before Huail found 

himself in custody. Arthur had him dragged over to a nearby boulder and there, and then with his own 

sword, he beheaded` Huail, so ending a feud that had undermined his power for years. Ever since the stone 

has been Known as òMaes Huail ò and it remains one of the most important surviving relics associated with 

Arthurian legend.  
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Overlooking Ruthin is the Clwydian Range of hills, which is not only beautiful, but also of great historical in-

terest. Here there are more hill forts than any other comparable area in the British Isles. One of the most 

prominent of these is òMoel Arthuró A name that can hardly be suggestive. Was this fortress used by the leg-

endary King Arthur: possibly? For two reasons  

Firstly an ancient Welsh poem refers to a warrior fighting like Arthur at òCaer Fenllió and òFoel  Fenllió is an-

other fortified hill in the Clwydian  Range  

The second reason is more complicated. According to legend  when Arthur is severely  wounded, he is taken to 

a mystical place called òAvalonó Avalon should  really be the old Welsh way : Afallon.  

Now Afallon was the home of a man named Afallwch and although there is nowhere (of any age) named 

Afalllon one place in Britain can be found which is named after Afallwch. This is another prehistoric hill fort 

Caerfalwch whose name translates as òFortress of  Afallwchó This may perhaps; be Afallon. 

Caerallwch is perched above the Flintshire village of Rhosesmor and situated directly east of Moel Arthur. If 

you stand as I did in the entrance to the hill fort on Moel Arthur, you will see Caerfallwch neatly framed. On 

the old Celtic, spirit night of Beltanethe; 31st of April. I was once on Moel Arthur waiting to see the May Day 

sunrise. I stood in the ramparts facing East, and was most impressed to see the sun rise directly above Caefall-

wch framed by the entranceway of the ancient fortress Arthur Afallon.  Arthur intriguing.  

                                                                 

   Ken. Holmes  

òThin Placesó 

Sylvia Maddox a retreat leader and author from San Antonio, Texas wrote.  

There is a Celtic saying that heaven and earth are only three feet apart, but in the thin places that dis-

tance is even smaller  

The question I ask is òCan we create our own òThin Placeó For those of you unfamiliar with the term thin 

place òThese thin places were thres-hold places, from the Latin limen, which can mean a border or frontier 

place where two worlds meet and where one has the possibility of communicating with the other.ó The Iona 

Community is one such example, others being Nevern, Pennant Melangell and St. Davidõs among others. 

Given that Jesus was God in human flesh, we might think that places no longer matter at all when it 

comes to our relationship with God. But, surprisingly enough, Jesus himself seemed to seek intimacy with 

his Heavenly Father in special places. In Mark 1:35, for example, we read: òIn the morning, while it was 

still very dark, he got up and went out to a deserted place, and there he prayed.ó 

We are proposing to create our own thin place by planting, and yes maintaining, a community heritage 

garden and orchard at St. Peters but for this, we need help, a team of people willing to help with light 

maintenance and planting tasks as our three year planting plan develops.  

Here is the outline long -term thinking.  
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Spring by Camille Gotera  
 

When the sky above shows life instead of death,  

When the claws, reaching to the frozen sky becomes decorated with  

leaves, 

When the animals -long in hiding - scurry from trees,  

We know winter has ended.  

 

When the frost on grass is replaced with sweet dew,  

When the fields become dotted with flowers, reminding me of you,  

When the lonely silence becomes filled with melodies,  

When you feel warm air, erasing bad memories  

We know winter has ended.  

 

When the hard, bare ground becomes painted with green,  

When the frost -bitten air becomes fresh and clean,  

When the coats and boots are all stored away,  

And we will not be alone support from Keep Wales Tidy / Welsh Government Nature Fund has already seen us 

receive £200-00 of vouchers from the òNatural Buzzó project so we can plant wildlife friendly plants that are on 

the RHS Perfect For Pollinators Plant List around St. Peterõs. Our thanks to Roberta Owen for this initiative. 

Now the appeal.  

If anyone feels, that they would like to help in any way to create our very own thin place. Please let any of your 

PCC know and we will then arrange a kick -off meeting where we can share more of the vision and people can 

share what they can bring to the project and its upkeep, and yes making tea would be a much appreciated con-

tribution as would be your prayers.  

This is open to all in the community.  

Keith  

E  A  S  T  E  R  

E :  Everlasting Life  - John 3 -16 

A:  Assurance ð John 14 ð 19 

S:  Salvation ð Romans 10 ð 9 

T:  Truth ð John 14 -6 

E:  Exalted King ð Philippians 2. 10. 

11 

R:  Resurrection ð John 11 25-26 
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When the playgrounds become occupied again with child's play,  

We know winter has ended.  

 

When you hear the pleasant sound of children's laughter,  

When the air is filled with joy - long sought after,  

When the world is filled with sunlight, brighter and longer,  

When the song of Mother Nature becomes stronger and stranger,  

Spring has begun.  

 

Spring by Camille Gotera cont................  

I was walking down lifeõs highway a long time ago 

One day, I saw a sign that said òHeavenõs Grocery storeó 

As I got a little closer, the door, came open wide,  

And when I came to my self, I was standing inside  

I saw a host of ANGELS. They were standing everywhere.  

One handed me a basket òMy child shop with careó 

Everything a CHRISTIAN needed was in the Grocery store  

and all you could not carry  

You could come back the next day for more first I got some  

PATIENCE & Love is in the next row Further down   was  

UNDERSTANDING, you need that wherever you go  

   A box or two of WISDOM, a bag or two of FAITH  

I could not miss the HOLY GHOST for it was all over the place  

I stopped   to    get    some STRENGTH   and COURAGE    

To help me run this race by then my basket was getting full  

but I remembered  GRACE  I didnõt  forget  SALVATION  for                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                            

Salvation is free I tried to get enough to save you & me                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                              

Then I started up to the counter to pay my grocery bill  

For I thought I had everything to do my MASTERõS   will  

As I went up the aisle, I saw PRAYER and just had to put it in  

For I know when its tough outside, I would run right into sin  

PEACE and PRAISES were hanging near so I helped myself.  

Then I said to the ANGELó How much do I owe? He just smiled 

and said, Just take them wherever  you go,  

Again I said òHow much do I really owe   He smiled again and said, 

TIME MY CHILD JESUS PAID YOUR BILL A LONG, LONG TIME AGO.  

 

Heavenõs Grocery Store  
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Eva Jean Ramage  

Seren Elizabeth Griffiths  

Thanksgivings for the  

Gift of a Child  

Baptisms 

Dominic Francis Morgan -

Lloyd  

Gethin John Griffiths  

A Miner Rememberséé.. 

We met and we married a long time ago  

 We worked for long hours when wages were low  

 No TV no wireless no baths, times were hard  

 Just a cold -water tap and a walk down the yard  

 

 No holidays abroad No carpets on floors.  

 We had coal fires, and we did not lock doors  

 Our children arrived no pill in our days;  

 And we brought them up, without any state aid  

 

They were safe going out to play in the park  

And old folk were safe going out in the dark  

No Valium, no drugs, no L.S.D.,  

We cured all our ills with a nice cup of tea.  

 

No vandals, no mugging, there was nothing to rob.  

WE felt well off with a couple of bob.  

People were happier in those far off days.  

Kinder and caring in so many ways.  

 

Milkmen and paperboys would whistle and sing.  

A night out at the pictures was our weekly fling.  

We had our share of trouble and strife..  

WE just had to face it that is the pattern of life.  

 

Now Iõm alone, I look back through the years. 

I donõt think about bad times or troubles and tears. 

I remember the blessings, our home, and our love.  

And that we shared them together, I thank God above  

FUND RAISISNG  

Please can I ask you to support our fund raising events this year. I know of course that it is not possible to at-

tend all of these events.  

I don't know is you realise how much it cost to keep our Church's going. It works out at approx £745.50 per 

person per year, this is £14.33 per week just to pay the Parish Share and the Gas & Electricity we have no 

choice about paying these bills. On top of this there are the running costs for general maintenance, replace-

ment of equipment, cleaning materials, light bulbs and ink for the printers etc. I could go on the list is ever-

lasting.  

Of course if we don't raise enough revenue something will have to go as we cannot run at a loss, but what can 

we afford to loose. Everything is necessary to the running of our Church's.  

So once again I ask PLEASE HELP US RAISE THE NECESSARY INCOME by supporting as many of the 

fund raising events as possible.  

Janette  
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A few weeks ago, my father and I travelled down to Bristol in order to partake in an 

Archaeology and Anthropology Open Day. The first thing that struck me as I walked up the 

street to reach the centre of the Universityõs art college was the variety of shops I could see. It 

differed from bookstores to art shops, from oriental cafes to mini exhibition buildings, and I 

realized that I was going to be able to truly immerse myself in different cultures here. With 

Bristol being a port town this was no surprise, as throughout history the foreign ships that dock 

in such places bring along with them their home country's traditions, piquing the curiosity of 

the town's inhabitants. As such the population of the port towns were also able to inspire other 

travellers who came from the mainland of Britain, many of who wrote about such findings in a 

variety of media, such as Jonathan Swift who is the author of 'Gulliver's Travels.'  

This is the type of the person that I would like to become, someone who is unafraid to 

experiment with something that is currently strange to them and then adapt to such an extent 

that they are able to appreciate what it means to those who practice it, and convey its true 

meaning to others. with this degree I will have the possibility to travel where ever I desire, to 

learn about any country's past, present and also to preserve its culture's future, so that it is 

never forgotten by the upcoming generations.  

Shauna Coleman  

A visit to Bristol:  

By Terry  


