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Church Services
Every Sunday 11.00 am 
Holy Communion - with hymns




Celebrants and Lectionary Readings for June and July 2026

	
Date
	
Day
	Preacher
	
Page No.

	
Readings


	Sunday 7th June 
	First Sunday of Trinity
Proper 5
	Judith Egar
	189
	1st   Psalm 50. 7-15
2nd  Romans 4.13-25
Gospel: Matthew 9.9-13, 18-26

	Sunday 14th June
	2nd Sunday of Trinity
Proper 6
	Jez Lowries  
	193
	1st  Psalm 100
2nd   Romans 5.1-8
Gospel: Matthew 9.35-10.8

	Sunday 21st June
	3rd Sunday of Trinity 
Proper 7
	Phillipp Hamilton
	198
	1st  Psalm 69.14-20
2nd Romans 6.1-11
Gospel: Matthew 10.24-39

	Sunday 28th June
	4th Sunday of Trinity
Feast of  St. Peter
	Malcolm Elwis 
	786
783
784
	1st   Psalm 125
2nd  Acts 12.1-11
Gospel: Matthew 16.13-19

	Sunday 5th July 
	5th Sunday of Trinity  
Proper 9
	Judith Egar
	206
	1st  Zechariah 9.9-12
2nd  Romans 7.15-25
Gospel: Matthew 11.16- 19,25-30

	Sunday 12th July  
	6th Sunday of Trinity
Proper 10
	Jez Lowries 
	210
	1st   Isaiah 55.10-13
2nd  Romans 8.1-11
Gospel: Matthew 13.1-9,18-23 

	Sunday 19th July 
	7th Sunday of Trinity 
Proper 11 
	Phillipp Hamilton
	215
	1st   Psalm 107.23-31
2nd  Jonah 2.1-10
Gospel: Matthew 8.23-27

	Sunday 26th July
	8th Sunday of Trinity
Proper 12
	Malcolm Elwis 
	220
	1st   1 Kings 3.5-12
2nd  Romans 8.26-39
Gospel: Matthew 13.31-33,44-52
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Our Parish Statement.

“St Laurence is a traditional Anglican Parish.
We are Spirit led, reaching out to all.
We proclaim the Gospel of God's love in Christ,
and reverently administer the Sacraments.
A warm welcome awaits you here.”

St Laurence Parish Prayer

Heavenly Father,
Whose love, like the Downs, surrounds us on every side.
Bless our Parish Church and all who worship here.
Give us a VISION of all you call us to be,
COURAGE to reach out to those around us,
and the spirit of LOVE to unite all our efforts.
We ask this in the name of your Son, our Lord and Saviour,
Jesus Christ.  Amen.

Dear Readers, 

Our Charity for Lent was Christians Against Poverty.  Thank you to all those who contributed to this Appeal.  Here is a copy of their thank you letter.
“Thank you for the donation of £80.00 from your church towards the work of Christians Against Poverty. Each gift is so valuable and will be used to transform lives, equip churches to thrive and move towards an end to UK poverty.
You're playing a huge part in transforming lives across the UK. Every year, our local church-based services get to share the hope of Jesus, and many respond to the gospel.
One CAP client said, ‘I am no longer scared about the future; I am now debt free and I can breathe again. Since joining CAP I became a Christian and was baptised last May. I am now proud to say that I have the Lord in my life and in my heart.’ 
We rely on the generosity of churches and Christians like you who share our passion to bring justice and salvation to the lost and hurting. Thank you for joining us, as together we strive towards the world we want to see: transformed lives, thriving churches and an end to UK poverty.
Every blessing, Melissa Myles, Church and Supporter Care Team, Christians Against Poverty. 01274 760761”

Our chosen charity for the summer is the local Air Ambulance Service as suggested by Joanna.  The charity “giving” jar will be on the table at the back of the church.  If anyone has a charity they would like us to support please tell Margaret or Nikki.

We plan to hold a summer “bring and share” lunch after the service on the 5th July.

Moving on to October (a note for your diary) our harvest service will be on the 4th conducted by Rev Judith Egar followed by “bring and share”  jacket potato lunch. 
	Annual Church Meetings 2026

The church held its annual meetings on Sunday 10th May
At the Annual Meeting of the Parishioners Margaret Wooll was re-elected as churchwarden.

At the Annual Parochial Church Meeting (APCM) Malcolm Dick, Stephanie Allan and Nikki Hussey were elected as PCC members. 
Thank you to all those who attended the meetings. If you weren’t at the meeting copies of the Trustees’ Annual Report and Annual Financial Report for 2025, the chair’s report, and the churchwarden’s report on the fabric, goods and ornaments of the church are all available at the back of the church.
Bothering with the Saints.

Earlier in the year I spoke of two of my heroes of faith in a sermon. One was the Anglican Priest and Poet George Herbert, the other was Archbishop Thomas Cranmer the martyred Archbishop, who in the turmoil of the English Reformation tried to bring some order and structure to the newly established Church on England. With his first, 1549 version of our beloved Book of Common Prayer, with its beautiful Coverdale version of the Psalms, and authorised the first complete Bible in English.

 Later, in that same week, I was discussing the Sunday Sermon with a church friend, when he dismissively asked, “Why do you bother with saints and that sort of thing?”

Somewhat taken back, I stopped him and reminded him  that in the Apostle’s Creed we profess our belief in “the communion of saints,” which is that mystical union of all the faithful, both the saints in heaven and those on earth.
I next drew his attention to the words of St Paul, who frequently reminds us that we are all “called to be saints”. This does not simply refer to those individuals we honour as canonized Saints, rather it is Paul’s prayer and name for all who put their trust in Christ.   And we “ bother” because they are examples of what real faith looks like, when authentically lived out, often in difficult and at times tragic circumstances. The saints are shining examples of faith in action, not just spoken. Theirs were lives faithful to the Word of God. They recognised and accepted God’s loving purpose for his creation fulfilled in Jesus Christ, the Son of God and Saviour of the World. Who as St John reminds us, “whoever believeth  in Him should not perish but have everlasting life.” John 3:16

 What the saints do, is to give us examples of how to live out our faith in the messy, challenging and often destructive situations of life. They reveal how they were challenged both spiritually and physically, but how they were faithful to the Lord they served.

 This as we all know is never easy. Throughout the centuries God’s people have faced many trials and dangers. The Holy Apostles and the early church faced savage persecution, and throughout the following centuries, good men and women were often caught up in the messy and violent political turmoil of their day. Thus in 1170 Thomas a Becket brutally murdered in Canterbury Cathedral by four of King Henry II’s misguided knights. Later in 1555, Archbishop Thomas Cranmer, along with Bishop Nicholas Ridley were burnt at the stake during the violent reign of Queen Mary. The real tragedy here for me, is that these horrific Reformation persecutions, both of and by, both Protestant and Catholic believers, was done in the name of the gentle, loving Jesus,  the Prince of Peace.

 Sadly as we know, Christians are still persecuted in so many places in our world today, and surprisingly, more were persecuted in the twentieth century than ever before. During the Russian Revolution we saw the mass destruction of churches and the wholesale persecution of Christian believers. In Nazi Germany, faithful Theologians and Pastors like Dietrich Bonhoeffer were imprisoned and executed.  In 1942, the Carmelite Nun Sister Teresa- Benedicta, an intellectual Jewish convert to Catholicism was removed from her convent by the Gestapo and sent to Auschwitz.  There she was last seen by the guards ministering to the young mothers and their children, together as they were being stripped in readiness for the “showers”.  Several guards later testified that she reached out in love to those terrified mothers and children, leading them in prayer, as together they entered the gas chambers. But such heartbreakingly brutality didn’t end with the war.

  In March1980, the world was shocked to hear of the assassination of Archbishop Oscar Romero. This gentle Archbishop of San Salvador was known as “the defender of the poor and dispossessed” was machine-gunned down by assassins of the El Salvador Junta as he celebrated Mass. Sadly, many of our saints had to face such terrible times and situations, but by God’s grace they found the courage to be faithful to the Lord they served.

 Thankfully we also have shining examples of gentle, deeply spiritual saints like the much loved St Francis of Assisi who delighted in God’s creation, or Mother Teresa of Calcutta who devoted her life to the poor. We also have saintly Teachers and Bishops like Edward King of Lincoln who have inspired us by their teaching, piety and devotion to Christ. It is for their varied examples of faithfulness amid the turmoil of life, that the saints are our heroes of faith, and why, in answer to my friend, we “bother” with, remember and honour them.  

                      Fr. Phillipp.


Spring into Spring

Yes, I know with the recent weather, this article does seem a little premature but here goes anyway; on the grounds that it can only get better (we hope!)

I don't know how things have been with you gentle readers but for me they have been pretty hectic. Spring comes early Chez Joanna and there is always so much to do. Now I don't actually hold with Spring cleaning as such. In fact, if truth be told, I don't hold with cleaning at any time of the year,But I do like to banish the harsh winter weather with a token flourish and this involves curtains. For my sins, I have winter and summer sets for all my windows and door curtains for my doors. If this sounds a bit flash, I would point out that you can get some really lovely curtains in charity shops provided you are prepared to wait for ones that are approximately the right size or are prepared to do a bit of alteration. The advent of spring heralds the change over from winter to summer. This requires the taking down of said wintry drapes and donning the summery ones. As I cannot bear the thought of anyone looking in through my windows, this means when the winter ones come down, the windows, frames and sills all have to get their springtime wash and the springy ones have to go up in a single day. The second anxiety is that I cannot bear any of my windows or their curtains to feel second best, so they all have to come down and go up on the same day. It's a bit like dealing with children ensuring fair play is clearly in operation.

Having a huge pile of curtains now on the kitchen floor, I need to get them washed and, of course, the same caveat applies; all must be treated fairly and get washed on the same day. At the time of said ablutions this year, I was luckily provided with some really sunny, breezy and warm days. Usually, on the very day, I do the downing, any seasonal weather retreats smartly into its box and we have a week of hurricanes and several rainy seasons in rapid succession. Fortunately there was a blip on the radar and I had wall to wall sunshine! Of course, having washed and dried the darn things, they all need ironing. Fortunately this is a mainly mindless activity with no sleeves or collars to keep me on my smoothing toes. Finally all are done, aired and lodged in a huge press I had especially made for the purpose; a sort of curtain cupboard.
 
Having dried the drapes, I'm on a roll and attack the cushion covers, settee throws (essential kit to deflect cat clawing contests between my feline friends) and finally changing the dolls' clothes. When I was very young, my parents bought me a doll for two successive Christmas. Both had “mummy” voice boxes that were triggered upon the slightest movement. My mother decided to make clothes for them both which necessitated her sitting out in the off shut (scullery in case you were wondering) where there was no heat to prevent waking me before the special day. I still have both dolls and their seasonally adjusted wardrobes which means more washing and this time fussy, brain absorbing ironing. Since these dolls have clothes, all my other childhood and not so childhood toys require a full seasonal set as well. If you are wondering what not so childhood toys might mean, I confess I cannot pass a sad looking toy in a charity shop or raffle which is very trying. For example I acquired a large walking doll minus one arm from a tip some years back. She now has a new arm and a closet full of children's clothing from such posh shops as Next and The White Company courtesy of superior charity shopping opportunities in Lewes! 

Meanwhile outside in the garden, now festooned with lines full of seasonal washing, things are metaphorically, if not meteorologically, heating up and I once more attack the forest that is my back garden with gusto. This year I succumbed to a Brown bin for green refuse if that makes sense. After the last two emptyings at nine o'clock in the morning , the poor thing has been filled to bursting by four o'clock the same afternoon and one one occasion, I had eight sacks stowed alongside waiting for rot down to occur! The main offenders at the moment in the full bin are bluebells; my garden is full of them and I love them to bits but the quantities of glaucous green leaves that each bulb produces is phenomenal blocking out light and rain from the many other delicate plants showing through. Suffice it to say, calling any of my plants delicate is a misnomer. They have to be tough to survive the chaos and close planting. It really is survival of the fittest and only the most thuggish of plants can flourish in my garden. I do try to umpire but it is a losing battle.

Spring is also when I bring out my many “arty” bits and bobs to decorate the garden. Apart from the claustrophobic planting, there is gardenalia strewn about the estate designed to elicit squeals of delight and amazement from visitors. My latest addition is a scarecrow. Having rewatched Mackenzie Crook's Worzel Gummige I was entranced by the variety and ingenuity of the scarecrows on offer and determined to make my own. My friends Juliette and Liz immediately offered to provide clothing seeing an opportunity to prune their respective other halves' wardrobes. I was in seventh heaven. I started from the ground up with a sturdy pair of work boots that had been chewed by the foxes, followed by a pair of stretch jeans that started off as skinny but ended up bulging and bow legged. I found, during construction, that the boots were not equal to holding the body upright and with much heart searching I sacrificed my garden wellies. They did look good and held up my crow superbly but a few days of heavy rain meant they could only provide temporary assistance.

My effort stands proudly leaning on an old fork in the front garden so as not to frighten away the chorus of crows, mob of magpies, jumble of jackdaws and plethora of pigeons that inhabit the back garden. The foxes love him and frequently bring bits from neighbours' washing to augment his costume.  Recently I was the “proud” possessor of a pair of what look like brand new Calvin Klein boxer shorts from someone's line. Suffice it to say, I did not feel up to to knocking on neighbours' doors to find their owner. Instead I draped them discreetly on the front wall and, after a couple of days, they disappeared either retrieved by their red faced owner or by another enthusiastic scarecrow manufacturer.

Talking of wildlife, and I am not referring to an all-night lock in at the Smugglers' Rest, spring has definitely sprung for the local fauna in a big way. There has been much nosily mating from the seagulls on the dormer roof recently and a number of tatty nests have appeared shoved inelegantly up against the chimney stacks. The jackdaws have been squabbling over the chimneys and have now finally settled in their respective pots. All are full and the first rustlings and scratchings can be heard from the baby Jackies. The magpies have flapped and squawked about. It appears the current beau of choice is a foolhardy male who thinks he's part of the Red Arrows team and screams through the pergolas before barrelling up over the shed and looping the loop.

Earlier on, Wirrel the Squirrel brought his lady love down to the garden to impress her with the ample wealth of his territory and the positive cornucopia of up market eateries on offer. As he primped and preened I was reminded of that scene in Duke Bluebeard's Castle where the duke's new wife Judith opens the door to inspect his domain and the crashing orchestral chords that accompany her action. Mrs Squirrel did not respond to Wirrel's overtures with a glass shattering top C but she did look suitably impressed. However, as they seem to be the only two squirrels in my neck of the woods, perhaps she had little option! For those of you to whom I have told the tale of Wirrel's tail. It now seems to be healing. The “bum” end is still big, brave and bushy and the little stump of tail at the tip still seems to be holding on. I only hope tat this encounter with a predator nearly as fast as him will teach the little monkey some caution. I am also at present digging up the three foot tall stands of peanut foliage resulting from his winter's burying expeditions.

Which brings me neatly to my other gardening assistants, my foxes. For many years I have deliberately not planted tulips as these seem a firm favourite for digging up and eating. However this has not stopped my little devils from digging up all the other bulbs and, on finding they are not tulips, leaving them tastefully strewn across the garden requiring quick replanting. All my pots are carefully excavated and my garden ornaments moved hither and thither. I confess I am deeply touched by their industry and artistry in these horticultural tasks.

Of course, by the time you read this little piece, spring will have sprung and, probably, summer will have come and gone!
Joanna
                       








                Peacehaven Horticultural Society

We meet on the third Monday of each month, 7.00 pm for a 7.30 pm start at the Evangelical Church hall in Mayfield Avenue, new members are always welcome.  There is a speaker each meeting followed by questions and answers.  Tea and coffee is available half way through the meeting.  The Garden Club hold a coffee morning at the Meridian Centre 9am-12 noon on the Fourth Friday each month.   The mini market will be open in the main hall.  Please come and support us.  For more information call Alison on 01273 589502.

SWT article for May  -  The Sussex Kelp Recovery Story

Five years ago, the Sussex Kelp Recovery Project was born. The story starts with seaweed.

Kelp; a large brown seaweed, used to be plentiful off the Sussex coast. Imagine this forest of the deep, creating a habitat for marine wildlife. Black Sea Bream would dig and spawn in gravel nests. Blue Mussels would provide a grounding for the kelp to attach to, and engineer further resources for others, like Starfish and Plaice. 

The chalk reef outcrops would writhe with life; scuttling Spider Crabs, swaying ethereal-looking Piddocks and the occasional fin-flap of an Undulate Ray. Seals would benefit from these supreme hunting grounds. From above, Gannets would spear the surface to take their fill of the abundant beneath-the-waves buffet. And so, safely and sustainably, could we.
 
	In the 1980s things changed. Storms, marine heatwaves and poor water quality had a negative effect, and persistent damage has been caused by intensive trawling for commercial fishing. This indiscriminate practice decimated the biodiversity of the seabed. By the end of the century, 96% of Sussex kelp was lost, and with it, a whole ecosystem wiped out, in repeated, traumatic acts of destruction. All happening under the waves; beneath our noses, yet out of sight. 
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But some people did notice. Sussex IFCA formed a case for a Nearshore Trawling Byelaw, and production company, Big Wave created Help our Kelp, a film narrated by Sir David Attenborough. Other organisations joined the fight, and a campaign of the same name was launched. 

It worked. In March 2021, trawling was prohibited from 304 square kilometres of the Sussex coast. The byelaw is one of the largest in the UK. The collective became the Sussex Kelp Recovery Project; twelve organisations*, co-ordinated by Sussex Wildlife Trust, who have continued to monitor and advocate for the recovery of our seabed. 

Benefits are underway; Black Sea Bream and Blue Mussels are on the increase. But nature takes time to recover. These five years have been focused on laying the groundwork to enable the steady return of these great forests and their inhabitants, Rewilding our ocean, piece by piece. With patience and collaboration, the story of our Sussex shores gets wilder each year. Although it started it all, really, kelp is just the beginning. 

*Sussex Wildlife Trust, Blue Marine Foundation, Zoological Society of London, Queen Mary University of London, University of Brighton, Adur & Worthing Councils, Sussex Underwater, Big Wave Productions, Sussex IFCA, University of Exeter, University of Sussex 


SWT Article for June  -  The Ringed Plover Performance

Big eyes, short legs, and frequently described as ‘rotund’; there’s no denying it. Ringed Plovers are adorable. Our UK residents are joined by over-wintering migrants and can be found all around our coastline and some estuaries, in shingle and wetland habitats. 

	
These charismatic waders possess spectacular acting talents. Little orange feet stamp sandy ground to mimic falling raindrops, tempting out tasty subterranean crustacean snacks. Mates are wooed with marching high-kick dance routines. Shingle nest preparation involves an umbrella of wings and much flinging of shells in a dramatic ceremony
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Being masters of disguise, Ringed Plover nests are inconspicuous, with both dappled eggs and fluffball chicks seamlessly blending into their sand and stone surroundings. This is optimum for ground-nesting predator evasion, and chicks will freeze, Jurassic Park style, should a marauder enter their midst. 

Hiding in plain sight, however, leaves the species incredibly vulnerable to disturbance, especially on our over-populated and well-trodden coastlines. Eggs can easily be crushed under the flimsiest of flip-flops, and chicks are hard to spot until very close by. And a bigger problem still; free-roaming dogs.

It doesn’t matter if your beloved pup is the best-behaved boy in town, with great recall and no prey drive. Domestic dogs replicate natural predators, and even if they aren’t likely to take a chick or investigate a nest, they can easily and unintentionally cause disturbance when off the lead.

Ringed Plover parents are fiercely committed to nest protection, even theatrically feigning a broken wing to lure predators away from their precious offspring. But feisty though they be, they weigh only 65 grams; no match for a snuffling hound. 

An increase in these acts of disturbance, habitat loss and climate change have contributed to a significant decline in numbers of UK Ringed Plovers since the mid-1980s, and the species is now on the UK Red List. 
To help, you can keep your dog on a lead whilst walking around our coastlines, especially during March to August, the breeding season for these, and many other bird species. You can keep your distance; good practice for all wildlife watching, but especially with ground-nesting birds. And you can tell other people, to help raise awareness of the otherwise unknown perils of simply letting your dog off the lead. 

In highlighting these issues, we hope the Ringed Plover performance may long continue. They just need less audience interaction.

Kerry Williams Communications Officer 
Conservation, Sussex Wildlife Trust


Sussexwildlifetrust.org.uk/join
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image4.jpeg




image5.jpeg




image3.jpeg




