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Lest we Forget 
Etched in stone, who lies here, now. 
Wave upon wave to gain the peace, 
Face the threat, give their life 
And we regret,  
The loss, the hurt, unending pain, 
Of those who no longer bear Novembers rain. 
 
No marching bands on battle fields, 
A hail of steel and life cut short, 
The plan to gain an extra yard 
Was met with great resistance, 
And there he fell and so did she , 
The nurse who came to help . 
And we regret, 
The loss, the hurt, unending pain, 
Of those who no longer bear November’s rain. 
 
The stillness and the trumpet sound 
Gives voice to lost lives yet, 
In stubborn hearts there is regret 
Remembered pain, lest we forget. 
 
Eric Massey 

 

 
 
 
 
Remember Me 
Red poppies waving in the summer’s breeze, 
Elegant, energetic, evocative. 
Millions have fallen, giving their lives 
Engaged in human endeavour. 
Millions have cried, tear upon tear 
Broken by human pride. 
Every year, red poppies wearing, we 
Remember and pray, 
 
Make us more loving, more caring,  
more patient,  
 
Embracing your ways, O God. 
 
Heather Whyte 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Quotation 
“The living owe it to those who no longer can speak 

 to tell their story for them."  
Czeslaw Milosz.   

 

 

Remembrance Hymn  
O Lord, we look upon the past, 
Rememb’ring those who went before.  
Who heard the call and bore for us  
The brutal, bloody face of war.  
We think of them and think of you,  
Who came to earth as one of us,  
To share our pain and bear our wounds,  
And make the final sacrifice.  
 
O Lord, we look around today  
And see a world in conflict still. 
We pray those who strive for peace,  
Who stand for truth or lives rebuild.  
We weep with those whose hearts are 
scarred, Whose way is hard, whose 
hope is weak.  
To refugees whose homes are lost,  
God of all comfort, comfort speak.  
 
O Lord, we look ahead in hope  
To see the dawning of the day  
When swords are beaten into ploughs  
And every tear is wiped away;  
When wounds are healed and fear     
dispelled  
And all who trust in you arise;  
When Christ, the Prince of Peace, has 
come  
And glory, glory fills the skies. 
  
Tim Chester | Colin Webster | Phil Moore  

CCLI Song # 7120048  

 
This Week 
Rodborough Tab  

Sun Nov 14th  10.45am  
Joint Remembrance Service at the Parish Church. 
 
Brockworth  

Sat Nov 13th 10-12 - Coffee morning  
Sun Nov 14th 10.30am - Malcolm Leach & Elder 
   
 

Prayer Chain contact for November  

John Cook 01453 766732 

rosemarycook8164@outlook.com 
 



 

The Blade 

I remember the paper knife 
It sliced my heart out. 
That letter tore our life apart 
took my smile away forever. 
I dress in black every morning. 
I never say you names aloud 
but I will not forget you. 
Residing on the cottage next to the Spa 
time stands still for mw. 
I have no joy in living 
yet, here I am breathing 
going about the chores, 
cleaning, baking, feeding the geese. 
Sitting on the step I sharpen the blade 
of the bread knife. What a waste of life. 
Albert, my first born, a soldier, 
quick to answer the call of duty 
first man in Stonehouse to fall. 
Fred was gassed, never the same. 
Alex, I thought safe, died from his wounds 
the day after Armistice – 
last man in Stonehouse to pass over. 
Poor Lottie left behind, 
never to enjoy marriage or carry his child. 
My husband Eli, hid his pain. We all did. 
A knife again, took blood, sliced his throat 
but cruelly left him alive, for shame. 
The court found him guilty but spared him jail. 
His next attempt could not fail.  
I am grateful to the coroner 
leaving out the cause of death. 
The only light in my life is little Rob 
he reminds me of my boys. 
He comes to call once a fortnight. 
I fatten him up with cold potatoes and butter. 
My hand shakes as I use the knife. 
There’s always treacle tart to follow. 
We have an understanding, Rob and I. 
He knows why Grandma will not smile. 
Behind this dour face,  
lies a mother’s love 
Never forgotten. 
 
Copyright Kim Baker rom the book Happy Land that I wrote for my Dad about growing up in Stonehouse. and it is   
written in my great grandmother’s voice. She lost 2 sons in the Great War. My grandfather was her youngest son. Rob 
mentioned, is my Dad as Bruce isn’t his real name! (Robert Bruce Baker).  
 

A Grave Ending (1914) 
They cast away the iron, 
not long after it was laid. 
She had insisted,  
to set an example, 
as you were Justice of the Peace. 
 
Your son never returned home, 
his life melted away. 
There was no peace or justice anymore. 
She showed her metal, 
railing at the futilities of war. 

Copyright Kim Baker From The Lavinia Tree, 2017  



 
  
Explanation of God by an 8 year  old 
 

This was written by an 8-year-old named Danny Dutton, who lives in 
Chula Vista CA.  

‘One of God’s main jobs is making people. He makes them to   
replace the ones that die, so there will be enough people to take 
care of things on earth. He doesn’t make grownups, just babies. I 
think because they are smaller and easier to make. That way he 
doesn’t have to take up his valuable time teaching them to talk 
and walk. He can just leave that to mothers and fathers.’ 

‘God’s second most important job is listening to prayers. An awful 
lot of this goes on, since some people, like preachers and things, 
pray at times beside bedtime. God doesn’t have time to listen to 
the radio or TV     because of this. Because he hears everything, 
there must be a terrible lot of noise in his ears, unless he has 
thought of a way to turn it off.’ 

‘God sees everything and hears everything and is everywhere 
which keeps Him pretty busy. So you shouldn’t go wasting his 
time by going over your mom and dad’s head asking for something they said you couldn’t have. 

’Atheists are people who don’t believe in God. I don’t think there are any in Chula Vista. At least there aren’t 
any who come to our church.’ 

‘Jesus is God’s Son. He used to do all the hard work, like walking on water and performing miracles and  
trying to teach the people who didn’t want to learn about God.. They finally got tired of him preaching to 
them and they crucified him. But he was good and kind, like his father, and he told his father that they didn’t 
know what they were doing and to forgive them and God said O.K.’ 

‘His dad (God) appreciated everything that he had done and all his hard work on earth so he told him he  
didn’t have to go out on the road anymore. He could stay in heaven. So he did. And now he helps his dad 
out by listening to prayers and seeing things which are important for God to take care of and which ones he 
can take care of himself without having to bother God. Like a secretary, only more important.’ 

‘You can pray anytime you want and they are sure to help you because they got it worked out so one of 
them is on duty all the time.’ 

‘You should always go to church on Sunday because it makes God happy, and if there’s anybody you want 
to make happy, it’s God! 

Don’t skip church to do something you think will be more fun like going to the beach. This is wrong. And   
besides the sun doesn’t come out at the beach until noon anyway.’ 

‘If you don’t believe in God, besides being an atheist, you will be very lonely because your parents can’t go 
everywhere with you, like to camp, but God can. It is good to know He’s around you when you’re scared, in 
the dark or when you can’t swim and you get thrown into real deep water by big kids.’ 

‘But…you shouldn’t just always think of what God can do for you. I figure God put me here and he can take 

me back anytime he pleases. 

And That’s why I believe in God.’ 

Source: thegoodnewsministry.wordpress.com/ 

 

 

 

https://thegoodnewsministry.wordpress.com/christian-humor/explanation-of-god-by-an-8-year-old/


 

The Butterfly Garden 

 
Congratulations to Chris Evans,  founder of The Butterfly 
Garden, near Cheltenham who will receive an Honorary award  
from  Gloucestershire University this week.  
 

James Garbett-Clem from Brockworth, who loves spending time 
at the Butterfly Garden, has sent us a copy of his portrait of      
Chris Evans.   
Thank you James.  

 

 

The History. 

 
There was never a plan to set up the project, at least not until the    
summer of 2002 when six young autistic students were visiting a small commercial Nursery and garden    
centre on the outskirts of Cheltenham. They came, innocently enough, seeking gardening advice and unwit-
tingly became the pioneer founders of 'The Butterfly Garden'. Invited to return and with guidance they teased 
life into a small, previously unused patch.... and people heard about it. 
 
By November, a quarter of an acre of overgrown, derelict land was fenced off. A development plan was 
drawn up and as the months advanced the once tired and empty space was transformed. Today the garden 
extends across more than four acres. It weaves and entwines with 'the original business' (that still operates) 
and there is an emulation and sharing of daily tasks, that makes the experience very real. Now, over one 
hundred students attend each week. Many are referred by colleges, schools, day centres and NHS support 
agencies, whilst others are guided by friends and family. There are students on site every day and together 
they have transformed a wilderness and helped to shape a stimulating garden experience, with terrific       
resources. 
 
The Butterfly Garden is no longer just about gardening though. As the project has evolved, people have just 
turned up offering help and services (amongst them teachers and care workers) and today the provision is 
both diverse and stimulating. We have volunteers supporting art, music, woodwork and catering as well as 
the gardening. 

Source: thebutterflygarden.org website 

 

 

 

 

 
Dates for your diary  
 
Sunday 28th November at 12.00  There will be a church meeting on, in the community room, or on 
zoom. This is a regular meeting to approve next year’s budget. We are hoping to have further news of our 
application for funding for a pioneer minister by then. 
 
Sat Dec 4th Tab coffee morning  10-12 in the community room 
 
 
Forthcoming Church closure/changes  
  
21 November - Service at Stroud Congregational Church.  

Starting on 12 December all future Cafe Church services will take place in the hall and be in the old format.  

None of the above services will be live streamed or recorded and unless volunteers come forward this will 
also apply to many of our services over the coming months.  



 

 

 

Rodborough Tabernacle 

Coffee Morning 
Saturday Dec 4th 

10am—12md 

 

   Stalls 

   Raffle 

   Refreshments 


