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We would like to introduce the 
Neighbourhood Policing Team in 
Great Baddow and Galleywood areas. 
   We welcome two sergeants to the team, Sgt 
Tim Enstone and Sgt Andy Hynes, The Police 
Constables patrolling the area are PC Mark 
Wilson, PC Jo Fairchild, PC Corinne Chase, 
PC Rob Norris, PC Kate Joyce and joining the 
team in April are PC Rooze and PC Fry. 
   An important part of the Neighbourhood 

Policing Team is the Police Community 
Support Officers Karen Lucas, Jo Harcourt and 
Maz Keenan. The PCSO's main role is high 
visible patrols, engaging with the community, 
providing a service that assists in reducing 
incidents of anti-social behaviour, working in 
partnership with other agencies, ie: Chelmer 
Housing and Neighbourhood Watch, gathering 
intelligence to enable a safer community for all 
to enjoy and maintaining public re-assurance. 

Most children and teenagers (and 
quite a few adults) utter those 
words.  It is the sort of line you hear 
at the beginning of a Stephen 
Spielberg film set in some sleepy 
American suburb, but of course you, 
the viewer, know that something 
BIG is indeed about to happen, and 
you wait for the moment. 
   Easter, back in Jerusalem over 
2,000 years ago, was certainly not 
boring. Due to an army of 
occupation and the attempts of 
insurrectionists to annoy them, life 
was never dull; and then there were 
the Jewish festivals to look forward 
to, one of which was Passover. 
   It was at the feast of Passover 
about 2,000 years ago that Jesus, a 
popular preacher and teacher, was 
taken, tried and executed. For Jesus’ 
closest friends this seemed like a 
disastrous end to three years of 
preaching and healing. So many 
lives had been touched and people 
had seen a glimpse of hope. Jesus’ 
death at the hands of the Roman 
Government seemed to dash those 
hopes and Jesus’ followers were left 

confused and upset. 
   So when reading the accounts of 
that first Easter in Mark’s Gospel, 
what comes over is the sheer terror 
and bewilderment of the women who 
saw that the tomb of Jesus was 
empty. Despite being told three 
times by Jesus that he would rise 
from the dead, none of them really 
believed he would defeat death. I 
mean, death is death isn’t it, then and 
now. There is something dreadfully 
final about a funeral, and it was this 
finality of death that was reversed 
one day in Jerusalem as people 
realised Jesus was no longer dead: he 
had “risen from the dead” 
   The amount of death that we have 
seen on our screens and that the 
Iraqis have gone through in the last 
year is tragic and mind numbing. 
That is real life for the residents of 
Baghdad. But in our fiction, in our 
films and TV, the average child by 
age 16 has seen nearly 18,000 
pictures of a death or murder 
depicted in some way. The more you 
watch pictures depicting death, the 
more it can sow seeds of despair in 

our hearts. 
But according 
to the New Testament death does not 
have the last say. In Jesus, its sting 
has been taken away. If we loose 
someone then we still go through 
grief and sadness. But Jesus’ death 
and resurrection mean there is hope. 
   Something really did happen then in 
a somewhat forgotten corner of the 
Middle East. Easter is about 
celebrating that truth. Chocolate, 
daffodils, Easter hymns and holidays 
are things that help us to celebrate. 
This Easter why not go along to your 
local church and join in the 
celebration. That might mean being 
quiet on Good Friday and 
contemplating on what happened on 
the Cross, or singing songs of 
praise on Easter Day. 
Whatever you do, celebrating 
Easter is definitely not 
boring, as thousands of 
adults, teenagers and children 
can vouch for. God is good 
and he wants you and me to 
be part of the bigger picture 
this Easter. 

Great Baddow and Galleywood 
Neighbourhood Policing Team 

based at Moulsham Police Station, Gloucester Avenue, CM2 9DS 
Telephone No. 01245 490296 (opening hours Monday to Thursday 9am - 1pm) 

Mobile 07855 781137 or Chelmsford Police Station 01245 491212 

MINI MOTOS  
These small motorbikes are a problem in our community. Essex Police need the commu-
nity to assist and support us in the illegal use of these vehicles in public places. Do you 
know where they are driven on a regular basis? Please contact us on the above telephone 
numbers with any information. 

“Everything round here is boring, nothing ever happens” 

SPRING INTO ACTION 
CARPENTRY JOBS TO DO LIST 

 

•Door hanging/Easing - Exterior and Interior doors 
•Pipe boxing 

•Curtain tracks and poles fitted 
•Fitting of stair spindles etc 
•Loft boarding and ladders 
•Under stair cupboards  

•Also give me a call if the job is small 
•Free written estimates 

 

25 years experience 
 

SPENCER DOHERTY CARPENTRY 
   01245 352899 or 07941 539274 

Looking for a Nursery School? 

Woodcroft Nursery School 
 Dorset Avenue, Great Baddow, 
 Chelmsford, Essex. CM2 9UB 
   
     Headteacher: Mrs J. Sullivan 
                   Tel: (01245) 473222 

Essex County Council 

PC Corinne Chase, PCSO Maz Keenan, Sgt Andy Hynes and PCSO Karen Lucas  



From the very start the Christian community, the church, has been a place where needy people have been able to come and have their 
needs met. Financial needs have been met because those who have resources have been moved to share them with those they call their 
brothers and sisters. Because of this there were no poor among the early believers. Ever since then the church has provided significant 
poverty relief, through various charities working at home and more recently worldwide. The church has also always been a place where 
people's non-financial needs have been met, where they have been able to find forgiveness, acceptance, healing, and community. This is 
still the heart of its mission today. Of course, because the church is made up of imperfect people who each have their own needs, it does not 
always fulfil this mission perfectly. But it aims to be a transformed community, and also a transforming community, transforming the lives of 
those who join it and of everyone around it.  In this issue we give some examples of how this is working out in practice in Great Baddow. 

Transforming A Community 

Ever since Meadgate 
Church was built (over 35 
years ago), it has been a 
big part of my life.  When 
my husband was ill in 
1985 the support I re-
ceived was absolutely 
wonderful.  The Minister 
at that time and the mem-
bers of the congregation 
were constant visitors, 
and after his death six 
months later this friend-

ship and support made an 
enormous difference to 
my life.  Now, I cannot 
imagine not being a part 
of this Church.  It has 
grown so much in num-
bers and some of those I 
knew have passed away, 
but there is a community 
spirit, which gives a 
whole new meaning to 
my daily life. 

Rene Duke. 

It has come to my attention, an article 
printed in a local newspaper in late 
December 2006 or early January 2007.  An 
article referring to Church Parishioners 
bullying their Vicars.  As I didn’t actually 
read this article I am unable to give my 
comments.  However, from what I have been 
told, an article such as this one could bring 
disarray into Churches. 
   As I am a Christian and attend Meadgate 
Church, I feel, as I am sure my Christian 
Church family does, we have to defend 
ourselves as Parishioners regarding this 
matter.  We have great respect for our Vicar; 
in fact this observation has given us a chance 
to let readers know how much he means to 
us. 
   The Revd. Mones Farah is a passionate 
man, his love for the Church and his Church 
family in the love of Jesus Christ shows 
unconditionally, and we can return his love.  
He has compassion for the community, 
helping where he can, is coupled with other 
works he has been called to do.  Mones is 
also a humble man and relates to his own 
failings, there is no favouritism from him 
with the Church family… he is a rock to us 
all.  Our Lord knew exactly what he was 
doing when he sent Mones to us, placing 
him in Meadgate Church and we thank God 
for him. 

June R. Waskett. 

Parishioners Love 
for their Vicar 

Love and support 
when you most need it 

Christmas Love  

Alpha Courses 
Exploring the meaning of life—a ten session in-

troductory course about the Christian faith. 
Is Christianity boring, untrue and irrelevant?  Who is Jesus?  Why did he die? 

And how can I be sure of my faith? 
Come and find out more! 

Starting Thursday 3rd May. 
For further details please contact 

Mones Farah on 01245 471516 alpha.org 

   O n 
being 
asked 

to write this article I found that I had agreed about ten 
seconds before I went “oh no”. Having received and 
read the Baddow Life several times over the last four 
years I was aware that people had written several arti-
cles about this topic and all of them with more literary 
skill in their left hand than I had in my whole body.  [I 
disagree – Ed.]  However, Tudor (Roberts) had faith in 
me, so I felt duty bound to make an attempt. 
   Why was it that I found myself committing to leave 
my warm house during the cold autumn evenings just 
when calmness was restored and my children had gone 
to bed? Was it really a sign that I was joining middle 
age, that I wanted to spend my time at Church rather 
than at the pub? However, I felt I needed some answers, 
having joined the congregation of St Paul’s about 3 
years ago. I was increasingly feeling like a fraud as my 
main motivation for going to church, back then, was to 
get out of the house and give my husband some sort of 
lie in. I found that as my knowledge and experience of 
God increased so did my confusion. Was it really right 
that I accept communion when deep down I wasn’t to-
tally sure that Jesus could understand my life as it is 
today. I was part of a house group and this showed me 
the need to get the basics in order as much of what we 
had studied drew me closer to God and the Church. I 
therefore decided to join an Alpha course. 
   Overall it has been a wonderful experience. The meals 
were lovely and it was great to socialise with members 
of the congregation who gave their time willingly to 
support us on our journey in faith. The group came from 
differing backgrounds but I never felt judged and we 
were all united in wanting to find out more about God 

and what role he could play in our lives. We watched 
the inspirational Nicky Gumbel and then discussed the 
issues such as: Who is Jesus and the Holy Spirit? Why 
did Jesus die? How can I be sure of my faith? It was 
interesting to see that things I had managed to sort out in 
my mind others struggled with and I was able to support 
them and vice versa. 
   Was it worth it I hear you ask? Yes in a word although 
that would suggest that it is complete. I no longer go out 
on a Thursday evening but in reality the Alpha course 
has proved to be that beginning. I feel that I have started 
to climb a mountain far larger 
than Mount Everest with many 
challenges and hardships along 
the way. However, I no longer 
feel alone and know that I have 
one of the biggest support 
teams in the world around me 
and that’s only the ones I can 
see.  I am embraced continu-
ously by the Holy Spirit. 
 

Kate Revell 

Alpha at St Paul’s 

As I walked into a room 
situated in Meadgate 
Church, I was greeted with 
smiling faces and hugs. I 
could see twinkling 
Christmas lights above, a 
table beautifully dressed 
with centre candle 
decorations. The pleasant 
odours from cooking 
coming from the kitchen, 
the sound of soft 
background music being 
played. "How wonderful" I 
thought, "This is what 
Christmas is all about, so 
much love being shown by 
church members to give 
lonely people, those that 
need company at this 
special time of year, an 
unforgettable Christmas". 
   The table decorations 

were supplied and dressed 
by Diane, church members 
generously provided the 
food, which was prepared 
by Lesley and James who 
waited on us tirelessly. 
    Many prayers had been 
said to encourage people to 
come into the church to 
share this festive day and 
for provisions to be met... 
Those prayers were 
answered. 
As the star was seen at the 
birth of Jesus Christ 
coming up in the east so 
did God's light embrace 
Meadgate Church bringing 
love, hope and peace to the 
people within and a very 
happy Christmas was had 
by all. 

June R Waskett 

When I moved to the 
Meadgate Estate it was all 
strange to me as I didn’t 
know anyone, but one day 
as I passed the Church a 
young woman said 
“Hello, why don’t you 
come to the Service”.  I 

said no as I might sit in 
somebody’s seat!  She 
said, “I will wait for you 
outside and we will go in 
together”. 
    I am very glad I did go, 
as the people were very 
pleasant and kind and 

over the years have been a 
help to me.   I was twice 
taken to hospital for 
treatment having to stay in 
for a while, and the people 
from our Church were 
always the first to come 
and cheer me up, and 
Mones would always 
come and pray for me. 

Lil Dobson. 

Concern and Caring 

Church members and friends meeting for lunch at Oasis Café, Meadgate Church 



Back in 2005, the ‘Make Poverty History’ campaign 
was launched and in full swing. It was an umbrella 
campaign, which various charities such as Oxfam 
supported and promoted. It received widespread 
media coverage. Memories of Bob Geldof, G8 and 
white rubber bands all seem very distant now. 
Perhaps even, a little passé. However, the need of 
people living in poverty is still just as great as it was 
two years ago. 
   The Christian viewpoint is that we must help those 
in need. Jesus said, “They also will answer, ‘Lord, 
when did we see you hungry or thirsty or a stranger 
or needing clothes or sick or in prison and did not 
help you?’  
   “He will reply, ‘I tell you the truth, whatever you 
did not do for one of the least of these, you did not do 
for me (Matt. 44-45, NIV).” 
   Saving the world may seem an impossible feat. 
One quote that will always stay in my mind (and 
which I often repeat) is from Mother Teresa, “We 
ourselves feel that what we are doing is just a drop in 
the ocean. But the ocean would be less because of 
that missing drop.” What you think might be a very 
small thing to do, could mean the world to someone 
else. 
   ‘Adopting’ a third-world child (whether it be in the 
controversial Madonna style, or via financial 
support) could make such an incredible difference to 
the child’s quality of life. Campaigning for HIV/

AIDS treatment to be more attainable for those that 
cannot afford it, could be life changing for those 
living with the virus. Choosing fair-trade goods, such 
as coffee, tea, chocolate, bananas and oranges will 
set you back a few pence, but remember where that 
small difference is going to. Think about where your 
clothes are coming from – delve into charity shops or 
buy ethical clothing. Buy energy-saving light bulbs 
and recycle. This might seem like it’s in the wrong 
article, but natural disasters are a large contributing 
factor to causing poverty. Global warming could 
make these disasters occur on a much more 
devastating scale, as seen in the 2004 Tsunami, 
which some scientists believe to have been as 
catastrophic as it was, as a result of melting ice-caps.  
   It’s also easy to forget that poverty exists on our 
doorsteps. Homeless people live in poverty. How 
they came to live on the streets is a whole other 
debate. But one thing is for certain  - they are human 
beings with needs. Buy a Big Issue or support a 
shelter.  
   The Soul Survivor church in Watford donates 
nappies and tinned foods as part of their offerings, 
after finding out from Social Services, the local 
needs of their community. 
   Comic Relief is coming up soon. So buy a red 
nose, donate some money and sit in a tub of beans. 
Remember, small sacrifices can be life changing. 

Emalee Brown 

Not Just A Drop In The Ocean 

SORs Sexual Orientation Regulation is in place in Ireland, and 
soon to become law in the rest of the United Kingdom. 
According to the government legislators this law should have 
no objective objection because it only refers to behaviour. 
However anyone who holds anything dear to their heart, will 
quickly realise that this claim is not strictly true.  In reality the 
government’s action shows its determination to legislate a law 
(not for the first time) that determines not only your behaviour 
but also your inner belief and thought. 
   To my mind this flawed thinking comes from the prevalent 
thought that is seen quite often in society, this thought often 
refers to the difference between what you believe and how you 
behave. I remember sitting with a couple in a marriage 
preparation session discussing their choice of the hymn 
Jerusalem for their wedding service. Explaining the powerful 
Christian implications of the hymn, the way the author sees this 
wonderful land as Christian land. How he declares that for it to 
remain wonderful it still need to remain faithful to the one 
whose feet have walked upon England’s green in ancient times 
(Jesus). How in the second verse we declare that it is our 
intention to fight an untiring and a good fight to establish a 
strong and victorious Jerusalem (an image of the Church) Upon 
This Land. Then I asked them whether this was their belief, to 
my utter amazement the bridegroom said, “Do you have to 
believe what you always say?” 
   The Human Right Act protects my inner beliefs but falls short 
of protecting me when I behave according to my beliefs.  This 
is the main argument used by the government in pushing for 
SORs yet this is flawed thinking and needs to be confronted 
and changed. There is a term that we use to describe those 
whose behaviour is not according to their belief: ‘Hypocrites’. 
Yet now we are expected to behave in a way that might be 
contrary to our beliefs, in fact this action of the government is 
nothing but an interference in my freedom to hold onto my own 
thoughts and beliefs no matter how it is put or argued for. 
   A friend of mine once said to those whose behaviour was 

contrary to their beliefs, “You hypocrites, on the outside you appear to people as 
righteous but on the inside you are full of hypocrisy and wickedness.” Matthew 
23:28. We need to take note of his words on an individual and corporate level, 
and our government needs to encourage us to avoid hypocrisy instead of 
legitimising it by legislating for it. 

Matthew 6:24 
"No one can serve two masters. Either 
he will hate the one and love the other, 
or he will be devoted to the one and 
despise the other. You cannot serve 
both God and Money. 
 
Interestingly enough, Luke 16:13 says 
exactly the same message word for 
word as Matthew 6:24. One could 
assume that one of them was copying 
the other’s homework, but that would 
miss the point. I believe they both 
clearly wished to quote Jesus telling us 
that we have a choice: We are free to 
serve either God or Money, but we are 
told it is impossible to find a balance 
between the two. 
   I know these words to be true, 
because I have dedicated my life to an 
experiment. Firstly trying to serve 
money and later turning to serving God.  
 
Serving Money 
In order to fully practice serving 
money, I bought myself a partnership in 
a lucrative IT Company. This was an 
ideal way to experience the supposed 
benefits of worshipping the Great 
British Pound. It all started to come 
together. By the grand age of 19, I had 
my first Turbo charged ‘luxury car’. By 
22 I had the fastest car produced by 
Saab and at 23 I had one of the first 
Mazda RX8’s off the production line. 

In addition to my desire for fast cars, I 
also had every gadget conceivable to 
man, the ability to spend freely and 
regular far flung holidays.  
   The side effects of this ‘perfect life’ 
was that I had a total lack of respect for 
other humans, serious arrogance 
problems, no real sense of morality and 
a total lack of satisfaction. The real 
trigger that showed how bad 
materialism can be was the day that 
having only owned that RX8 for four 
months, I was already in the car 
showrooms looking for a faster, better 
and more expensive toy to replace it 
with. 
   I lived to serve money and the things 
you could buy with it. I pursued 
happiness via spending – life was 
always about what could be bought 
next. To further myself financially I 
found myself lying, cheating and 
thinking of nothing but myself. All of 
this lack of satisfaction drew me further 
from the satisfaction offered by God. 
 
Serving God 
I started to attend the Meadgate Church 
20’s and 30’s housegroup. For the first 
time in my life I started to genuinely 
find pleasure in learning about God. 
Soon I began coming on a Sunday 
morning to hear what Mones had to 
say. His words sunk in and I quickly 
realised that my materialistic life was 

far from what I wanted. 
   Within weeks I was praying to God 
about what I should do about my work 
life. I knew where I was did not fit in 
with his plan. Three days after that 
prayer I had a huge bust up with my 
business partners. It was an awful row 
which left me totally at a loss for a 
solution and desperate to find some 
amicable ground. 
   I turned to reading the bible in the 
privacy of my room – I read and 
digested most of Matthew’s Gospel. It 
started to change my despair into hope. 
I repented of my sin, I prayed for God 
to have mercy on me. With the 
guidance of Mones and the help of God 
I finally managed to leave the problem 
in God’s hands. I prayed the most scary 
prayer ever ‘Lord, I choose your plan 
for my life. Let your will be done, not 
mine!” 
   I met again with my business partners 
and I could sense immediately that God 
had answered my prayers and calmed 
them. We amicably split the partnership 
and everything was handled fairly – 
which was a total miracle given the 
threats that had been aired by all only a 
few days previously. I left the meeting 
praising God. Telling my family and 
close friends how good God has been 
to me. 
   I had been given a second chance at 
life. In my time of need, I turned to 
God; he forgave my sins and helped me 
through a battle. I chose that day to 
serve God, and not Money! 

The Two Masters by Chris Smith Government Interference by Mones Farah 

How many times do you hear 
someone saying: “Where do the weeks 
go?”  No sooner is it Monday than it’s 
Sunday again. Why is it that no sooner 
is Christmas over, you find hot-cross 
buns and Easter eggs on the shelves?  
No wonder time seems to fly past 
much more quickly than it did years 
ago.  We often find it difficult to ‘find 
time’ to visit an old friend or even to 
sort out the cupboards and drawers at 
New Year – despite our resolutions to 
get rid of the junk. 
   “Once upon a time” is the opening 
line of many a children’s story – we 
shall soon be celebrating the most 
astonishing story of all time – the 
Easter Story.  You may find time to 
dust down the family bible and turn 
to one of the most amazing events – 
one which was to change our world.  
This is the tale of one Man who 
lived among us over two thousand 
years ago. A Man who was born in 
poverty; knew what it was to be 
homeless; a Man who was despised 
and persecuted right to the end of 
his ministry.  The story continues – 
arrested, condemned and finally 
crucified in the most barbaric of 
deaths.  But – carry on reading and 
all will be revealed.  Three days 
after being sealed in a tomb, 
mourned by his followers and 
friends, the unthinkable happened.  
Can any words convey the 
astonishment and disbelief of those 
who were privileged to find an 
empty tomb?   
   “They have taken away my Lord,” 
gasped Mary Magdelane.  But the 
figure standing close by reassured 

her calling her by 
name. 
   “Mary.” 

   You can just picture the scene (if you 
have time) the woman astounded yet 
knowing that here He was, her Lord 
and friend – rushing off to spread the 
good news to the disciples and their 
disbelief at first.  Please carry on 
reading this incredible tale – it may 
take a little of your valuable time but 
believe me, it is worth every minute of 
that time.  Now you can get on with all 
the chores – hope you found time to 
read this! 

Rene Duke 

Once Upon A Time... 



I had the opportunity to spend 
several weeks in Uganda on two 
occasions within the last couple of 
years. Most of my time was spent in 
remote rural areas where the "culture 
shock" element is most stark. This 
picture shows the typical housing 
and living conditions. Most houses 
are brick or mud built with 
corrugated sheet roofs, have no glass 
in the windows and have compacted 
mud floors. There is no plumbing 
and a single ‘pit latrine’ may be used 
by several families. 

   These people are wearing their 
very best clothes, having just 
attended Sunday worship. 
Considering the dusty living 
conditions and absence of sanitation, 
they always seemed to be 
remarkably well turned out. 
   My main reason for going to the 
country was to contribute to a project 

training local church pastors. The 
pastors typically run small-scale 
farms to scratch together a living and 
feed their families. To be paid for 
their work within the church is 
extremely rare. Local people live a 
hand to mouth existence and the idea 
of going for serious studying, for 
example at the Bible College in 
Kampala would be so far beyond 
their means as to the unimaginable. 
The programme I went with provides 
a two-year course in six two-week 
intensive sessions per year. It offers 

far more than they could otherwise 
have hoped for. The group of 
students I was with were young men, 
all of them married with anything 
from two to nine children, making 
their living in whatever way they 
could, whilst leading one or more 
churches. 
   During the teaching sessions, the 

students were always very attentive, 
keen for what we could offer. 
However, this is not an issue of the 
wealthy West providing for the 
needy Africans. The slogan of 
Romans One Eleven Trust (the 
charity who provide this training) is 
‘Mutually Encouraged’. The point is 
that, whilst we have a lot to offer in 
the material sense, and in terms of 
educational resources, their faith, 
commitment to the Gospel of Jesus 
Christ and enthusiasm for 
spirituality, are a great 
encouragement to us. This certainly 
proved true for me. What I 
encountered was a society, which is 
materially very poor whereas we are 
materially rich. However, here in the 
UK I see a great deal of spiritual 
poverty. I found the Ugandans to be 
spiritually rich. There is no hesitation 
about seeking personal prayer 

ministry whatever the need. People 
seem to value a personal relationship 
with God through Jesus Christ much 
more highly than is often the case 
here. Ministering among them was 
an incredibly humbling experience. 
   In the photo below, the lady I was 
praying for had come forward during 
a church meeting at which I had 
preached. The Ugandans speak about 
30 different tribal and local 
languages and many of them are 
fluent in English. Nevertheless, all 
proceedings were through 
interpretation. On that day, people 
had responded with various prayer 
needs. I was working with Samson 
(the man you see in the foreground) 
and each time he would explain to 
me in English what the person had 
said about their particular need. I 
would then pray for them, with 
Samson interpreting the prayer into 
their language. The way that the lady 
lifts her arm, whilst we pray seemed 
to be the culturally accepted norm. 

She is signifying in her bodily 
posture her reliance on God and 
openness to receive. This is yet 
another indication of the spiritually 
rich culture that I found so 
encouraging. 
   Samson was in England recently, 
as one of the speakers at the GEAR 
conference in Derbyshire, along with 
several of my other friends. GEAR is 
the Group for Evangelism and 
Renewal within the United 
Reformed Church - an organisation 
providing the same concept of 
mutual encouragement within our 
local UK church structures. Sadly 
my commitment here made it 
impossible for me to join the 
conference but I have met and 
received very positive feedback from 
some of those who went. The whole 
issue of partnering in the Gospel, 
across cultures and in settings 
throughout the world is something I 
believe God is encouraging 
throughout the church. 
   During the first of my two trips we 
did manage a couple of days of more 
typical ‘tourist’ activity.  
   I will be giving illustrated talks on 
my Uganda experience, going into 
considerably greater depth than is 
possible in this article, at a number of 
times and locations in the coming 
months. Details will be publicised 
through the United Reformed 
Church (next to the library). 
   Jon Sermon - pastor of Great 
Baddow URC (also Danbury and 
Howe Green URCs and the 
ecumenical Anglican/Free Church 
community at Church of Our 
Saviour, Chelmer Village) 

Uganda Experience - by Revd Jon Sermon 

I have been recently introduced to 
a little Thai restaurant; it is on the 
second floor in Baddow Road near 
the town centre. 
   As I entered the small dining 
room, one early Saturday evening, 
I had my doubts about the fantastic 
food that my friend, who took us 
there, has been raving about; there 
weren’t too many customers and 
the décor wasn’t that brilliant. 
   But then we were greeted by 
friendly, welcoming and efficient 
staff.  We were quickly seated, and 
drinks ordered and arrived in a 
very short yet unhurried time.  The 
selection on the menu was 
extensive: a large selection of 
starters as well as main courses. 
   We all ordered the same starter, 
which was a selection of the 
different starters.  When it arrived 
it was more than enough for all of 

us, extremely delicious and well 
presented. 
   As the main course arrived, 
‘goong pad phed king prawn 
with chilli and basil’, I was truly 
looking forward to my prawn 
chilli dish, and it was exquisite. 
However, as there were five of 
us and each had ordered a 
different dish, I had the pleasure 
in trying the others, and I must 
say the flavours were absolutely 
amazing, the portions generous 
and cooked to perfection. 
However, as the bill arrived we 
realised that the best was still to 
come; this wonderful feast 
including the drink was just 
under £20 each including tips. 
   I will definitely visit this the 
Lanthong Thai Restaurant again 
and will not have any hesitation in 
recommending it to all my friends. 

Restaurant Review: Lanthong Thai Restaurant  - by Mones Farah 

On Friday 2nd February 2007, just after 3.30 pm, the minibus 
drove into the car park with the French national anthem 
blaring from the speakers! Out stepped Tom Warmington and 
Chris Smith dressed in typical French attire. This was the day 
we departed from Chelmsford to board a ferry from Dover to 
Calais for our weekend expedition to France! We were armed 
with 6 leaders, 16 youth, a ‘Tom Tom’ navigation device, 
motivational speeches and jaffa cakes! On arrival in France 
we drove to Boulogne and stayed overnight. The next day 
most were up bright and early and ready to go at 8.30 am 
French time. After breakfast we were on our way to Paris! We 
visited the Sacré Coeur at Montmartre then the Eiffel Tower 
and surrounding area. Those brave enough went to the top. 

After this we went to spend the evening in the Latin 
Quarter, near the Notre Dame Cathedral. 
   Next morning we made our way to the Palace of 
Versailles. We were blessed enough that we came on a 
day when it was FREE to go in! After having lunch and 
walking around the breathtaking palace and huge 
gardens, we bought fresh bread from the bakery in 
Versailles. We started to make our way to Boulogne.      
   As we arrived back into Meadgate Church carpark, we 
were all tired but extremely satisfied with the amazing 
blessings God had shown and the friendships old and 
new forged on the way. All of it was a bargain 
considering how much fun was had and how little we 

paid to go. 
   So, where shall we go next year guys..? 

Meadgate Fuse Youth Group Trip to Paris 



Carefully Moshe closed the 
door behind him and 
slipped into the waiting 
darkness.  It was well before 
dawn and no-one stirred in 
the quiet streets of Jerusalem.  
Moshe knew it would not be 
many hours before these 
small alleyways would be 
crowded with all sorts of 
people hawking their wares.  
There would be noise and 
hustle everywhere – but for 
now - stillness.  This was 
Moshe’s part of the day.  
Noiselessly Moshe went out, 
following the well-worn route 
towards the Temple.  Each 
morning it was the same; he 
would awaken early, slip into 
his clothes and be gone 
before anyone could miss 
him.  His sister Rivkah would 
always stir in her sleep as he 
crept by her bed, but never 
fully awaken.  Moshe’s 
mother had become 
exasperated by her young 
son’s obsession with the 
Temple years previously, but 
had long since given up 
trying to restrain the boy.  
The Rabbi had reassuringly 
told the woman that such 
behaviour was to be praised.  
“Not many twelve year old 
boys,” he said, “had such 
holy pursuits.”  Moshe knew 
his mother had not been 
convinced by the Rabbi’s 
words, but being a woman 
she had had to concede.  So 
Moshe was given a free reign 
to follow his heart’s desire, 
and this he did with great 
enthusiasm. 
   It had all began when as a 
young child sat on his 
grandfather’s knee, Moshe 
had been asked a simple 
question.  “Little one,” the 
grandfather had said, “are 
you listening carefully?” 
“Yes grandpapa,” replied 
Moshe eagerly. “Well my 
child, I have a question for 
you.  Who is it that you are 
named after?” the old man 
asked.  The boy frowned 
slightly as if trying to recall 
some previous lesson and 
then with a flash of 
recollection, triumphantly 
shouted out, “I know 
grandfather, my name comes 
from the great Moshe who 
led our people out of 
slavery.”  The grandfather 
smiled indulgently, pleased 
with his young prodigy.  
“Well done little one,” he 
said, “well done.” 
   Often as Moshe walked 
along in the pre-dawn 
stillness, that conversation 
would play itself out in the 
young boys mind.  He could 
still remember the pride in his 
grandfather’s voice as he 
retold the age-old stories of 
the very first Moshe.  “He 
was a man like no other,” 
Grandfather would say.  “Do 
you know my child that he 
actually talked face to face 

with Yahweh, like a friend?”   
   Such tales of his namesake 
filled Moshe initially with 
awe, but eventually with 
yearning.  Talks of the great 
man of old spending time 
with Yahweh and coming 
away shining were almost too 
much for the young boy to 
bear.  If the Moshe of old 
could talk face to face with 
God, why could not the 
young Moshe?  This was a 
burning question that roared 
inside the child’s head.  
Once, when much younger, 
he had broached the subject 
with his mother, but the poor 
woman had gone quite pale 
and shushed her young son.  
“My child,” she had 
whispered, “you know the 
most Holy of Holies is where 
Yahweh dwells and no man 
can go there lest he dies”.  
Moshe had known that quite 
well.  Within the very heart 
of the Temple court structure 
was the Holy Place.  Hidden 
behind a so called curtain, 
which seemed more like an 
enormous great wall no one 
could enter except the High 
Priest, and then only once a 
year after much preparation. 
   Moshe would lie in bed at 
night and imagine himself to 
be that High Priest stepping 
through the curtain into the 
very presence of God.  What, 
he wondered, would it feel 
like?  But all Moshe’s 
frustrated imaginings were 
getting him nowhere.  By the 
age of twelve he had simply 
become a lonely young man 
driven to wandering the 
Temple Courts aimlessly, 
longing for something that 
was kept beyond his reach. 
   Well that had been true 
until one cold winter’s 
morning a new Rabbi 
appeared on the scene.  At 
first Moshe had been 
annoyed at the intrusion.  He 
had enjoyed the seclusion of 
the Temple in the early hours, 
and yet whenever this Jesus 
of Nazareth arrived, at no 
matter what time, it wouldn’t 
be long before a great 
chattering throng would 
follow.  At first Moshe had 
tried to ignore all the hub-bub 
and had retired to a far corner 
of the outer courtyard, but 
eventually curiosity had got 
the better of him, and just as 
for all these years he had 
been inexplicably drawn to 
the Temple, now he was 
equally drawn to this Jesus.  
Such peace and wholeness 
shone from the man’s eyes.  
One sensed that if you could 
only fathom the depths of the 
man, all your longings would 
be met. Moshe took to 
arriving earlier and earlier in 
the Temple Courts in order to 
be at the front of the crowd 
when Jesus was teaching. 
   So it was with great 
excitement that Moshe 

hurried towards the Temple 
on this particular morning.  
Not as he had previously, in 
order to stand in lonely 
longing gazing hopelessly at 
a structure that kept forever 
out of reach, that for which 
he longed, but in order to 
actually meet with someone 
who shared his zeal.  No, 
more than that, to actually 
meet with someone who 
knew Yahweh.  This last 
thought Moshe kept hidden 
deep within his heart, 
unspoken, for it was 
blasphemous, but the boy 
knew it to be true.  Like the 
Moshe of old this new Rabbi 
spoke with Yahweh face to 
face, Moshe was sure of it. 
   Moshe quickened his pace 
as the most Holy of Temples 
came into view.  A few more 
minutes and he would be 
there.  Today was the day; he 
knew he was only young but 
today he was going to gather 
all his courage and ask the 
Teacher the question that 
burned within his heart.  
Perhaps if he even arrived 
early enough he might catch 
the Teacher on his own.  
   Inexperienced as he was 
Moshe could sense much 
hostility coming from the 
crowd as they listened to 
Jesus.  The very phrases that 
inspired Moshe to fervour 
seemed to enrage some of the 
people when Jesus spoke to 
them.  Yesterday had been a 
point in case, the Rabbi had 
been so bold and yet 
strangely filled with sorrow 
at the state of the Temple 
Courts.  Moshe had watched 
the man’s eyes fill with tears 
of sorrow and zeal as he 
rushed about the Courts 
pushing over tables and 
clearing out those who were 
only interested in making 
money.  His heart rending cry 
of anguish that his Father’s 
House should be used for 
such purposes seemed to 
raise many people’s hackles. 
   As impressive as all this 
was to the young twelve year 
old, it was the next comment 
that Jesus made which really 
set questions going off in all 
directions in Moshe’s mind.  
Just as everybody was 
starting to get so worked up 
over how he was messing 
everything up in the Temple, 
Jesus looked at them steadily, 
in the eye, and with such 
authority quietly stated: 
“Destroy this Temple and I 
will rebuild it in three days.”  
Moshe was nonplussed by 
such a statement.  How could 
anyone destroy the very 
structure that houses Yahweh 
– it was unthinkable and 
what’s more how could this 
Jesus man rebuild it all in 
three days?  Moshe had to 
know the answer; for he 
sensed that in some deep way 
in finding the answer to this 

question lay the answer to all 
Moshe’s longings, after 
Yahweh himself. 
   Moshe almost ran into the 
Court enclosure, and quickly 
positioned himself to 
overlook the Kidron Valley, 
for he knew that this was 
often the route Jesus took 
when approaching the 
Temple.  The sun was 
starting to rise and Moshe 
peered hopefully into the 
distance, but could see no 
sign of the Teacher.  
Obviously in his eagerness he 
had arrived far too early.  
After a few moments of 
anxious peering, the young 
boy sat down and leant back 
on one of the Temple pillars.  
He closed his eyes 
momentarily and let his mind 
wander, thinking of how he 
would pose his question to 
the Rabbi.  Before he knew it, 
all the early mornings started 
to take their toll and Moshe 
had nodded off. 
   When he awoke the sun 
was high in the sky and the 
Temple Courts were still 
relatively quiet.  Stiffly 
Moshe stood to his feet, 
angry that he could have been 
so weak-willed.  If he had 
missed his opportunity of 
speaking with Jesus he knew 
his frustration would know 
no bounds. Spotting a seller 
of doves at the bottom of the 
Temple steps Moshe decided 
to go and ask if the man had 
seen the teacher Jesus.  At 
Moshe’s question the 
salesman had smirked 
horribly and stated that he 
was glad to see justice had 
been served at last.  “What do 
you mean, sir,” Moshe asked 
with a sudden sinking feeling 
in the pit of his stomach.  The 
salesman turned to the pale 
adolescent in front of him as 
if seeing him for the first 
time.  “I know you,” he said 
squinting into Moshe’s face, 
“you’ve been coming here 
listening to that so called 
Teacher, haven’t you?”  
Moshe squirmed 
uncomfortably beneath the 
man’s accusatory gaze.  Not 
waiting for a reply the man 
threw back his head and 
started to roar with laughter, 
and then, just as suddenly as 
he had started, he stopped.  
Then venomously taking 
delight in every word, he 
stood to his feet and pointed a 
bony finger in Moshe’s face.  
“Well, you won’t need to 
come here any more,” the 
man smirked.  “At this very 
moment, Jesus of Nazareth is 
pinned to a Cross, naked and 
bloodied and dying.  At the 
look of pure horror that swept 
over Moshe’s face, the man 
started his relentless laughing 
again.  Moshe picked up his 
feet and started to run blindly, 
he didn’t know where.  He 
needed to be alone. 
   When the pain in his chest 
became too much to bare and 
he could run no further, the 
young boy flung himself 
down behind a Temple pillar 

and started to sob.  To be so 
close to all his answers and 
yet to be disappointed was 
more than he could take.  
Sorry for himself and horror 
at what the man Jesus was 
facing seemed to overwhelm 
his young heart, and then, as 
the initial grief began to 
subside a new emotion began 
to emerge, anger and rage at 
those who would do such a 
thing.  Moshe knew with a 
certainty that it was that same 
fear that he had sensed within 
his mother when he had 
bombarded her with 
questions as a young boy, 
that had likewise set people 
against Jesus.  These very 
people that feared the truth 
had thwarted Moshe’s search 
for truth.  It was even more 
than Moshe could take.  He 
was defeated; his search was 
over.  This was the day his 
dreams would end.  Turning 
in the direction of that 
enormous wall-like curtain 
separating him from 
Yahweh’s presence, Moshe 
whispered resolutely “You’ve 
won, I give up, no more.” 
   Turning, Moshe shuffled 
toward the Temple exit 
intending to return home.  He 
made a sad little figure with 
head bent and arms hanging 
limp by his side, the 
surroundings that had once 
enthralled his young heart 
and the gathering 
thunderclouds, all went un-
noticed.  It was only as he 
reached the edge of the outer 
court that Moshe became 
aware of the deep rumblings 
emanating from beneath his 
feet.  As if coming to himself 
the young boy looked up and 
started to notice that the 
whole Temple structure was 
beginning to shake.  The 
seller of doves was no longer 
laughing but had crawled 
under his table and was 
howling for mercy.  People 
with young children were 
gathering them to themselves, 
gazing skywards with horror 
filled faces.  As the shaking 
increased and rubble started 
to fall, men and women ran 
screaming from the Temple 
area.  It was an earthquake.  
Moshe felt terror start to rise 
within him and he turned to 
join the escaping crowds, but 
as he did so there was the 
loudest of cracks, like the 
felling of a thousand trees.  
Moshe fell to the ground 
clamping his hands firmly 
over his ears, and lay 
trembling as the world 
seemingly dissolved around 
him. 
   Within moments, as quickly 
as the shaking had begun, it 
ended.  Moshe stood to his 
feet and looked around, 
people were slowly emerging 
from all over the Temple 
covered in debris, brushing 
themselves down.  A Priest 
stumbled into the centre of 
the courtyard, dramatically 
ripped his clothes and started 
up a wailing such as Moshe 
had never heard before.  The 

only phrase that Moshe could 
make out was, “The curtain, 
the curtain,” repeated in 
shocked tones over and over 
again.  As the words 
registered in Moshe’s brain, 
suddenly the young boy was 
galvanised into action.  
Unnoticed amongst the 
chaos, he raced up the 
Temple steps heading straight 
for the forbidden place.  The 
sight that met Moshe’s eyes 
caused the young boy to stop 
short and fall to his knees in 
wonder.  The very curtain of 
the Temple lay ripped 
asunder, as if some almighty 
hands had torn it from top to 
bottom.  The way into the 
most Holy of Holies, to 
Yahweh himself lay open, 
accessible.  Moshe never 
knew how long he knelt 
trembling before the 
awesome sight. 
   Years later he could only 
describe the experience as 
glorious, as if he was lifted to 
another realm.  He felt he 
could have stayed there 
forever, but eventually he 
became aware that a crowd 
had gathered and there was 
much awe filled whispering 
going on.  At first Moshe had 
tried to ignore the chattering 
not wanting to leave the 
wonderful place, but the 
people’s words started to 
invade his mind.  One old 
man in particular was saying 
to his daughter, “It’s true my 
child, I was there on the 
hillside, the very moment the 
Teacher gave up his Spirit, 
the Temple curtain was torn.” 
Time stood still. Moshe 
hardly dared breathe.  As the 
old man spoke revealing the 
details of the death of Jesus 
of Nazareth, it was as if the 
pieces of the puzzle suddenly 
came together in Moshe’s 
mind.  It was not this Temple 
made by the hands of men 
that the Teacher meant when 
he said it would be destroyed, 
but the Temple of His own 
body.  And somehow when 
the Temple of Jesus’ body 
was destroyed the Temple 
curtain was ripped asunder 
too.  Moshe couldn’t move so 
stunned was he by the 
revelation that was filling his 
mind. 
   The elderly father and 
daughter continued their 
conversation in hushed tones.  
The daughter was perplexed.  
“What can this mean father?” 
she whispered. “This Holy 
man of God is dead, how will 
we find out the truth about all 
this.”  Moshe turned and 
watched as the old man 
frowned, confusion written 
all over his face, and then 
with a new found certainty, 
he stepped forward and 
declared in a loud voice that 
which he had heard his 
Master say.  “Destroy this 
Temple,” Jesus said, “and I 
will raise it again in three 
days.”  Then with face aglow 
he looked each person in the 
eye and clearly stated, “We 
need but wait.”                     □ 

Moshe’s Search For Truth by Sally Farah 
A Story About The First Easter 



St Mary’s Church  Rector:  Revd Alistair McGregor 
Tel:  01245 471740 
E-mail:  amcgregor@care4free.net 
Address: Church Street, Great Baddow 

Services each Sunday   8:00am Holy Communion 
10:00am Morning Worship 
  6:30pm Evening Worship 

Special services 
for the coming weeks 

‘At the Foot of the Cross’ (Service of Meditation) 
  Good Friday, 6th April at 2.00pm 
‘An Early Dawn’ 
  Easter Day, 8th April at 7.00am 
Holy Communion 
  Easter Day, 8th April at 8.00am 
Easter Communion (A service for all ages) 
  Easter Day, 8th April at 10.00am 
Easter Songs of Praise 
  Easter Day, 8th April at 6.30pm 

St Mary’s 
Church Office 

Tel:  01245 477501 
E-mail: stmaryschurchoffice@care4free.net 
Opening Hours: 
Mondays, Tuesdays, Thursdays, Fridays: 
   9:30am-12:30pm & 1:30pm-
3:00pm 
Wednesday:  9:30am-12:30pm only 
Also for Wedding and Baptism enquiries:  
Tuesdays   7:00pm-8:00pm 

St Paul’s Church  
Note: new e-mail address 

Vicar:  Revd Tudor Roberts 
Tel:  01245 269026 
E-mail:  tudorandtricia@btinternet.com 
Address: Beehive Lane/Loftin Way, Great Bad-
dow 

Services each Sunday   9:30am Family Praise (1st Sunday of month: 10.00am) 
10:30am Morning Worship 

Meadgate Church Vicar:  Revd Mones Farah 
Tel:  01245 471516 
E-mail:  monesf@yahoo.com 
Address: Meadgate Shopping Centre 

Services each Sunday 10:30am Morning Worship 
  5:30pm Evening Worship 
  7:30pm Alternative Rock Style Worship 

Special services 
for the coming weeks 

Back to Church Sunday (An invite for the community) 
  Sunday 1st April at 10.30am 
Holy Week (1 hour services throughout the week) 
 Monday—Thursday, 2nd—5th April at 7.30pm 
‘It Is Finished’ (Good Friday service) 
  Good Friday, 6th April at 12—3.00pm 
Easter Communion 
  Easter Day, 8th April at 10.30am 
Easter Praise Easter Day, 8th April at 5.30pm 

United Reformed 
Church 

Minister: Revd Jon Sermon 
Tel:  01245 601662 
Address: High Street, Great Baddow 

Services each Sunday 10:45am Morning Worship 
3.00pm Tea and Worship (2nd Sunday of each month) 

Church of the 
Holy Name 

Minister: Fr Brian O'Shea 
Tel:   01245 352898 
Address: Lucas Avenue, Moulsham Lodge 

Regular Services   6:00pm Saturday Mass 
10:30am Sunday  Mass 

Special services 
for the coming weeks 

All Age Service for Mothering Sunday 
  Sunday, 18th March at 10.00am 
All Age Service with Holy Communion,  
with Lighthouse for Children, and also Prayer for Healing 
  Sunday, 1st April at 10.00am 
Service of  Meditation around the Cross 
  Good Friday, 6th April  2.00pm 
Easter Cracked. 
A fun activity morning for primary age school children  
 Easter Saturday, 7th April at 10.00am—12.15pm 
All Age Service with Holy Communion 
  Easter Day, 8th April at 10.00am 

Local Information 
Doctors’ Surgeries 

Address Baddow Village Surgery, Longmead Avenue, Great Baddow, 
Chelmsford. CM2 7EZ 

Telephone Numbers Surgery:  01245 473251 
Dispensary:  01245 472449 
Out of Hours:   0845 8501547 

Opening Hours Surgery open Monday to Friday: 8:00am-6:30pm 
Practice closed:   12:30pm-1:30pm 
Test Results:   After 3:00pm 

“Baddow Village Surgery”  

Address 115 Baddow Road, Great Baddow, Chelmsford CM2 7PY 

Telephone Numbers Surgery:  01245 351351 
Dispensary:  01245 353530 
Out of Hours:  01245 295000 

(Primary Care Trust, St John’s Hospital) 

Opening Hours Surgery open Monday to Friday: 8.30am-6.30pm all day 

“Sutherland Lodge Surgery”  

Address 27 High Street, Great Baddow, Chelmsford CM2 7HW 

Telephone No. 01245 478032 

Opening Hours Monday: 2.00pm-6.00pm Friday: CLOSED 
Tuesday: 9.00am-5.00pm Saturday: 9.00am-5.00pm 
Wednesday: 2.00pm-7.00pm Sunday: CLOSED  
Thursday: 9.00am-6.00pm 

Great Baddow Library 

Address 32 Maldon Road, Great Baddow, Chelmsford CM2 7DL 

Telephone Number 01245 478886 

Opening Hours Office open Monday to Friday: 9.00am-3.00pm 

R.S.P.C.A. Mid Essex Clinic 

Please Note All Consultations by appointment only. 
Means tested benefit only. 

Coffee Pot 

Opening Hours Wednesday 10.00am-1.00pm 
  Bell Street Hall 
Saturday 10.00am-1.00pm 
  Bell Centre (old library) 

Telephone Number 01245 472673 

LunchBox 

Address St Paul’s Church, Great Baddow 

Opening Hours 1st Monday of each month, 12.30pm-2.00pm 
 For soup, a roll and a chat 

Local Churches 

Other Local Information 

 MEADGATE CHURCH 
invites you to come and join us 

The OASIS CAFÉ  

The menu includes jacket potatoes, soup and of course the traditional 
bacon  sandwich, and will be available in the Church from 10.30am 
until 1.30pm, on March 10th, April 14th, May 12th and June 9th. 



There is a lot of material for Christians on the Internet. Some of it is poor or 
misleading, but there are also many gems to be found. Here Ruth Hamborg 
presents for Baddow Life a selection of recommended sites. 

Christian Web Watch 

Meadgate Primary School pupils 
took a break from their healthy snacks 
to enjoy a special cake stall. Year Five 
girls, Alice (pictured), Fionnuala, Lydia 
and Ellie, came up with the idea to hold 
a cake competition and cake stall after 
deciding they wanted to raise some 
money to buy new books for the library. 
The girls organised the event single-
handed, including marketing it and 
giving prizes to competition winners. 
Many of the children entered the 
competition and came up with some 
beautifully decorated and very tasty 
cakes. The stall raised over £100. The 
winners were (left to right in photo), 
Madeline, Thomas, Georgia and Jack. 

Make A Difference 
In this issue I have a couple of suggestions which will 
help your everyday walk with God by sending you either 
a text or an email. Firstly, The London Institute of 
Contemporary Christianity, whose aim is to help you 
‘Make a Difference Where You Are’, will send twice 
weekly emails providing a short reflection on both the 
Word and the World. Their website is well worth a visit 
too and you can sign up for the free email service at 
http://www.licc.org.uk/.  
 
Live In Lent 
Secondly, although it’s a bit late, the ‘Love Life Live 
Lent’ campaign will send a daily text throughout Lent 
to help you to ‘commit to doing 50 simple actions that 
will encourage acts of kindness to ourselves, our 
community and our planet’ throughout the six weeks of 
Lent. People always associate Lent with giving things 
up, this year it is about showing extra acts of 
kindness. Go to www.livelent.net – you may need to 
download and install Adobe Flash Player, which only 
takes a moment. 
 
ReJesus—Revisited 
Lastly I feel I must recommend the ‘rejesus’ site once 
again. It has been completely changed since I last 
looked, so I feel justified in recommending it for a 
second time. Go to http://www.rejesus.co.uk/ and take 
some time to browse – you won’t be disappointed. 
 
Ruth Hamborg 

The mid-Essex group of the Chernobyl 
Children’s Project is aiming to host 16 
children from southern Belarus again this 
summer for a recuperative holiday for 8–13 
year olds who are living in a part of their 
country still badly contaminated as the result 
of the nuclear disaster of 1986. 
   We are looking hard for another ten 
families, each of whom would be willing to 
take two of these children for either the first 
or the second fortnight of their months stay. 
They will be arriving on Friday 6th July, and 
the first hosts would have children from then 
until 20th. After a weekend away at an 
adventure centre, the second hosts would 
entertain them from 22nd July until they 

return home on 4th August. 
   The children are here to stimulate their 
immune systems, and to that end need first 
and foremost fresh air and clean food. Hosts 
are asked not to spoil the children with 
expensive gifts or outings. That would not be 
fair on other host families nor on the children 
back home who may not be so fortunate. 
   Events are organised by the Group on three 
weekdays each week to which hosts are 
invited - although they may wish for a bit of 
time to themselves instead. 
   If you could help with hosting, we would be 
very pleased to hear from you. Please contact 
Keith Plaister at The Rectory, Sandon or 
telephone 472262 

Chernobyl Children’s Project  Wordsearch Competition 
Have go at Baddow Life’s wordsearch competition.  All the names listed are 

artists, just find them in the grid.  BUT… There is a catch.  All the artists 
have something in common with their work.  Don’t get cross; find the 

connection and you may just have won! 
It’s open to anyone, and we’re offering a £10 Wyevale Gift Voucher 

to the first correct entry pulled out of the hat. 
All entries need to be in by 16th May 2007 and posted to Baddow Life 
Wordsearch Competition, 162A Meadgate Avenue, Great Baddow, 
Chelmsford, Essex. CM2 7LJ.  Clear photocopies will be 

accepted, but only one entry per household is permitted. 

Durer 
Van Dyck 
Velazquez 

Duccio 
Greco 

Zurbaran 

Van Eyck 
Chagall 
Gauguin 
Rubens 
Raffael 

Rembrandt 

Fiorentino 
Dali 

Tintoretto 
Mantegna 
Masaccio 

Giotto 

Grunewald 
Angelico 

Lippi 
Cranach 

Von Stuck 
Memling 

Name___________________________________________________________________ 
 
Address_________________________________________________________________ 
 
________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Phone_____________________   Connection is?________________________________ 

If you do not wish to have your details printed in the next issue please tick here……...□ 



Please send comments and suggestions to: 
Baddow Life, 162A Meadgate Avenue, 

Great Baddow, Chelmsford, Essex. CM2 7LJ 
Produced by Great Baddow Team Ministry.  

Printed by Newsquest (Essex) Ltd. 
Deadline for the next issue: 16th May 2007 

Across: 
  1. In motion 
  5. Cleaving tool 
  8. Confess 
  9. Left over 
10. Expend 
11. Symbol 
12. Recede 
14. Grief 
15. Consumed 
16. Small insect 
18. Skill 

19. Second person 
21. Cut short 
23. Charged particle 
24. Dramatic scene 
27. Physician 
28. Small push 
29. Without family 
 
Down: 
  1. Conclude 
  2. Title 
  3. Sail support 

  4. Reciprocate 
  5. Bump 
  6. Resistance 
  7. Epidermal complaint 
13. Stabilized 
14. Us 
16. Location 
17. Genesis 
20. Unlawfully seizes 
22. O2 combination 
25. Holding store 
26. Perimeter 

Across: 
  1. Dynamic 
  5. Knife 
  8. Own 
  9. Uneaten 
10. Use 
11. Token 
12. Ebb 

14. Woe 
15. Ate 
16. Ant 
18. Art 
19. You 
21. Abort 
23. Ion 
24. Tableau 

27. Doc 
28. Nudge 
29. Kinless 
 
Down: 
  1. Deduce 
  2. Name 
  3. Mast 

  4. Counterattack 
  5. Knock 
  6. Immunity 
  7. Eczema 
13. Balanced 
14. We 

16. At 
17. Origin 
20. Usurps 
22. Oxide 
25. Barn 
26. Edge 

Answers: 

V o l u n t e e r s 
f r o m  t h e 
C h e l m s f o r d 
Amateur Radio 
S o c i e t y 
(CARS) have 
now been run-

ning Amateur Radio courses at 
Danbury Village Hall for the past 
5 years. The first course was held 
in January 2002 and since then 
the club has been running 4 
courses each year. During that 
time over 250 people have suc-
cessfully completed the courses. 
   The view from previous course 
attendees, is that it's not just bor-
ing theory but a whole load of 
fun as well. Learning about radio 
communications then compli-
menting what you have been 
taught by using the radio works well for 
most people and it's easier to take all the 
information in. 
   Radio Amateurs not only communicate 
all over the world but into space as well. 
All of the astronauts currently onboard the 
International Space Station are licenced 
Radio Amateurs and during their spare 
time they talk to other Radio Amateurs 
back on earth. There is a special thrill in 
talking to an astronaut out in space! Sev-
eral CARS members have used their own 
radio stations to talk directly to the astro-
nauts.  
   To do all this, it is necessary to obtain 
an amateur transmitting licence. These 
licences are only issued to those who can 
prove that they are able to install, main-
tain and operate their equipment properly 
and therefore don’t cause a nuisance to 
other radio users world wide. Fortunately 
it is not difficult to obtain a licence, and 
gaining the licence gives a real feeling of 
achievement, apart from the fact that you 
will know more about radio and its tech-
nology. 

   If you want to find out more about the courses 
contact the training organiser Clive on : 
 Tel:  01245-224577; Mob: 07860-418835  

   Email: training2007@g0mwt.org.uk  
   Web: http://www.g0mwt.org.uk/ 

A tutor demonstrates Echolink to Candidate 

CARS Amateur Radio Courses 
Celebrate 5 Successful Years OK so most people wouldn’t think about 

going to Walton-on-the-Naze in the middle 
of winter, but we decided we wanted some 
fresh air and thought a bracing walk by the 
seaside might be good fun. Full of 
enthusiasm we packed up a picnic, lots of 
warm clothes (Joshua did suggest taking 
sun lotion but we thought we would be safe 
leaving it at home!!) and set off. 
   When we arrived we were pleased to see 
that the tide was out so immediately headed 
for the beach for a quick paddle......in our 
wellies! We walked down the beach 
towards Frinton before heading back to the 
car to warm up and drive down to the Naze 
to eat our picnic (in the car!). 
   It was then time to get a bit more fresh air 
(there was plenty to go round!) with a walk 
across the Naze checking out the tower and 
some of the remaining WW2 watch out 
posts before heading to the cafe next to the 
car park for what we thought was a well 
earned `cuppa`. The cafe also sells a wide 
range of homemade food and cakes so is 
definitely worth a visit. 
   The Naze derives from the Old English 

‘naes’, meaning nose and 
stretches three miles 
northwards from Walton-

on-the-Naze. The 70ft high cliffs are rich 
in fossils and unique to the Essex 
coastline.  They form one of the finest 
geological sites in Britain and for that 
reason are a Site of Special Scientific 
Interest (SSSI).  Originally, the Naze was 
farmland, then a golf course, and was 
requisitioned at the beginning of World 
War II as a watch-out location. The Naze 
is a public open space as well as a dense 
scrub of hawthorn, gorse and brambles 
that provide cover for numerous animal 
species. 
   As the tide had now come in we thought 
we would go back to the prom for a final 
look at the waves splashing against the sea 
wall before heading for home (rather 
damper than planned after a larger than 
normal wave caught us out!) after a really 
fun day by the sea. 
   To find out more about Walton-on-the-
Naze visit www.walton-on-the-naze.com. 
Don’t wait until the summer to hit the 
coast, it can be fun all year round… just 
wrap up warm. 

Paul Bedwell 

Walton-On-The-Naze 

 

CROSSWORD 
1  2  3  4  5  6  7 

      8       

             

9          10   

      11       

12  13  14         

  15      16     

17      18    19  20 

  21  22         

23      24  25  26   

             

    27         

28      29       

St. Paul’s has a children’s group called 
ALF (About Life and Faith).  It runs every 
Friday afternoon after school in term time 
and is for children of primary school age.   
   There is a mix of activities each week 
based on a theme and the hour is filled with 
crafts, games, a DVD and a very important 
time for refreshments!   
   Most recently the children have enjoyed 
following the weekly episodes from the 
DVD “The Jesus Quest”.  It is a delight to 
see how the children are growing in their 
knowledge of Jesus and the Christian life 
as they come each week. 

If you wish to make any 
comments regarding items 

printed in this 
publication, or wish to  

advertise with us, 
please contact the editor at 
the address printed at the 

bottom of this page, or e-mail 
editor@baddowlife.org.ukeditor@baddowlife.org.uk, 

and we will be happy 
to respond. 

 
If you wish to have a letter 

printed in the paper, 
address it as below, or e-mail 
letters@baddowlife.org.ukletters@baddowlife.org.uk. 
Alternatively, please visit us 
at www.baddowlife.org.uk 

 
PLEASE NOTE: PLEASE NOTE:   

Although we will withhold 
your personal details if you 
wish, we will not normally 
print anonymous letters.  

However, your comments and 
suggestions are more than 

welcome. 
 

All work in this publication  
is subject to copyright  

by either the ‘author’ or the 
‘Great Baddow Team Ministry’ 

ALF 


