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Community Fun Day 

Making memories, bringing hope ! 
More FUN than talent…   
Sign up on the day or email:  

johnmark@themustardtree.com 

UCLG church 
BBQ   12-1pm  

1
-2

 p
m

  

May 11   
12-2pm   

H ope feels like the sun 

breaking through dark 

skies. The sky begins to light 

up, the earth to warm up. 

Life begins to flourish.  

It feels like finally opening 

your curtains, to find fresh 

sunshine pouring in. Then 

you may feel that you want 

to open your windows. 

Then even clean your 

house. Then share your 

house and fill it with the 

joy and laughter of 

others… and it all starts 

with hope.  

Hope, meaning and purpose are key 

ingredients in a recovery approach to 

living – but it all starts with hope 

(Weinberg, in PsycNET). Goals are 

not enough. Hope comes when we see 

what can be possible and we see 

progress, however small.   

Once a year in May, we (local 

churches and Footprints preschool), 

come together to spread hope. We do 

this in different ways because hope 

needs to be tailor-made to transfer. 

For residents in Collingwood nursing 

home, there are toddlers, 

children and families who 

come to sing, and give little 

plants. These plants grew from 

seeds sown by the same 3 and 

4 year olds. Plant pots are 

decorated by them, and each is 

unique. And sometimes, as 

somebody accepts a plant, a 

song and a smile, they receive 

hope.    

For others, hope may come 

through being listened to. We are 

giving anybody the chance to speak, 

or sing or dance, to an audience. It’s 

called a ‘talent’ show, but really it’s a 

space where hope can grow in those 

who were born to shine and share 

their gift.   

Sometimes life, with its swells and 

currents, overwhelms us. Something or 

someone, we thought would always be 

there, now isn’t. A partner, a job, our 

health. Slowly we realise that we can 

hardly touch the bottom and can feel 

(Continued on page 2) 

11.45-1pm 

Birds of prey 



 

confused.  Realising that somebody 

wants to help. Seeing that maybe they 

can and receiving help from somebody, 

can be a lifeline. And now we’re in a 

recovery approach to living. Still in the 

sea, but there’s hope. We’ve reached  

out by helping some people with their 

gardens. Sometimes, in just clearing  

the overgrowth and weeds, hope takes 

root.  

And what takes us by surprise, is that 

we get hope by giving. When we do 

something which makes a difference in 

another person’s life, especially when 

we see we’ve given them hope, we feel 

more alive.  More purposeful.  Jesus 

said, “you’re far happier giving than 

getting”. We don’t search for hope, we 

share ourselves with people where they 

need it. When they receive it, hope 

grows, in them and us.   

Together we’re stronger. When we fear 

and when we fail, we naturally want to 

retreat. It feels safer, but things can 

become stagnant. Change can start by 

opening the curtains and letting 

someone in. Maybe we catch a glimpse 

of what could be. Hope begins.   

(Continued from page 1) 

B rian is the manager of 

the sought after 

Avonlea Court, a sheltered 

accommodation of 52 flats, 

at the heart of Longwell 

Green. We sat in his flat, 

there in the corner of 

Avonlea, and I heard his 

story. It starts in a country 

far, far away.  

I had two small children and my 

wife Avril, but I was married to my 

work. I was Managing Director of an 

engineering company with 320 

employees and we lived in Bulawayo, 

Rhodesia (now Zimbabwe).  

When Avril was diagnosed with cancer 

of the bladder, our children were just 

approaching their teens. My wife 

underwent major surgery in South 

Africa, but the cancer came back. We 

prayed for healing, read Psalms 

together every night and I prayed for 

peace as I watched my life partner, and 

mother of our two, go down.  

But we were not alone. The church, and 

the little Christian school my children 

went to, were very supportive. And I 

remember sitting on a chair by her bed 

and ‘seeing’ (not literally but yet in a 

tangible way), a pure, bright white 

sheet descend over the bed. It was 

God’s Spirit upon us, and we felt joy 

despite the sadness.  

Prizes & pain 

 May 11th 

12-2pm  UCLG church  BBQ,  
Talent show. Wild birds. Fayre.   

When Avril’s body gave out within that 

year, I threw myself into the children 

and work. Keeping busy was a means 

of coping.  

Once they had completed their 

education, I sent the children to 

London. There was no future for them 

in Zimbabwe. The Mugabe regime saw 

the country brought to its knees. The 

devaluation of the currency was such 

that people carried suitcases of money 

around. I was a ‘billionaire’ despite 

having nearly nothing.  

The children (now 18 & 21) lived in 

London with friends from Zimbabwe, 

and were soon encouraging me to join 

them. Zimbabwe was corrupt. The 25 

years paying into a pension fund paid 

out literally nothing. My assets after all 

the years working and saving were 

virtually worthless, and I arrived in 

London to live with my children with 

no work and nearly nothing.  

As I look back, I can see God’s 

protection and guidance in many 

situations which would have been bleak 

and hopeless without Him. 

After spending five years at a Christian 

hostel in London, I became a scheme 

manager in Hertfordshire. One winter I 

was outside the front door when my 

heart gave up and I fell to the ground. 

By God’s provision, a resident saw me, 

called emergency services, and guided 

by them, administered CPR on me. She 

was 72, and she saved my life.  

My children had already moved to 

Bristol, and called me to come to be 

closer to them. I began work at 

Avonlea Court and thank God for how 

blessed I am. My job now is to serve. I 

aim to relate to others in the gentle, 

loving way that God always relates to 

me. 



footprints in the sand. 

He noticed that many times 

along the path of his life there 

was only one set of footprints. 

He also 

noticed that 

it happened 

at the very 

lowest and 

saddest times in his life.  

This really bothered him and he questioned 

the LORD about it: "LORD, you 

said that once I decided to follow you, 

you'd walk with me all the way. But I have 

noticed that during the most troublesome 

times in my life, there is only one set of foot-

prints. I don't understand why when I needed 

you most you would leave me." 

The LORD replied: "My son, my precious 

child, I love you and I would never leave you. 

During your times of trial and suffering, when 

you see only one set of footprints, it was then 

that I carried you."  

O ne night a man had a 

dream. He dreamed he 

was walking along the beach 

with the LORD. 

Across the sky flashed scenes from his life. 

For each scene he noticed two sets of foot-

prints in the sand: one belonging to him, 

and the other to the LORD. 

When the last scene of his life flashed be-

fore him, he looked back at the  

 

Making  
it home 
“I  am sorry Mr Shepherd. 

The house you’re 

planning to buy has been 

taken off the market.”  

“I felt a wave of relief,” said Peter as he 

let the news sink in.  His wife, Denise’s 

first words were, “Praise God!” 

They had wanted to move from their 

large house in Hanham (near LIDL), ever 

since last year’s storm when the house 

was just too cold for them. “It was also 

much bigger than we now needed,” 

added Denise.  

They’d seen a few houses on Pearsall Rd, 

Longwell Green, and settled on a 

bungalow. Two buyers wanted their 

house, and they sold it to a young family 

who were very keen.  The bungalow 

would need considerable work to suit 

their needs, but it backed onto the fields, 

and Denise felt that’s what she wanted.   

The arrangement was perfect as the chain 

was only 3 houses long. It would be 

complete by July…. actually August…. 

maybe September. That’s when the call 

came. It was all off.  

Some say ‘moving’ is in the top five 

most stressful life events, coming third 

after death of a loved one and divorce.  

Denise said this move was her most 

stressful.  She has a private practice in 

counselling, and managing her clients’ 

expectations added to the pressure.  

They had settled on this bungalow but 

both had serious reservations. They just 

hadn’t dared share these with each other 

or anyone else. It all seemed so right.  

Great buyers, great seller, perfect 

location. 

But then Denise asked a church friend, 

Penny, specifically to pray that God 

would make it clear. That weekend it all 

fell through, and the relief was palpable. 

Only then did many friends express their 

own reservations over the house.  

Peter went online, saw a bungalow on 

Larksleaze Rd, and within 24 hours, they 

had bought it!  This one was right.  

Denise recalled how God had specifically 

asked her, back in January 2018, to 

“Trust in me.”  Now she knows why.  

‘Outstanding’ in all four categories: 

leadership & management, quality of 

teaching, personal development, and 

outcomes for children.   

Located at The Mustard Tree, Watsons 

Road, in the heart of Longwell Green, 

Footprints runs sessions Monday, 

Wednesday and Friday from 9.15 am-

1.45pm during school terms. 

The children have access to indoor and 

outdoor play facilities which captivate 

interest, and allow the support of 

individual learning preferences.  

Footprints have spaces available 

from September, so if you'd like 

more information or to arrange a 

visit, please call 07505 806299 or 

email to admissions@fprints.org.uk. 

(Continued from page 4) 
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Coffee & chat 
 

Monthly home cooked meal 

Golden Blend  Golden Blend  

Footprints Preschool 
9.15-1.45p.m. Mon, Wed, Fri        Tel. 07505 806 299 

Mustard Tree Community Church 

Sundays 10.30—12p.m. 
Community Crntre 

Mustard Tree Community Church 

Sundays 10.30—12p.m. 
Community Centre 

Where everyone is welcome 

 

J oe, aged four, cut the 

ribbon and opened a new 

preschool in Longwell Green. 

A preschool with a focus not 

just on the child but their 

families.  

That was July 2001. Nearly 18 years later, 

Footprints Preschool still offer 3 sessions 

a week which all the children 

attend. This allows for deep 

relationships to build between the 

staff and children and staff and 

families.   

Parents could hardly agree more.  

“One big family. Close knit. It feels 

safe,” said Sameeha. She came 

because her neighbour spoke so 

highly of it, and their child is now 

15. “Love everything about it.  They really 

care for the children. They value play in 

their lives.  They are thoughtful. It seems 

different from any preschools I’d visited. 

My daughter has never not wanted to 

come,” said Stacey.   

Kathleen, when asked what she valued 

most about Footprints said, “The staff. 

The warmth and caring. It was a big deal 

to leave my little girl, but she is very 

happy here.”  Kelly and Lucy described it 

as a ’nice family feel’, ’motherly and 

homely’.  They like the fact that it’s small 

and compact.   

Relationships with families have become 

so good that long after leaving, they still 

support the Christmas and Summer 

Fayres that Footprints hosts. Many 

parents serve on committee and some 

have even joined the staff. 

Julia is an example of this. She said, 

“Footprints was like a second home for 

all three of my children: somewhere they 

felt safe and had lots of fun; where they 

were able to explore their own learning 

styles freely; where their independence 

developed and their confidence grew. The 

care they were given was second-to-none 

- because it's a small setting, the staff get 

to know the children (and their families) 

really well, which is very special.”  

 And it’s not just parents who rate 

Footprints so highly. Ofsted rated it 
(Continued on page 3) 

Footprints Family 


