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FORWARD TO THE ‘E’ EDITION 2017 
by 

PAUL WALKER 
 

Deacon of Latimer Congregational Church 
 

It is now 60 years since Herbert Abba wrote a slim volume of memoirs of 
his 45 year ministry as the first pastor of Latimer Congregational Church.  
The book has now long been out of print and I suppose largely forgotten 
outside of longstanding members of Latimer.  It might be wondered 
therefore why I should want to take the time to painstakingly re-type the 
book to make it available once more; albeit as an ‘e’ edition. 
 
The answer I think can be found in the example of King David, then a 
mere shepherd boy, when interviewed by King Saul before that most epic 
of battles with Goliath.   King Saul naturally objected to David fighting 
the Philistine on the grounds of his youth and David, after recounting his 
experience in fighting wild animals as a shepherd, responds that, “The 
LORD who delivered me from the paw of the lion and from the paw of the 
bear will deliver me from the hand of this Philistine.”  For David, looking 
back in faith enabled him to look forward in faith.  This is instructive for 
us – faith is sustained in the present as it remembers God’s provision in 
the past.  Memory and logic are the handmaids of faith.  It is, in my view, 
crucial that we remember God’s past goodness and deliverances, His 
provision of providential circumstances and His planning and control of 
situations as we seek to trust Him in the future. 
 
It is my hope that a new generation of members of Latimer Church, 
perhaps with less personal connection to the church’s past, will pause to 
read this book and those that have read it before will read it again and 
remember that our God is yesterday, today and forever the same.  May we 
continue to hold fast to His truth in this day and generation; just as 
Herbert Abba did in his own.  
 
I have, as far as possible, tried throughout this ‘e’ edition to follow the 
format and style of the original book but have made some small 
modifications to better suit a word document.  In addition, I have added 
an appendix to present for the first time the view from the parent church – 
Lairgate Congregational Church, using original contemporary source 
material, and have also included a circular letter to local residents 
produced by Rev. Abba in 1938.  Also, where I have considered 
appropriate, I have added further photographs to illustrate things referred 
to in the text that may still be seen around the church building today 
together with the occasional additional note that may be of interest to 
readers.  I trust Rev. Abba would have forgiven me these minor tinkering 
with the original work and hope that the reader will find them interesting.  
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FOREWORD TO THE 1957 EDITION 
by 

LESLIE E. COOKE, 
B.A., D.D. 

(Associate General Secretary of the World Council of Churches and Director of the 
Division of Inter-Church Aid and Service to Refugees.  Formerly Secretary of the 
Congregational Union of England and Wales.) 
 
HERE is the record of the kind of ministerial experience which is 
becoming rarer in the life of every communion.  I remember old ministers 
in past years saying that a ministry only begins to be fulfilled when the 
pastor baptises the children of those whom he has baptised.  Be that as it 
may, the tendency now is towards shorter pastorates – a commentary 
perhaps on the times, on the congregations and the ministers, but not 
necessarily an adverse commentary.  It may be that the shorter pastorate 
is the right pattern of service for days such as these and in any case it is 
always presumptuous to pass judgment upon any ministry.  By what 
standard is the effectiveness of a ministry to be computed?  In the purpose 
of God a man may be called to serve in a pastorate of five years to 
influence many – or to labour patiently for twenty years to win one. 
 
The fact remains that there is something moving in the personal story of a 
man who has been sustained in his ministry to one church, his only 
church, through forty-five years.  Some indeed may envy him his 
experience of God’s grace which permitted him to build up a fellowship of 
Christ’s people, see that fellowship grow in number and in influence, and 
to taste something of the fruit of his labours. 
 
If such has been Mr. Abba’s experience, and this is in fact his story, it 
must be borne in mind that such blessings as he has received have come 
because of his own response of obedience and fidelity to God’s will for him.  
There must have been times when his success focussed the attention of 
other churches, “larger and more influential,” upon him and he was 
tempted to leave Beverley.  There must have been times – although he 
does not mention them – when discouraged by delays and war’s 
interruption in fulfilling his dream of building a new sanctuary he must 
have felt like giving up or persuading himself that it was time he handed 
over to a younger man.  That he remained obedient and faithful, he would 
be the first to admit, was because of the grace of God. 
 
The result is this story which spans the opening years of this critical 
century – the story of a steward of God’s varied grace who was found 
faithful.  To those who know Mr. Abba this Memoir will be a precious 
possession.  To those who do not know him this Memoir will be an 
inspiration – and all who see beneath this simply told story the deeper 
significance that in days of upheaval and social revolution the promises of 
God remain sure and steadfast, the power of God to change human lives is 
still at work, and the eternal verity of the Gospel abides, will find their 
own faith strengthened.  
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AN APPRECIATION 

by  
C.H. BURDEN, 

B.A., B.Sc. 
Formerly Headmaster of Beverley Grammar School, 

Mayor of Beverley, 1936-1938 
 

THIS record of forty-five years’ work in Grovehill, Beverley, by the 
Reverend Herbert W. Abba in the establishment and building of the 
Latimer Memorial Church, where no real church existed, is a notable 
document.  Here is a story that should be preserved. 
 
It is an account full of interest, telling the reader what can be 
accomplished by versatility of a high order.  There is devotion to a task full 
of difficulty and a demonstration of self-sacrifice that triumphantly 
accomplished what was worthy in every way. 
 
When Mr. Abba began, the area used at Grovehill was growing very 
slowly, with very little added at the end.  It would have discouraged many.  
It was only with the building programme of the Council that things began 
to move more rapidly.  Then, of course, there began to arrive residents of 
all kinds.  Many of these entered the old church and this increase 
compelled alterations in the extent of the old premises.  It was now 
obvious that a new building was necessary. 
 
The story is well told by Mr. Abba himself.  
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PREFACE 
 

This memoir has been written in response to many requests for a record of 
some of the experiences of a ministry of unusual length in present day 
Congregationalism.  Its title might well have been The Story of Latimer 
Memorial Church, whose beginnings and growth it describes. 
 
My thanks are due to the Rev. Leslie E. Cooke, B.A., D.D., for his gracious 
Foreward, also the Rev. D. J. Davies, B.A., Ph.D., the Rev. Kenneth 
MacKenzie and Mr. J. Sutcliffe, LL.B, for reading the memoir in typescript 
and for their helpful suggestions.  It is a great sorrow to me that 
Alderman C. H. Burden, B. A., B.Sc, died while this book was in the press.  
The Appreciation which he has contributed is only one of many kindnesses 
that I have received from him during our long association. 
 
I am particularly grateful to Sir Angus Watson, J.P., Mr. Bernard Honess 
of the Independent Press, and my daughter Phyllis, who have made the 
publication of this memoir possible; to my wife for her encouragement and 
cooperation, and to my son Raymond for offering to write an Epilogue and 
for seeing the book through the press.   The extracts from the Beverley 
Guardian, the British Weekly, the Christian World and the Hull and East 
Riding Congregational Magazine are reproduced by kind permission of the 
editors and acknowledgement is made to the Independent Press for the 
use of a quotation from the Moderators’ Report, The Ministry of our 
Churches. 
 
If these recorded experiences are of any help and encouragement to some 
struggling pastor in his God-given task, I shall count my labours 
abundantly rewarded.  
 

HERBERT W. ABBA 
 
YORK 
December 1957. 
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PART 1 
 

THE BEGINNING 
 
 
 

BEVERLEY 
 
Some eight and a half miles north of the city of Hull, situated in the midst 
of a vast expanse of pasture land, is the ancient town of Beverley.  Its 
history dates back to Saxon times and its beautiful Minster has been 
called “a poem in stone”.  Here, in olden times, the Druids held their 
solemn and mysterious rites, and the Minster stands on the site of an 
ancient timbered sanctuary that in the year 680 was associated with that 
early divine, Saint John of Beverley.  One other relic of bygone days still 
stands at the entrance of the town, the North Bar.  It is the only one of the 
five gates that, with a moat, stood for the defence of the town, and dates 
back to the year 1409.  Beverley today is both a residential and an 
industrial town.  It boasts of a shipyard for the building of fishing 
trawlers, a tannery, and other minor industries, and is the centre of a 
large agricultural district with a cattle market, being noted for the 
manufacture of farming implements. 
 
Beside the Minster, there is the handsome Church of St. Mary and other 
Established Churches, and the town is not without its centres of 
Nonconformity.  The Methodists have four or five churches, and there is 
also a Baptist Church.  But the oldest of the Free Churches is the Lairgate 
Congregational Church, which dates back to the latter half of the 
seventeenth century.  In the year 1871, the Rev. Robert Shepherd was 
called to the ministry of this church, and here he laboured for nearly 
twenty-three years.  Our story begins with this devoted servant of Christ, 
during whose ministry there came into being another church whose story 
is embodied in this memoir – the Latimer Congregational Church. 
 
As we shall see, this Latimer Church is the harvest of seed sown long ago.  
Let us travel back through the years.  Living in Bamford, near Rochdale, 
there was a man and his wife who had two sons.  These parents were 
working folk, and when the two boys reached the age of nine or ten, they 
went to work in the factory as half timers.  The afternoons and evenings 
were spent at school.  Now these parents were godly folk.  They were 
members of the Congregational Church.  How earnestly they prayed for 
their two boys, that if it pleased God they might grow up to bless the world 
and forward the work of Christ and His Church.  All their endeavours 
were directed to leading these young feet into the ways of righteousness. 
 
As they years passed, both boys gave themselves to Christ.  The name of 
one was Ambrose and the other Robert.  In time each was led to offer 
himself for the ministry of the Church and was accepted.  Ambrose became 
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a great preacher.  To his church in Glasgow, a church seating over a 
thousand people, worshippers flocked and filled every part of the great 
building.  Before the service, people gathered in a double queue outside 
and many, when they were able to enter had to remain standing 
throughout the service. 
 
The other brother, Robert, also became a minister and was called to a 
church in Lincolnshire – Grimsby.  Later he accepted an invitation to the 
pastorate of the Lairgate Congregational Church, Beverley.  This was a 
very old building, but Mr. Shepherd’s ministry was so successful that they 
were able to pull down the old sanctuary and on its site erect a more 
modern church. 
 

GROVEHILL 
 

On the outskirts of Beverley, just where the river Hull flows on its way to 
the Humber, there was a small locality called Grovehill.  Here, by the 
river side, was a convenient jetty suitable  for the building of a small craft 
– wooden barges for river transport.  Later it was purchased and enlarged 
and found suitable for the building of trawlers for North Sea fishing.  
Indeed this has become one of Beverley’s main industries.  Just why this 
locality has been called Grovehill it is impossible to say, for there is 
neither a grove nor a hill.  Some have supposed that there was a grove 
here in the days of the Druids, but this is mere supposition.  Grovehill 
could have been regarded as one of the suburbs of Beverley.  In earlier 
days it was just a small village on the outskirts of the town.  The 
population was scanty.  The few houses that were there lay apart 
interspersed by fields and hedges.  Close to the river was a flour mill – 
Crathorne’s Mill it was called, after the name of the man who owned it.  
This man had built himself a large house in the neighbourhood – a house 
that stands there to-day.   
 
The residents of Grovehill were often awakened in the early morning by 
the clatter of horses’ hoofs.  They knew that these were Crathorne’s 
wagons loaded with bags of flour and drawn by a team of powerful horses.  
Unfortunately this mill was destroyed by fire on the 12th of January, 1907.  
From small beginnings, the fire spread rapidly.  The interior fittings 
blazed like matchwood.  The fire had taken a good hold before the 
primitive fire engine could be brought from Beverley.  In the midst of the 
blaze a face was seen at an upper window.  One of the workmen had been 
trapped and was helpless to extricate himself.  What could be done?  There 
was no time to lose.  Among the crowd that had gathered was a strong 
man.  He was a teacher of physical culture – a man with a broad chest and 
brawny arms – a veritable Samson.  He was so strong that it was said that 
if you gave him a penny piece he could break the coin into two halves with 
his thumb and finger.  There was no ladder long enough to rescue this 
man who was in danger in the building.  But ‘Samson’, shall we call him, 
shouted for the man at the window above to jump.  Presently he came 
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hurtling down, landing in the arms of this powerful individual below.  The 
force and the weight of the falling man was almost too much and it was 
evident that injury had been inflicted.  ‘Samson’ crushed and bleeding, 
was rushed to hospital.  Happily he recovered, but his brave deed will ever 
be remembered by the folk of Grovehill. 
 
Thinking of this incident, one is reminded of another brave individual 
associated with this old flour mill.  There is a story told of one of the 
wagoners who, while waiting in the mill for orders, carelessly put his hand 
into a wooden gutter through which a sharp metal screw was driving the 
meal to another part of the building.  He was a big, stalwart giant of a 
man, as hard as iron and as fearless as he was big.  His hand had scarcely 
entered the spouting when, in a moment, the sharp revolving screw 
severed a part of one of his fingers.  The end was hanging by a piece of 
skin.  Without more ado this man put the two pieces of finger together and 
plumped the lot into his mouth saying, “It’s nowt.” 
 

EARLY DAYS 
 

The church at Lairgate was prospering under the ministry of the Rev. 
Robert Shepherd.  His genial and fatherly personality endeared him to 
everyone.  The children loved him.  His interest in the poor of the town 
was noteworthy.  He would gather them into his School Hall for what were 
known in those days as “Penny Readings”.  In the street he would pass no 
one without a word of cheer.  His interest, however, was not confined to 
the district in which his church was situated.  It went further afield.  He 
thought of the workers at the shipyard outside the town.  Many of these 
came to their work from a distance, bringing with them their mid-day 
meal.  There was of course, no such thing as a canteen then.  Now it 
occurred to this kindly minster that something might be done for these 
men labouring amid the deafening noise of the riveters’ hammers all the 
day long.  Permission was granted for a workshop to be placed at the 
disposal of the workmen if they were prepared to gather for a brief mid-
day service addressed by Mr. Shepherd.  The idea caught on.  It was a 
queer congregation that gathered in this place.  Men with rugged faces 
and soiled hands, black and greasy clothing.  All around were piles of wood 
and heaps of shavings.  Several of the men lounged on benches or squatted 
on the floor.  But they listened attentively and reverently as the minister 
proclaimed the Good News of the Gospel, and who shall say what seed was 
sown in those early days and how great was the harvest seen in the 
changed lives and happier homes? 
 
This first effort led further.  How about the folk living in the cottages near 
by?  It was a long tramp to reach the town, even if they desired to attend 
the services of a Non-conformist church.  And the children – what of these?  
Sunday school meant a long journey over bad roads and through trying 
weather with the result that many attended no Sunday School.  Happily,  
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better times were in store.  In close proximity to the shipyard there was a 
white cottage, the home and workshop of a wheelwright.  This man and 
his wife were members of the central church in Beverley, and they were 
Congregationalists.  Mr. Shepherd felt that he had some claim upon their 
interest.  How about asking permission to hold a Sunday School in their 
home? 
 

THE WHEELWRIGHT 
 

The wheelwright was a man with a short stubby beard, somewhat sharp 
features, quick in his movements and abrupt in his speech.  Business 
dominated his life.  He lived to work.  He was very conscientious, a good 
worker who had no patience with slackers.  Up and down the road he 
would drive in his light cart and pony, gathering or taking home his work, 
for he was a joiner as well as a wheelwright.  Always in a hurry, he drove 
fairly fast.  The folk would say, “There goes Jimmy, always at it.” 
 
But the wife of this man – how can I describe her?  In the words of the 
song, she was a “little old lady”, small of stature, wearing always a mob-
cap and over her shoulders a turnover.  She was gentle of speech, generous 
and sympathetic.  From her little white cottage went many a jug of soup or 
a dainty cake for some sick and ailing person of the neighbourhood.  She 
was brought to know the Saviour by reading Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress 
and she laid the foundation of a great work that has lived, and that will 
live, through the years.  She opened her door gladly that in her 
comfortable home the young people might gather to hear of Him who said, 
“Suffer the little children to come unto me, and forbid them not, for of such 
is the Kingdom of Heaven”.  
 
The inhabitants of the white cottage by the river were three in number – 
the wheelwright, his good wife and their son Arthur.  There were also 
three daughters who had grown into womanhood and were happily 
married.  Arthur was the baby of the family.  He was given to these 
parents in their later years, and all through his life he was an invalid.  His 
last few years he spent in bed – a small bed in a corner of the cottage 
kitchen – almost blind.  He was, however, wonderfully cheerful, for he 
endured as “seeing Him who is invisible”.  I have never known such a 
saint of God.  He seemed continually to catch the light on the face of Jesus 
Christ and to reflect it on his own countenance.  He took an intense 
interest in all that was happening about him, especially the work of God.  
How he prayed that the movement that had commenced in the local 
shipyard might grow to great proportions.  He pleaded with God that the 
whole district might be blessed.  And “God heard the voice of the lad.”  
There were workers connected with the central church in the town who 
were prepared to journey out to this cottage in order to teach the children 
who had been invited to gather on Sunday afternoons. 
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Eventually another question arose.  How about the adult folk, who lived so 
far from any Nonconformist church?  Many were glad of the opportunity to 
attend a cottage service, and soon the room became too small.  This boy 
Arthur, lying on his bed in the corner, had his plans.  He had visions of 
great things for coming days.  It is easy to imagine him one day saying, 
“Mother, I have been thinking.”  “Yes sonny, what?”  “Well, there is that 
storeroom nearby.  It was used for the storing of apples, but it is now 
empty”.  The wheelwright and his wife talked over the matter and made 
enquiries.  Yes, it could be had for a small rent.  To take this empty room 
and furnish it as a small church was no easy matter, but the boy on his 
bed in the corner saw no difficulty.  In his father’s workshop there was 
plenty of wood that could be made into seats.  The small platform for the 
preacher would not be a great undertaking, and somehow God would 
provide them with an organ.  It was not long before this improvised 
Mission Hall was ready and the congregation transferred from the small 
cottage kitchen. 
 
Harvest Festival Sunday came, and I had the honour of an invitation to be 
the special preacher for the Evening Service.  I made my way from the city 
some eight miles distant.  It was well that I had started early, for the walk 
from the station to the hall seemed endless.  The district was quite new to 
me but I tramped on saying to myself, “Where is this Mission Hall?”  The 
road seemed to stretch to Land’s End.  Finally I arrived at my destination.  
The church was a small room, seating possibly fifty people.  The building 
was packed to suffocation and the atmosphere stifling.  A fairly large stove 
stood in the centre of the room, pouring out its tremendous heat.  There 
was of course no vestry for the minister, and so I found a peg on the wall, 
hung up my hat and coat and stepped upon the platform.  I shall not 
readily forget that service.  The decorations were of the usual order for 
such a seasonable event.  There was a long table on which were arranged 
plates of fruit and vegetables.  One looked over this to the eager 
congregation packed like the proverbial “sardines in a tin”.  I noticed in 
one corner a harmonium played by a girl, so small that her feet could 
hardly reach the pedals, but quite capable of leading this congregation in 
the simple Sankey’s hymns: “What shall the Harvest be?” etc.  The 
wheelwright and his wife were present.  There were a few men there, but 
the congregation consisted chiefly of women and children.  I noticed a 
youth who seemed to be a sort of secretary, for he gave out the hymn books 
and took up the collection.  That youth remained with this church through 
all the years of its history and is certainly its oldest member.  
 

THE MAN “TOMMY” 
 

In the congregation at that Harvest Service I saw a man with a sallow 
complexion, dark eyes, and his hair plastered in a curve on his forehead.  I 
learned that, though he was of slight build, he was a blacksmith’s striker 
wielding a heavy hammer.   This man’s hobby was keeping and showing 
rabbits – not small English rabbits but Flemish Giants.  His one failing 
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was beer.  How he loved a glass of beer, and most evenings he could be 
found in the local public house with a glass of beer in front of him, his old 
companions about him, and very often the conversation was, “rabbits”. 
 
But a great change came over this blacksmith’s striker.  There were times 
when the warning voice of God was clearly in evidence in this district.  
From time to time tragic events happened.  A beautiful girl who had been 
teaching in the little Sunday School had developed pneumonia and had 
died in a few days.  Her death was a great shock for everybody loved her, 
and whenever she appeared the little ones flocked about her like bees.  
Later, the manager of the flour mill, a fine healthy looking man, collapsed 
in the street and was brought home dead.  A workman employed in the 
district was invited to attend the services in the Mission Hall.  His answer 
was, “I will never go into a church until I am carried there.”  Sometime 
later he was carried there, a corpse, for the funeral service.  Another man, 
labouring at a farm in the district, was cutting down a hedge when a thorn 
accidentally pierced his hand.  The matter proved serious.  Sepsis set in 
and he was taken to the hospital.  Before he died I was at his bedside and 
he sent this message, “Tell the men of Grovehill not to wait until they 
come to die before getting ready to meet God.  Oh, I have had such a 
struggle to find peace”.  
 
It may be that some such event had its effect upon this blacksmith’s 
striker who was known to his friends as Tommy.  Tommy attended the 
services held at the Mission Hall, and there he heard the voice of God 
speaking to him.  One day he made the great decision.  He went into the 
public house at his usual time.  “Hello Tommy”, said his mates, “Come and 
sit down”.  But Tommy stood at the counter, and when the publican came 
he said, “Let me have a glass of beer, please”.  Then he held it up and said, 
“This is the last glass of beer I shall ever have.  You will never see me 
again in this place.”  The men laughed.  “We have heard men talk like that 
before”, they said.  “You’ll soon be back again, Tommy”.  But Tommy said, 
“I never shall”, and he never did.  He became a fine Christian man, and 
his prayers were always an inspiration to me. 
 

THE SUNDAY SCHOOL 
 

In that Harvest congregation there was a big, broad shouldered 
countryman, a very rough and tumble individual.  His Yorkshire dialect 
was as broad as his face.  They had appointed this man and his wife as 
caretakers of the little Mission.  One Sunday he was taking a class of boys 
in the Sunday School.  One lad was rather tiresome, this new teacher was 
on no ceremony.  With a Bible in his hand, he turned to the lad and said, 
“I’ll clout thee,” and the next minute he had hit the offender over the head 
with the Book!  
 
Happily, there were teachers who were prepared to come from the town 
church to help with the children.  One was a chemist, another a cabinet 
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maker, still another a tailor; and from that little out of the way Sunday 
School there came very worthy characters.  One boy became a corporation 
official, another a doctor, a third a works manager, another a costing 
clerk; and one of the girls won a gold medal in the nursing profession.  
There were others who became lay preachers and are still serving the 
district in this capacity and one has been chosen to serve as Mayor of the 
borough.  There is no work so important as work among the children, and 
no work so sure of yielding such marvellous results. 
 
Little did I think in those far back days that God would call me to labour 
with these people for forty five years, to watch the district develop into an 
important part of the town.  The cause grew steadily; not with mushroom 
rapidity but rather as a tree gradually expanding its branches and 
developing its girth.  It grew as a building, rising tier by tier as brick upon 
brick is laid.  “Rome was not built in a day”.  All true building is slow 
work. 
 

PART II 
 

THE TEMPORARY BUILDING 
 
 

 
THE IRON CHURCH 
 
The apple store soon became too small and the only alternative was to 
build an iron structure to accommodate the people.  There was a small 
strip of land in the neighbourhood owned by the Beverley Corporation.  It 
was too small for building purposes, but was quite suitable for the erection 
of an iron church.  Application was made and an agreement entered into 
for the payment of a small annual rent.  Shortly after, a well-known city 
architect, who was also a Congregationalist lay preacher, came over to 
Grovehill and called at the white cottage.  Arthur, the sick boy, told him of 
the desire to build a small church and about the site decided upon.  The 
architect said, “Good! Let me have the privilege of drawing out the plans.  
I will gladly do this without charge.”  In a few days these were supplied.  
They were for the erection of an iron church forty feet long and twenty-five 
feet wide, with accommodation for a hundred and seventy people, at a cost 
of nearly £300.  This church was opened in April, 1904, by the Rev. Dr. 
Ambrose Shepherd, the real founder of the work.  For two years the pulpit 
was supplied by lay preachers from Hull.  Then the need for a settled 
pastor was felt.  The central church in Beverley was quite prepared to 
meet the cost.  It was at this time, in the year 1906, that I was approached 
and invited to take the oversight of this work as an assistant minister of 
the Lairgate Church.  Although a Congregationalist by persuasion, I had 
been labouring as a Chaplain with the Mission to Seamen on the Hull 
docks. 
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At my Induction the hall was very tastefully decorated and the usual 
addresses of welcome given.  And so I began a ministry that was to be my 
life’s work.  I was almost starting from ‘scratch’ as we say.  Here was a 
church in its infancy.  It was a church without a membership, without 
deacons or a committee to arrange things, but I had been given a free 
hand and was responsible only to the central church in Beverley, which in 
turn was responsible for my stipend. 
 
 

 
 

The Iron Church 
 
 

THE MINISTER’S WIFE 
 

One day I brought a young lady to Beverley and to my church.  She came 
as a bride – a very charming bridge.  The history of this church would not 
be complete without a reference to her. 
 
When we came together, as man and wife, my stipend was small.  
Somebody has said, “It is easy to support a wife, even on small means, if 
she is worth supporting.”  I have long since proved that this wife of mine is 
well worth supporting.  I could never tell her how much I owe to her, or 
how much the church is indebted to her for her charming and loving 
personality and her devoted service.  Her whole life has been spent for 
others. 
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God has given us two in family, and her one desire has been that they 
should grow up in the fear of the Lord and be a blessing to the world.  It 
was by no means easy to send our boy to Cambridge for five years, but his 
mother often did without for his sake.  Nothing was counted a sacrifice.  
Our daughter Phyllis has followed in her mother’s footsteps and is living 
to love and serve the Saviour and His Church. 
 
After forty-five years as minister in one church I can truly say that I have 
given the best years of my life to this work, but this dear wife has stood at 
my side the whole time, watching over my health, guiding me with her 
wise counsel, helping in every time of difficulty and need.  Dr. Talmage 
once said, “The load of life is so heavy that it takes a team of two to draw 
it.”  We have indeed pulled together.  No minister’s wife could have served 
her husband’s church more devotedly – whenever possible present at every 
service, visiting and praying with the aged and sick, presiding over 
meetings for women, teaching in the Sunday School, singing in the choir.  
In return she won the love and affection of the entire church.  As it is often 
said of minister’s wives, she has been the better man of the two.  A 
priceless treasure indeed, her reward is sure. 
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BRANDS PLUCKED FROM THE BURNING 

 
In addition to the work of preaching, there was visitation.  It was essential 
to get to know the people of the district and this meant a personal call.  
For the most part the reception was fairly good.  The folk were prepared to 
listen to what one had to say.  I found that some were interested and 
promised to come to the services.  Others already attended a church in the 
town, while still others were prevented by domestic duties and family 
cares.  If a woman came to the door with soap suds on her hands and 
arms, or flour paste between her fingers, and not looking very pleased 
because she had to leave her washing or baking, the pleasant smile on the 
face of the visitor adjusted matters. 
 
The district at this time was not very extensive.  At one house I called, 
and, in answer to my knock, the door was opened ajar and a man wearing 
a blue jersey and a black scarf drawn tightly round his neck peeped round 
and glared at me.  “No thank you”, he said, when I explained my errand, 
“we don’t believe in religion”, and the door was closed.  I made a mental 
note of the house.  Why didn’t this man believe in religion?  Surely there 
must be some reason.  Anyhow I resolved to call another day.  If I could 
see him again, I might learn the cause of his objection.  In the meantime I 
made inquiry concerning this man.  I discovered that his family were 
fairly well-to-do people, but his failing was drink.  He was tied to the 
public house.  Money had been left him, but it soon went in drink.  In build 
he was very thin and wiry, with sunken eyes and pinched face, but in 
drink he was a desperate character with superhuman strength.  His 
chums knew this, and avoided him when in this condition.  “Look out”, 
they would say, “Jack is on the booze.” 
 
But this man in spite of his reputation, interested me, and I made it my 
business to call again some days later.  Yes, it was the same individual 
who opened the door again.  He looked at me curiously.  I greeted him 
with a smile: “You see I am here again.”  “Yes, I see you are.”  I was hoping 
that he would not shut the door in my face again.  If he would stay a 
moment, I might have a chance with him.  “You are not working today.  Or 
do you work shifts?”   No, he was sick and under the doctor.  Looking 
serious he said, “And the wife’s ill too.  Good day.”  The door closed, and I 
was left standing on the doorstep.  Somehow, this made me eager for 
another call.  A thought struck me: if he was not well, and his wife was ill 
too, they would appreciate some dainty article of food.  I made up my mind 
that when I called the next time I would not go empty handed. 
 
My surmisings were correct.  A week later I paid another visit.  This time 
I passed in a small cake which was accepted with thanks.  After making 
inquiry concerning the invalids, I left. 
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When I again called, this man was a little more friendly.  He said, 
“Perhaps you would like to see my wife. Come in.”  It was a poor home; 
little comfort there.  On a bed in the room lay a poor woman with pinched 
face and a hacking cough.  I sat by the bed for a few moments while the 
husband looked on wondering what I should do.  I inquired about her 
illness, the time she had been ill and her doctor, also about her children, 
for I found there were four little ones – a girl and three boys.  It occurred 
to me not to offer prayer yet or even to read the Scriptures.  A comforting 
promise must suffice.  With this I left the house.  I was happy to feel that I 
had got a footing in this home and this might lead to something better.    
 
A week passed, and I ventured to call again.  There was no scowl on the 
face of the man who opened the door, but rather a faint smile of welcome.  
“Come in”, he said.  After the delivery of another cake and inquiry 
concerning the health of the man and his wife, I turned my attention to 
the man himself.  “Don’t they call you Jack?”  “Yes, though I suppose that 
John is my real name.”  “Are you a man who takes lighters down the 
river?”  The answer was, “No, I am working at the flour mill and my job is 
to mend bags.  That is the trouble.  You see the dust has got on my chest.”  
I expressed a wish that both he and his wife would soon improve in health, 
and with a few comforting words I left the house. 
 
I had a surprise during my next visit.  The wife was not the only invalid in 
the house.  In an upstairs room lay this woman’s brother dying of 
consumption.  I was invited to see him.  There was little furniture in the 
bedroom – a single iron bedstead and a chair or two.  I had to introduce 
myself and explain my visit.  “This is Harry”, said Jack.  “He’s the wife’s 
brother and he is very ill.”  The poor fellow broke into a fit of coughing.  It 
seemed to me that this was an urgent case, and I spoke to him of the 
Saviour who was the Healer and the Helper of all sick and lost men.  He 
looked so pitifully at me and I could not refrain from saying to Jack, 
“Would you object to me reading a portion of scripture to him?” I opened 
my New Testament at St. John’s Gospel and read from the third chapter, 
reading slowly the 16th verse: “For God so loved the world, that He gave 
His only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in Him should not perish, 
but have everlasting life.” And then I prayed, Jack kneeling at my side, 
and I knew very well that he was impressed. 
 
The next visit proved a revelation.  As I entered the house I saw on the 
bare wooden table an old copy of the Bible – a very old copy.  Finding that 
I looked surprised, Jack said, “After your visit the other day I said to my 
wife, ‘Haven’t we got a Bible in the house?’” “Yes, somewhere, I believe, 
but where I don’t know.”  So Jack began searching for the lost Bible.  The 
house was ransacked, cupboards were turned out, shelves were cleared, 
every nook and corner was searched, and at last the Bible was found.  It 
was soiled and covered with dust and dirt, but was subjected to a thorough 
cleansing, and this man who said he didn’t believe in religion, turned over 
the pages.  He remembered that I had read from a part called St. John’s 
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Gospel.  He searched until he found John, read through the opening 
chapters until he came to chapter three, and reading on found the 
sixteenth verse.  “Listen Harry”, he said to the sick man, “this is what the 
minister read: ‘For God so loved the world…’  Now Harry, let me read it 
again.”  As I talked with this rough man, I could see that a great change 
had come over him.  He said, “I tried to tell Harry about God, and about 
Jesus Christ who came to be our Saviour.”  
 
From that time the Bible never seemed to be out of Jack’s hand.  He loved 
and clung to the old Book, and he learned to pray.  Harry too became a 
devout believer.  On one of my visits I found him desperately ill and I 
knew that his end was near.  “I am very anxious about you Harry”, I said, 
“have you really accepted the Saviour?”  “Yes”, he said, “I have.”  Some 
days after, I passed the house and saw that the blinds were drawn.  I 
entered, and there in the room was a coffin.  “So he has gone,” I said.  “Tell 
me all about it.”  It seemed that Jack had fixed a bicycle bell to the bed so 
that Harry could ring if he needed anything.  In the dead of the night they 
heard the bell, and going into the room they found that Harry had 
struggled to his knees on the bed and his hands were clasped together in 
the attitude of prayer.  He looked up and whispered, “Jack, I’m going.”  “Is 
it alright with God?”  “Yes,” came the answer, “it is alright.”  
 
Jack’s wife recovered somewhat.  She, like her husband, became a true 
believer, and both joined the Church.  In the heart of Jack there came a 
great love for the House of God.  He would never miss a service.  His one 
book was the Bible, and he had a wonderful gift in prayer.  One day he 
said, “I’ve thrown the old pipe away.  I did not feel very comfortable about 
it, and I asked God that if He did not want me to smoke, He would make 
the pipe bitter.  It became so bitter that on the fire it went.” 
 
After the death of Harry, the brother of Jack’s wife, there came into that 
home Jack’s own brother.  Very singularly his name was also Harry.  He 
was only admitted into the family because he could find no other place.  
His coming was not very welcome because of his intemperate habits.  
Jack’s life had been bad, but Harry’s seemed to be worse.  He was quite 
young and a bachelor with regular work at the flour mill.  But long before 
the week was over, to use the common expression, he was “on the rocks”, 
subbing from those who would lend him something until the next pay day.  
Yet, all unknown to him, a crisis was at hand.  One evening he was 
helplessly drunk.  He staggered out of the public house towards the local 
drain.  Not able to steady himself, and altogether unaware of his danger, 
he rolled down the steep bank and lay all night partially submerged in the 
water.  He was found in the early morning and dragged from the stream 
apparently dead.  Mud covered his face, filled his ears and nose, and his 
whole body was stiff and cold.  The police were informed, and a doctor 
arrived on the scene.  Artificial respiration was applied.  They pumped out 
the water from the body, but the doctor gave no hope.  They worked with 
him untiringly and after much labour there were faint signs of life.  He 
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was rushed to hospital.  Very careful nursing brought him back to 
consciousness and there was hope of a recovery.  It is said of some evil 
men that nothing is a warning, but in this case the warning seemed to be 
effective.  He was visited at the hospital, and here in the quiet he had time 
to think.  The changed life of his brother Jack, the dying testimony of the 
wife’s brother, and the simple presentation of the Good News of the Gospel 
powerfully affected this sick man.  In all these experiences he heard God 
calling him to a better life.  Happily he obeyed the call.  He came from that 
hospital a new man.  Many were his temptations to go back to the old life 
of sin, but Harry stood firm.  A real work of grace had been wrought in 
him by the Holy Spirit.  He could say of God in the words of the psalmist: 
“he brought me up out of a horrible pit.”  After some time he obtained a 
situation in a nearby city.  He married a fine Christian girl and started a 
business which was wonderfully successful.  Later he became a member of 
the Salvation Army and lived to bear testimony to God who “breaks the 
power of cancelled sin” and “sets the prisoner free.” 
 

EXTENSION 
 

It became evident that there were signs of growth at the Iron Church.  A 
Women’s Meeting was commenced, and every Monday evening the 
building was literally packed with women.  There was no such woman’s 
gathering in the whole town.  Then we turned our attention to the men 
folk.  It occurred to us to arrange a Musical Service with refreshments, 
and to this we invited the women to bring their husbands and 
sweethearts.  We told the men why we had invited them.  It was to 
commence a Brotherhood Service for the men of the district to be held 
every Sunday afternoon.  A syllabus was issued.  There would be a fresh 
speaker and vocalist every week, and a fresh chairman.  A small orchestra 
was to lead the singing. 
 
The venture was most successful.  Men came – scores of them – old men 
and young men and middle aged men.  Many of them were not accustomed 
to attend any church but they came.  Every man was given a number.  At 
the door was a board containing hooks that held small numbered tickets.  
Each man who came lifted the ticket containing his number and put it into 
a box on the table beneath, and in this way registered his attendance.  
How those men sang such well known hymns as “Pull for the shore sailor,” 
“Christ receiveth sinful men.”  The addresses were usually talks straight 
from the shoulder talks that appealed to men.  The harvest from this seed 
sowing will never be known until the last great day. 
 
These Special Services for men and women had the effect of feeding our 
ordinary services, and so the congregations grew until at last something 
had to be done.  At the end of the Iron Church there was a small vestry.  
We needed more room for our Sunday evening service.  We hit upon a 
plan: Why not turn this vestry into the main building?  And yet we must 
have a vestry.  Another idea arose in our minds:  Why not have a series of 
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shutters and a moveable platform?  We found this to work admirably.  
Every Sunday before the evening service a band of stalwart men arrived 
at the church.  They took down the shutters and rolled the rostrum back 
into what was the vestry, and so extended the building for the large 
company that would arrive later for the service.  This, however, was only a 
temporary measure.  For permanency there must be an extension erected 
at the end of the building, which would form a permanent vestry.  This 
was done, but the little church still suffered from growing pains.  The Iron 
Church could now accommodate about two hundred and fifty people, and 
at times chairs were brought into the aisles. 
 
The Sunday School grew considerably.  We needed a room for young 
people above Sunday School age who gathered on Sunday afternoons.  
Then there was the Christian Endeavour, the Mid-week Service, the 
Ladies’ Sewing Meeting.  A scheme was launched for the purpose of 
erecting a small room detached from the main building to meet these 
demands.  Plans were drawn and submitted to the local authorities.  Then 
an appeal was made for £150 which was soon forthcoming, and this small 
building to seat nearly 100 people was erected.  Now we must be satisfied, 
for the small site on which the Mission was built could not be enlarged.  It 
was Corporation property and was ours at a small rentage. 
 
The weeks and months rolled by.  This Grovehill church was still a branch 
from the central church in the town.  The names of its members were 
recorded in the one register, and the stipend of its minister was made up 
largely by the mother church.  But the success and growth of the daughter 
made it clearly evident that it would soon be independent of its mother.  
The time came when the mother said, “You need us no longer.”  The 
Congregational Union was willing to render help, but soon we were able to 
dispense with this, and eventually we became a self-supporting and 
independent community. 
 
We now compiled our own membership roll, elected certain individuals to 
serve as deacons, and appointed our own Secretary and Treasurer.  Some 
time later we learned that a small Methodist church in the town had been 
sold to the Masons and was to become a local Masonic Lodge.  The 
furnishings of the old sanctuary were to be sold.  We visited the place and 
finally purchased the small pipe organ, a section of the gallery, and 
various other fitting.  Up to this time our only instrument to lead the 
singing was a small harmonium.  For us to be able to install into our 
church an organ with pipes was something to be proud of and was the 
cause of considerable rejoicing.  We had also purchased a delightfully 
carved pulpit.  We were able now to remove the table and desk and in 
their place insert this lovely piece of polished mahogany pulpit front.  
From a simple mission room we were becoming a church indeed.  Then we 
had the offer of a large number of Congregational Hymnals.  These we 
substituted for the old time Sankey books which were becoming rather 
shabby and worn.  Then, under the tuition of the minister’s son, Raymond, 
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the choir was able to render an anthem every Sunday evening.  What 
more could be required?  

 
MARK, THE LIGHTERMAN 

 
Our special meetings for men and women, especially the Men’s Meeting, 
were useful in bringing us into contact with the people of the district and 
giving us access into their homes.  Some of the men who attended earned 
their livelihood on the river.  They were bargemen and lightermen.  One 
day one of these bargemen sent for me.  He was ill and requested that I 
should visit him, and would I go as early as possible.  And of course I did.  
Immediately I saw him I knew that something unusual was amiss.  He 
was flushed, his face was terror stricken, and his eyes seemed to protrude 
from their sockets.  His wife was standing by his bedside and she seemed 
distressed.  As I entered the room, he stretched out his hands toward me 
and said, “Oh Sir, I am glad you have come.  Can you help me?”  “What is 
it?” I asked.  “Oh”, he said, “last night I had a terrible experience.  You 
know I had a brother who was a very bad character.  I am sorry to say that 
he was a drunkard, a blasphemer, a reviler of everything that was good.  
One day he was accidentally killed.  He had no time to repent or to pray, 
and last night he appeared to me, and his face was awful.  He seemed to 
be in agony.  He said, ‘Oh Mark!  Don’t come where I am.  Oh, this 
torment!  Oh Mark, don’t come where I am!’  Then he disappeared.  And 
oh, I am so troubled, so distressed.  What must I do?” 
 
It was undoubtedly the voice of God calling him to turn from sin and 
accept God’s salvation.  I prayed with him and for him.  He rose from that 
sick bed with the fear of God in his heart and everybody who knew him 
was conscious that Mark was a changed man, for he was well known 
among the river fraternity. 
 
Poor Mark developed cancer.  I was in the room of his little cottage by the 
canal one day, and I noticed something growing on his lip.  “What is it?” I 
asked.  “Don’t know”, he said.  I suggested that he should visit a doctor.  
He did so and later he told me that the doctor suspected cancer as a result 
of smoking.  That tiny spot grew with amazing rapidity.  Eventually he 
had to give up work.  But he was so patient.  One day in his little cottage I 
knelt with him in prayer.  It had become difficult for him either to eat or 
speak.  Indeed he was not fit for human eyes to look upon him, so 
disfigured had he become.  After I had prayed he tried to pray with his 
poor deformed lips and his trembling voice.  When the prayer was over, he 
tried to sing.  It brought tears to one’s eyes as the words came: “Other 
refuge have I none, Hangs my helpless soul on Thee.”  His sufferings at 
the last were dreadful, but I hope to meet him in the homeland where 
there is no more pain and where all tears are wiped away. 
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OUT WITH THE MINISTER 
 

Living in the neighbourhood of the church was an old man – a strange old 
man with a history.  Immediately you began to speak with him, you would 
conclude at once that he was a countryman – indeed a Yorkshireman.  You 
might have taken him for a retired farmer, or rather a farm labourer, for 
he seemed very poor.  His face was rugged, his eyes half shut and his nose 
rather large and highly coloured.  He usually wore a brown knitted 
woollen cap, carried a rough stick, and trailed his feet a little as he 
walked.  He attended the services of the church, and seemed to enjoy the 
ministry of the Word; for now and then he could be heard to say, “Yes” and 
“Amen”, but very quietly, as he was by no means demonstrative. 
 
On one occasion special services were being held at the Iron Church.  The 
visiting preacher was the Rev. Tom Jones, the well-known Yorkshire 
evangelist.  We shall ever have cause to remember the visit of this 
honoured servant of Christ, for it was during and through his ministry 
that our son Raymond responded to the call to discipleship.  At this 
particular time Tom Jones was a young man full of enthusiasm, rather 
witty, always seeing the amusing side of things, but a good fellow and 
distinctly a preacher of the Good News.  During the mission, as we called 
it, I did what is natural under the circumstances – I took him on a round 
of visitation.  I felt that he would like to visit the people in their homes, 
and I knew that the folk would feel honoured to have the special preacher 
cross their threshold and see them at their daily tasks. 
 
One of the houses we visited was that of this old countryman.  He was just 
going to have an early cup of tea.  As might be expected of an old man who 
lived alone, the outlook was rather rough.  Everything suggested that 
there was no woman in the place, but our old friend wanted no woman.  
He could manage pretty well without one.  As we entered, I noticed a 
small fire burning in the grate and a tin kettle on the hob.  There was, of 
course, no spotlessly white cloth on the table.  The crockery, what there 
was, lay on the bare wood.  I noticed a plate containing half a loaf of bread 
and a mug of tea; and the chunk of bread he was eating must have been 
nearly an inch thick.  “Sit you down”, he said as we entered, “I’m glad to 
see you.  I thought you might be going to give me a call.  You don’t mind if 
I get on with my tea, do you?”  And so a very friendly conversation began.  
He had enjoyed the services – “Good companies at the meetings, and good 
interest”, and so forth. 
 
It happened to be near the Christmas season.  The old man had been 
trying his hand at making home-made wine and he was very eager that 
we should taste it, the eagerness being on his part and not on ours.  But 
we could not be unfriendly and he assured us that it was home-made and 
quite harmless.  
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After disappearing for a few moments into the larder, he emerged carrying 
a large bottle.  “I can assure you this won’t hurt you”, he said.  “It will 
warm you this cold day.”  He brought out two glasses and began to pour 
out a portion for my friend the preacher.  The light was not too good, and, 
as the wine left the bottle, something else left with it – something dark 
that came out with a plop and fell into the glass.  It was something the old 
man had not noticed with his failing sight.  I tasted the home-made 
concoction, but my friend the evangelist put his glass on the table.  I took 
a few more sips, but he went on talking.  For a moment the old fellow left 
the room, and then my friend lifted his glass and came over to me.  There, 
inside the bottom of the glass, I saw a large dead blowfly.  Then I knew 
why he had never tasted the wine.  The question was, what was he to do?  
He didn’t want to offend the old man.  The dreadful insect had somehow 
got into the wine in the making without being noticed.  We stayed as long 
as we dared.  Would the old man leave the room again?   Yes, he rose to 
put away the bottle and my friend hurriedly jumped from his chair and 
dumped the wine and its intruder at the back of the fire, glad to get rid of 
this, by no means tasty, morsel, and delighted to be free from a very 
awkward situation. 
 
Immediately we were outside and away from the house, this was the 
query, “Did you see what it was?  My, I nearly swallowed it.  What if I 
had?  Boo, I can nearly taste it in my throat now.  Had you some?  What 
did it taste like?”  Now, if I had not seen the fly, I might have said, “It was 
very good indeed.” 
 
I said earlier of this old man that he was a man with a history, and so he 
was.  I discovered that in his early days he had lived in a village not many 
miles away.  He was engaged on the land.  He was married and had one or 
two children.  Unfortunately his wife proved unfaithful.  He discovered 
that she was too friendly with another man.  What was he to do?  Take a 
gun and shoot his rival?  No, he couldn’t do that.  Cut his wife’s throat?  
No, there was another plan in his mind.  If his wife thought more of the 
intruder than she did of him, she should have him.  He would fly the 
country.  He had saved a few pounds and he would go to Canada and leave 
his wife to make the best of a bad job. 
 
And so to Canada he went.  This is the story that is told.  He was a big, 
strong, healthy fellow, not afraid to work, and he soon found employment 
helping to lay out a new railway across the country.  The pay was good 
and he was steady, and in a few years he had saved a good sum of money.  
Eventually he discovered a plot of land for sale.  It was near a new town 
that was springing up.  His sharp eye saw an opportunity.  He would buy 
that plot, for some day it would be wanted; and he made the venture.  It 
proved to be a wise move on his part.  This deal eventually brought him a 
small fortune.  Buildings were erected, but the land on which they were 
built was his.  He drew the rent, and this went on for years.  Indeed 
almost every year that piece of land increased in value. 
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Eventually he returned home to England, but he refused to see, or have 
anything to do with his wife, for he was a very unforgiving individual.  
With the passing of the years, she had grown older, and was penitent for 
her unworthy past.  The man who had caused all the trouble was dead 
long since, and the children had grown up and were supporting their 
mother.  But the past rankled in the old man’s mind and heart.  The 
money he had made in Canada helped to make him somewhat miserly.  He 
supposed he was too poor to buy clothes for himself or to pay a woman to 
clean his house – so poor that he could not afford to buy wood for his fire.  
And so he appeared to have fixed up a washing tub on wheels and pushed 
it to the shipyard to beg firewood, and yet all the time he had a most 
substantial bank balance. 
 
He had, however, a soft place in his heart for children for after his death 
we discovered that in his will he had left our Sunday School with £50. 

 
 

GOD’S TIME 
 

Another place of call was the home of still another old man – a very old 
man, possibly nearly ninety years of age.  His hair was long and very 
white, and he too lived alone.   And yet I sometimes feel that aged people 
are often happier living by themselves than they would be with their 
family.  Some old people have allowed themselves to be persuaded to give 
up their home and make abode with their sons or daughters, but this has 
not always been for the better.  Time comes when old folk are in the way.  
Sometimes with age there is bad temper; they become peevish, grumpy, 
irritable and the younger people say, “You are a nasty old man, Grandpa.  
I think you were happier when you lived by yourself;” and so it was.  Of 
course there are old men and old men.  I have known some who were 
cheerful, bright and happy, patient and contented, eager to lend a hand or 
give any help that was needed.  In this case you can hear it said, “Dear old 
Dad.  We should not like to be without him.” 
 
 
Now this old man we were to visit appeared to be by no means the best to 
live with.  He had his likes and dislikes, his strange notions and ideas.  
Once he decided that a thing was not right, you could not convince him 
otherwise.  Wild horses could not drag him against his will.  I have heard 
it said of some, “They are as stubborn as a burnt worm.”  Our old friend of 
whom we are thinking had strange notions concerning what we call 
‘Summer Time’: to allow the hands of the clock to make it say what was 
not true was wicked in the extreme.  Whatever men may do, they could 
not make time different from what it really was.  Such a thing only 
revealed their folly.  
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We sat and chatted with the old man.  This was not easy because of his 
deafness.  His mind went back to days of long ago.   He had known this 
district far longer than he cared to think.  He remembered the first 
railway train that passed through Beverley.  It was a great sight and 
people wondered what things were coming to.  After a while, we looked up 
at the clock on the mantelpiece and said, “Your clock is wrong.”  A rather 
stern look crossed his face as he said, “My clock is perfectly right.  That is 
God’s time, and I am not going to alter it for anyone.”  And he never did.  
It occurred to me what confusion would characterise life if many people 
adopted this attitude. 
 

ALBION HOUSE 
 
In my reference to the flour mill that was destroyed by fire, I mentioned 
the fact that the founder of the mill, Mr. Crathorne, built for himself a 
large and beautiful house not far from his place of business.  This house 
has always been known as “Albion House.”  It is a large double-fronted 
dwelling.  Passing through the massive gates, you would find yourself on a 
gravel path leading, on either side of a central bed of flowers and bushes, 
to the entrance hall.  The large front windows looked upon a lawn 
bordered with flowers against a background of stately trees.  At the back 
of the house there were stables and a coachman’s room for liveries and 
harness.  Further back there was a large kitchen garden with green 
houses and potting sheds, and still further back a small paddock. 
 
 
For a number of years this was the home of Mr. Crathorne the miller.  But 
as we sing sometimes, 
 
 

Time like an ever rolling stream 
 

Bears all its sons away. 
 

 
Old Mr. Crathorne became feeble and there is a story to that, scarcely 
knowing what he was doing, he set his bed on fire and ended his life in 
this tragic manner.  The mill also perished, and the founder’s wealth 
passed into other hands.  
 
 
For some considerable time the big house was closed and empty.  It was as 
we say a ‘white elephant.’  It was a roomy dwelling, too roomy for working 
class people, and too expensive to uphold.  Further, wealthy folk were not 
attracted to this, the industrial part of the town, and so Albion House 
stood as a fading memory of past glory. 
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Eventually it was bought by a Temperance Society and opened as an 
Inebriates’ Home for Women.  Repairs had to be undertaken and the old 
place made habitable, and it was soon occupied by women who came to be 
cured of the drink habit.  For a long time it appeared to be a successful 
venture.  Ladies belonging to wealthy families, who had become victims of 
alcohol, came that, in this quiet and secluded spot, they might break away 
from the old life of indulgence and become respectable citizens free from 
the binding power of drink.  There were times when a few of these ladies 
found their way to our little Iron Church and there were genuine cases of 
conversion.  At the close of a Sunday evening service a tall refined lady, 
the wife of a doctor, gripped my hand and said, “I have taken Jesus Christ 
as my Saviour tonight.”  And her subsequent life gave evidence of the real 
change.  Perhaps I ought to have said that this home was not only for 
wealthy ladies, but also for women of the labouring class.  But while those 
that could pay the higher fee lived in the largest and most comfortable 
rooms and spent their time knitting and engaging in fancy work, the 
poorer women had to assist with the cooking and cleaning and other 
manual work. 
 
Now I regret to say that eventually the whole scheme fell through.  The 
reason was attributed to faulty management.  The committee in the 
nearby city who had undertaken this work appointed the wrong person to 
be matron.  When you saw this lady you would feel that she was a lady 
indeed.  She had a charming personality and was very correct in her 
speech.  Also she was apparently efficient on the administrative side.  She 
appeared ideal for the home.  What is more, she had been an assistant 
matron in another home and the committee felt that they had found the 
right person to be head of this new venture.  
 
This lady, however, was a lady with a history.  She herself had at one time 
been a patient in an inebriates’ home.  She had come out supposed to be 
perfectly cured, but the cure had only been temporary.  It was a 
reformation, but not regeneration.   After a time there was a laxity in the 
management.  At the rear of the home and beyond the paddock there was 
a path leading to the backway of the local public house.  A whisper had 
gone the round that drink was being supplied, or rather smuggled into the 
home; that bottles had been found hidden in the long grass and near to the 
trunks of trees.  One of the inmates thought out a plan to get what she 
wanted.  One evening she scoured the neighbourhood, calling at different 
houses, and stating that the Congregational Minister, Mr. Abba, had been 
taken very ill, and was needing a little stimulant if he was to live.  Had 
they just a little brandy or whisky in the house?  The smallest portion 
would be of value.  Everybody was sorry to hear that the minister was at 
death’s door.  Poor Mr. Abba!  Those who could brought out just a little of 
what they had.  These ‘littles’ accumulated until they had become a 
substantial quantity.  That night this woman, who had been a patient at 
the home, was missing.  She was found lying helplessly drunk in the 
grounds. 
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The next day there was great concern about Mr. Abba.  Was he still alive?   
If so, was he any better?  Judge of their surprise when they were told that 
the minister was perfectly well.  When I walked the street later, folk 
opened their eyes with astonishment: “I heard that you were ill, and not 
likely to get better.”  This was the talk of the district.  Not long after, a call 
came – would I visit a woman in the home who was dying?  When I 
entered the house, I was taken to the room where this woman lay.  She 
was very ill and scarcely knew anyone.  Soon the matron herself came.  I 
could see at once that she was in a state of intoxication.  She staggered to 
the bed and said to this poor creature who was almost unconscious, “Get 
up, Mr. Abba has come to see you.”  She lounged on the bed and gripped 
the arm of the woman, almost dragging her to the floor.  I did what I could 
to intervene but felt that something must be done and that I ought to 
report the matter.  Presently a doctor appeared on the scene.  The matron 
was reported to the committee and investigation made.  They discovered 
that for some time she had been accumulating debt.  Bills were left unpaid 
and from all quarters demands came in for money.  The debts were so 
heavy, it was reported, that the house had to be closed and the building 
sold to meet the heavy liabilities.  
 
Albion House still stands.  It is a wreck of its former self.  It is occupied 
now by a firm of builder’s merchants.  I never passed it later but I thought 
of its sad history and of the terrible power of alcohol. 
 
The word ‘alcohol’, we are told, is derived from the Arabic A’l-ka-hol, 
meaning a subtle essence.  There is an old story that its discovery was due 
to an Arabian chemist, who, like many in his day, was searching for the 
aqua vitae – the water of life – that was supposed to have the power of 
restoring youth to the aged.  As this man was watching his apparatus, he 
saw, dropping from the end of the tube into the receiver, a crystal liquid, 
of which presently he drank.  He found himself exhilarated and his mind 
filled with pleasant fancies, and he was thrilled with delight at the 
thought of having discovered this wonderful liquid.  His fancies, however, 
soon passed away, and in their place were the aching head and exhausted 
energies, a muddled brain and an unquenchable thirst.  He thought that 
he had discovered aqua vitae – the water of life – but in reality he had 
discovered aqua mortis – the water of death. 

 
JIM THE ATHEIST 

 
In the forty-five years of my ministry in Beverley in the industrial part of 
the town, I came to know something about men of the working class – men 
engaged at the shipyard, the tanyard and other works.  I have to say this, 
that, for the most part, I have been treated with the utmost respect.  
There has not been among the men of my acquaintance the bitter 
antagonism against religion that marked the days of John Wesley, 
General Booth and other leaders of the Christian Church.  I have found, 
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however, that instead of opposition there is indifference.  But I am aware 
that behind both opposition and indifference there is unbelief, and 
unbelief is man’s crowning sin. 
 
Amongst the 500 or 600 men engaged at the local shipyard, I found only a 
few who were really atheists.  Jim was probably the most outstanding in 
his unbelief.  Everybody knew that he was an atheist.  He seemed to glory 
in the fact and when I first came into contact with him, he soon let me 
know that he had no room for religion.  As I came to know him better we 
eventually became quite friendly.  When he saw me in the street he would 
smile quite pleasantly and touch his cap respectfully.  I could never get 
him into my church; this was to be expected.  He would shake his head 
very definitely.  There were times when I endeavoured to lead him out into 
what he believed, or did not believe, but his arguments were always very 
thin.  I lent him a book entitled “The Case Against Infidelity,” a book that 
I fancied would meet all his objections.  He had little to say about it, only 
that he did not believe because he did not believe.  After all, atheism is 
very unreasonable.  You remember that it is said of some who lived in the 
days of Christ that our Lord “marvelled because of their unbelief.” 
 
Atheism is something to marvel at: it is denial in the face of clear 
evidence.  It is a thing to be marvelled at that a man should deny the 
existence of God in the face of the universal consciousness of humanity.  
Why, men in all lands and in all ages have feared an invisible Power and 
sought to propitiate Him.  It was a saying of Plutarch that in his day a 
man might travel the world over without finding a city without temples 
and gods.  To say there is no God when we see such order and design in 
nature is most unreasonable.  The stars that move through space move in 
such perfect order that the finest chronometer ever made has to be tested 
and corrected by them.  My friend Jim would not accept this though he 
could not prove that it was untrue. 
 
Now the time came when Jim’s health failed.  His faulty living had its 
effect upon his constitution.  He was unable to go to work and the doctor 
was concerned about him.  He eventually became so enfeebled that he was 
not able to walk upstairs and had to have his bed brought into a lower 
room.  I visited him in his illness and this he seemed to appreciate, for I 
guessed that his old companions had little to do with in this his time of 
need.  I would leave him a few Gospel leaflets and talk about the best 
things to him.  He did not resent this.  One day I said to him, “Would you 
like me to pray with you?”  He looked up and said, “Well, I don’t suppose it 
would do me any harm.”  I prayed, but whether this was any help to him I 
never knew.  Jim passed into the unseen without any indication of a 
change of heart.  There are some things we shall never know until we 
ourselves enter the presence of our Lord and know as we are known.   
What a contrast to the glad assurance of the apostle Paul as he drew near 
to the end of his life.  Hear him as he says, “I have fought a good fight, I 
have finished my course, I have kept the faith: Henceforth there is laid up 



34 
 

for me a crown of righteousness, which the Lord, the righteous Judge, 
shall give me at that day.” 
 

PART III 
 

THE NEW SANCTUARY 
 
 

A NEW CHURCH 
 
The congregation still grew.  But we discovered that the Iron Church was 
not suited for worship.  It was very hot in summer and cold in winter.  The 
central combustion stove had a way of emitting sulphur fumes, which gave 
one a bad headache.  In about the year 1918, there came the suggestion – 
“How about a new church?”  The thought almost frightened us.  At first it 
seemed an impossibility.  You see, we were situated in the industrial part 
of the town.  Our congregations were for the most part of the working 
class.  There was not one wealthy individual amongst us.  A new 
substantial building would cost us at least £5,000.  Where was the money 
to come from?  And yet, when we thought over the matter the work was so 
good that it was worthy to be put on a more substantial basis.  Here we 
were in a growing neighbourhood.  We were a strong church in a frail and 
temporary building.  We could make no further extension.  If we could, 
was the risk worth taking?  The little strip of land on which our sanctuary 
stood was the property of the town.  We rented it on the condition that if 
required we would move away.   
 
Further, the Iron Church was showing signs of deterioration.  There were 
leaky parts in the oldest section.  We really must do something.  We 
thought of God’s word to Moses by the Red Sea: “Speak unto the Children 
of Israel, that they go forward.”  And forward we went in faith.  There 
were two favourable sites in the district, both suitable for a church.  We 
were fortunate in having the advice of the Borough Surveyor who 
happened to be a member of our Lairgate Church.  The cost of the site we 
selected was two hundred guineas.  Could we as a church raise this 
amount?  Our members were called together and I put the matter before 
them.  To my joy, I found the people very enthusiastic.  Later, I appointed 
a day to receive gifts.  I sat in the church, and to my surprise the gifts 
were showered upon us.   There were small gifts from those who had little 
to give.  There were others who must have broken into their scanty 
savings.  They took out stocking legs and emptied them, some with tears 
in their eyes laid their gifts on the table.  It was very evident that the 
sacrifice was painful.  Others surprised me by putting down notes saying, 
“I can scarcely afford it, but I felt that I must give as much as possible.”  
One poor woman promised so much every week.  She said, “I’m going to 
earn it, even if I have to wash people’s door steps.”  In six months we 
raised the two hundred guineas and paid for the piece of ground.  We then 
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erected a large notice board carrying the words, “SITE FOR NEW 
CONGREGATIONAL CHURCH.” 
 
We found, however, that it is one thing to purchase a site and another to 
build a church.  But we resolved not to look at difficulties but to the God 
who said, “The silver and the gold is mine, and the cattle on a thousand 
hills.”  I had a wonderful experience soon after we had purchased the site.  
I prayed and said, “Lord, grant that the first donation for the church may 
be a large one, say about £100.”  I felt that this would be a splendid start.  
Did not the Master say, “If ye, being evil, know how to give good gifts unto 
your children, how much more shall your Father which is in Heaven give 
good things to them that ask Him?” 
 
My prayer was answered in a strange way.  One day, soon after, I received 
a letter from a deacon of the mother church.  It read as follows, “Dear Mr. 
Abba, I should like to see you.  Would you call round at your earliest.”  
This man was a master tailor in the town and was by no means a wealthy 
man.  I made a call the same day at his place of business.  “Come in,” he 
said, “I am so glad to see you.  Sit down.  Now,” he went on, “my wife and I 
have talked over and prayed about this matter.  You have just purchased a 
site for a new church.  We want to give you your first contribution for the 
building.  Will you accept this?”  He handed me an envelope, and, when I 
opened it, I found it contained a cheque for £100.  I could scarcely speak 
and I think tears must not have been far away.  I was not only thankful to 
these good people but to God who had so wonderfully answered my prayer.  
I knelt in that little back room, and gave thanks to him, “Who giveth us all 
things richly to enjoy” and who said, “Ask and ye shall receive.”  
 
Once a subscription list was opened, donations were continually coming in 
for the new church.  It would be easy to write of the sacrifice made by the 
members of our community.  One girl was engaged at the local rope works 
and week by week she came with a substantial amount.  I knew her 
family.  Her mother was a widow, and I wondered whether the money was 
wanted for the needs of the home.  But she assured me that the money she 
brought was that which she had earned by working overtime.  She was not 
compelled to do this extra labour, but she did it in order to play her part in 
the building of the new church.  Her work was somewhat strenuous and 
the factory was often cold and draughty, but she was not deterred by these  

 
 
 



36 
 

 
 

Site for the new Congregational Church 
 
 

adverse conditions.  The girl whose name was Ada, was a fine Christian 
character.  She loved her Bible and her church because she so dearly loved 
her Saviour.  There was a consistency about her life that made itself felt 
wherever she went. 
 
I regret to say that Ada later developed consumption and died at the early 
age of 26.  All through her long illness she was not only patient but even 
bright and cheerful.  Her Bible was her constant companion, always at her 
side, and her face shone with the light of another world.   If I went to 
minister to her, it was she who ministered to me.  Just before she died, she 
requested to be alone, for she said, “I can see Jesus, the King in all His 
beauty.”  And so she passed to be “with Christ, which is far better.” 
 
I have in my possession a book in which I kept a record of those who 
contributed to the erection of this new sanctuary.  But there is another 
record kept in the heavenly places in which angel hands have registered 
the sacrifices made by those who brought their gifts. 
 
At one time we had arranged to hold a Gift Day.  I sat in the church for 
hours to receive donations.  The day was wearing to its close.  It had been 
a great day, a good day for the cause of the extension.  I was seated at a 
table on which lay the gifts of considerable value and my heart was full of 
thanksgiving.  I chanced to look around, and near by was a Bible.  I picked 
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it up and placed it on the table in front of me, and I did what I do not 
always advise others to do and what I am not accustomed to do myself:  I 
prayed and said, “O Lord, this is your Word, will you speak to me from its 
pages?  Have you some message for me today?   I allowed the covers to fall 
apart, and the Book fell open before me.  Looking down I discovered that it 
had opened at the first book of Chronicles, chapter 29, and my eyes rested 
on the 16th verse.  Imagine my astonishment when I read these words: “O 
Lord our God, all this store that we have prepared to build Thee an house 
for Thine holy name cometh of Thine hand, and is all Thine own.”  This 
was one of those moments when there could be no doubt that I was in the 
path of God’s leading.  I was going forward into the future with God. 
 

SCRAMBLE FOR £1,000 
 

Contributions for the new church fund were still forthcoming, though not 
quite so speedily as we could have wished.  Eventually a little of the 
enthusiasm seemed to be dying down.  I was passing the site one day and 
looking up at the board when a voice said, “Do you think you will ever live 
to see this church built?”  My reply was, “Well, I hope so.”   
 
Now all unknown to me at this time there was awaiting us a handsome 
gift, even larger than the one at the beginning.  I had to make a call at the 
home of the Lairgate minister, Dr. Douglas Reid, and before I left, he very 
casually remarked, “I wonder if you know that there are several hundreds 
of pounds waiting for someone to claim.  Years ago, an old chapel in Hull 
was sold, and after the mortgage was paid, the balance was put aside for 
extension purposes, but of course it would not apply to you here in 
Beverley.  It is for use in the city.  It was the old Latimer Church.”  I 
opened my eyes, Latimer!  That was the church I had joined as a youth of 
nineteen.  It was the church in which I had given my first public address.  
What memories came crowding into my mind! – the Young Men’s Class 
that I had attended, the wonderful anniversaries.  The last minister was 
compelled to leave, not only because the work declined, but because the 
debt on the building was so heavy that it crushed all hope of it being paid 
– Latimer!  “Do you happen to know who are the trustees of the old 
Latimer Church?”  I asked.  He knew the name of one, a well-known 
barrister.  “Thank you,” I said. 
 
As I left the house that afternoon my mind was all in a whirl.  The words 
echoed in my brain – “It would not apply to you.”  How could he be so sure 
of this?  Might it not apply to me?  I could but inquire.  I made my way to 
the nearest telephone kiosk, traced the number of this barrister, and rang 
him.  In answer to my inquiry, this gentleman said, “I am not able to say 
at the moment.  I had an impression that it may apply to you folk at 
Beverley.  I will carefully examine the Trust Deeds and perhaps you could 
give me a ring in a few days.”  This I promised to do.  It was with mingled 
feelings that I made my way home that day.  What would be the outcome? 
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I was desperately eager for the few days to pass when I could approach 
this trustee again.  When I thought I had waited long enough, I made my 
second inquiry.  I was told that the deeds had been carefully examined and 
that the conditions applied, not only to Hull, but to a dozen miles out of 
Hull, and this would include Beverley.  What was more, the work at 
Grovehill was well known to this barrister and valued by him.  I was 
advised to make application and put in a claim.  When I mentioned this to 
the minister of the Lairgate Church, he was not a little surprised.  He 
himself had been a law student before entering the ministry.  “We must 
lose no time,” he said.  “Let us make our application at once.” 
 
We did so, and later we were notified that a meeting of the trustees had 
been called at the office of a well-known lawyer in the city on a certain 
date.  On the appointed day, we made our way to this office, and to our 
surprise we found that in this small room many had gathered.  As a 
matter of fact, it had become known that Beverley was applying for this 
surplus money, and those from other churches were after it.  There were 
representatives from the Hull Congregational Board and others who had 
put in a claim and who were assured that their claim was justified.  The 
two ministers from Beverley also pleaded their cause.  Then the barrister 
rose and, holding the deeds in his hand, said, “These are the deeds and the 
conditions laid down.  There is a minister here who would like this cash in 
order to build new schools.  I have to say to this gentleman, I am afraid 
you are ruled out.  The deeds say that the money must go to the building 
of a church, not schools.”  He turned to the representatives of the Hull 
Board and said, “You are claiming too for extension work.  What plans 
have you at the moment?  What schemes have you in hand?”  These 
officials had to confess that at present they had no actual plans, but were 
hoping to do something in the near future.  Then there was another 
application for the money to help to build a new church in a certain part of 
the city.  
 
The chairman finally considered our appeal, and then said, “The Hull 
Board have no special plans in hand for the present.  Our friends who are 
wanting the money to commence building a new church have nothing 
concrete as yet – no plans, no site, not a penny yet, but these folk at 
Beverley have a fine site, and a growing subscription list.  They have 
outgrown their tiny tin church.  Their present need is very great, and their 
claim is worthy.  I would like to propose that Beverley be favourably 
considered.”  Another trustee rose and said, “I don’t see why we should sit 
on these gold bags when a church like Beverley is in such great need.  I 
should like to second the motion.”  And it was carried.  You could perhaps 
imagine the rejoicing when it became known that our new church fund 
had been supplemented by £1,000.  Before we left the meeting in that 
office, we were told that one condition relating to the transfer of the money 
was that whoever received it must carry forward the old name – Latimer. 
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REACTION 

 
In the process of time we were reminded that we must soon decide upon 
the character of our new sanctuary.  Then we faced a temporary difficulty.  
Strange to say, as this time approached some of the members had in their 
heart a feeling of regret.  All kinds of questions arose.  Would the new 
church be quite as comfortable as the old one had been?  In a small 
building they got closer together, but in a larger structure they might not 
get quite so close to each other.  They had been a very homely people in 
the Iron Church.  Would they become stiff and formal?  What precious 
memories were associated with the little sanctuary!  Here they had drawn 
near to God and the walls had echoed with their prayers.  Here they had 
heard God speaking to them and had seen a light above the brightness of 
the sun.  It had been the birthplace of many into the family of God. 
 
This, of course, was a very natural feeling.  One could easily enter into 
their surmisings; they shrank from the idea of being disturbed.  What they 
needed to realise was that they could not remain indefinitely where they 
were.  This was, after all, only a temporary structure and there were 
already signs of wear and tear.  What of those who would come after?  
Children were coming to the Sunday School, but as the years went by the 
children of these children would need a Sunday School.  Another 
generation coming along would require a place in which to worship.  We 
could not go back upon our purpose, nor was it desirable that we should. 
 
At the next meeting of the trustees in was felt that the time had come 
when we could consult an architect, obtain plans, and make a 
commencement with the building.  Before doing this however it was 
necessary to get a ruling from the church itself.  A special Church Meeting 
was called, therefore and I put the matter before the members.  I told 
them that everything was in order.  The money in hand justified us 
making a beginning.  The trustees had decided unanimously that it was 
wise to go ahead with the scheme so it only required the church to give its 
authorisation. 
 
After this simple explanation, I suggested that one of our members should 
propose that we adhere to the wish and advice of the trustees.  I waited, 
expecting that soon two or three members would be on their feet to make 
the proposition, but no one spoke.  They seemed to suppose that it entailed 
too much responsibility, and there was a shrinking from this.  Then a dear 
woman rose to her feet.  She was frail in body, but courageous in spirit, 
and she said, “We have heard what our minister has said, and what is 
required of us as a church.  I beg to propose that we at once begin the 
building of our new sanctuary.”  Another ventured to second this proposal, 
and it was carried. 
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The folk left this meeting with mingled feelings, pleased, yet regretting 
having to leave their former place of worship and wondering what the 
future was going to be.  After the meeting closed, the people gathered 
outside in small groups and one old man was heard to say, “I don’t agree.  
It will be a white elephant.”  But this same man lived to praise God for 
this larger church, as he saw the good work going forward with such 
success. 
 

FOUNDATION STONES LAID 
 

In the early days of October, 1934, work was commenced on the site of the 
new church.  A gateway was opened onto the land and a cart road made.  
The large board notifying the site of the new Congregational church was 
removed and a start made for the laying of foundations.  People passing up 
and down the road would open their eyes and say, “Hello, at last they are 
going to build this new church.” 
 
October 23rd, 1934, was a great day in our history.  The local newspapers 
displayed large headlines: “NEW BEVERLEY CHURCH – STONE 
LAYING.  YEARS OF EFFORT REWARDED.”  On a clear crisp day a 
crowd began to gather about the site.  A temporary platform had been 
erected, and this was soon occupied by those who had come to take part in 
the laying of the foundation stones.  There were present the Mayor of 
Beverley, members of the Borough Council, ministers of many 
Congregational churches of the East Riding, and the general public.  Four 
stones were to be laid: one by the Mayor, one by the head of a very well 
known shipbuilding firm, another by a Justice of the Peace, and the fourth 
by the Rev. J. F. Shepherd, M.A., son of the founder of the Grovehill 
Church and minister of the Lairgate Church who was then the Chairman 
of the Yorkshire Congregational Union.  Following upon these opening 
proceedings in the open air, a tea was provided in the School Hall, and 
afterwards a Public Meeting, when the speaker was the Chairman of the 
Hull and District Union.  The proceedings of this effort amounted to just 
over £100.  Perhaps I ought to mention the fact that quite a number of 
children associated with the Sunday School laid bricks stamped with their 
initials.  This was a great day for the young folk and the experience will 
live with them for a long time to come. 
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Two of the Sunday School bricks stamped with the children’s initials 
(Taken in 2017) 

 
Each child contributed 1d towards their brick. 
 

 
 

One of the four foundation stones 
(Taken in 2017) 

 
THE NEW CHURCH AND ITS 

UNUSUAL DESIGN 
 

The new church was to be a modern structure, entirely different from the 
usual style of church architecture.  There was no lofty steeple or elaborate 
external ornamentation.  It had choice windows, it is true, with stained 
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glass and leaded lights, and a pair of large folding doors of small square 
frosted glass, surmounted by a large framework and approached by a 
short wide flight of stone steps.  The interior was somewhat uncommon – 
no pews with doors, but modern tip-up chairs, and, lest you should 
imagine you were in a cinema, there arose on either side of you a series of 
Norman arches, and immediately in front of you there was a magnificent 
arch that spanned the building from one side to the other.   Beyond this 
were seats for the choir – 50 of them – and over all a beautiful rose 
window of the choicest colours.  Behind the choir seats, and forming a 
fitting background, there was a large pipe organ and at the rear of the 
building a gallery to seat eighty people.  The windows were given in 
memory of those who had been associated with the church. 
 
Credit is due to the trustees of the church for breaking away from the old 
methods of the past and installing one of the most modern up-to-date 
systems of heating in the country.   The heat is obtained from low 
temperature electric heating units fixed to the skirting boards and so 
constructed as to blend with the decoration of the church.  It was the first 
building in the country to be fitted with this special system.  There were 
also tubular heaters, and all under the control of a number of thermostats 
working on the air temperature of the building. 
 
It was indeed a remarkable church.  Faith in Jesus Christ had laid the 
foundations, and sacrifice for Christ had erected the walls and furnished 
the interior.  The organ was a gift; its beautifying and adornment was a 
gift; the carpets were gifts; the Communion Table and Sanctuary chairs 
were gifts; the Table vase and the clock in the gallery were gifts.  And in 
almost every case these gifts had been given at the cost of considerable 
sacrifice.  Like Solomon’s chariot, the place was paved with love. 
 
There was an incident associated with the organ which must be 
mentioned.  When the church was built, it was supposed that we should 
remove the small organ from the Iron Church and install it in the new 
building, and so the builders had erected a small organ chamber with 
sloping roof.  But one day, the minister’s son Raymond, who was a capable 
organist, came to tell us of a large organ that was to be sold.  It had been 
used in an old Methodist church which had been closed for some years.  
We journeyed out to the nearby city to inspect this instrument.  It was 
indeed a large organ, but of course in a sad condition through damp and 
dirt.  We inquired the price.  Two difficulties confronted us – the price and 
the size of the instrument.   
 
Now about this time I was visiting a dear old lady who was lying ill, and 
partly blind.  I told her about this organ, only as a matter of course, as 
every time I went to see her I had to tell of the progress of the new church.  
Before I left she said, “I should like to help you to buy this organ.  I will 
give you £20 towards its purchase.”  I was surprised, as I knew that she 
was by no means wealthy and this would be a tremendous sacrifice for 
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her.  She sent for me the next day, and said, “I have been thinking about 
that organ.  I could not sleep last night.  In the dead of the night a voice 
said to me, ‘Buy that instrument and give it to the new church.’  Another 
voice said, ‘How can you when you possess so little yourself?’  Again the 
first voice said, ‘God will not see you want, or in need.’  Then the thought 
came, ‘The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not want’; “and so I am going to 
give you the required amount; and you can go over to the city at once and 
buy it.”   What a wonderful help this was going to be!  The church itself 
was to be a beautiful sanctuary and worthy of the finest instrument 
possible.  This gift I took to be another indication of God’s goodness and 
His wonderful provision for our need. 
 
The next difficulty was to remove that organ from the city to our site in 
Beverley.  When I approached a local carrier concerning the cost of 
removal, his answer was, “I will charge you nothing.  It will be a pleasure 
to help you.”  About the dismantling, cleaning, and erection?  This was 
going to be a big undertaking, and its cost would be heavy.  But Raymond, 
who had made a study of organs and received tuition from the leading 
organist of the town, offered his help if a band of our men would assist, 
which they did.  Still another difficulty – the organ loft, or chamber, was 
too small.  It would have to be enlarged.  This was done by lifting the roof 
and inserting a steel girder.  And so at last the instrument was built into 
the enlarged cavity and every pipe cleaned and put into its rightful place.  
We shall ever feel grateful to the men who did this job, and especially to 
Raymond. 
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The interior of the church 
 

 
 

Latimer Memorial Church, Beverley 1934 
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THE GREAT DAY 
 

It was not until the following June that the building was opened for public 
worship.  The great day for us was June 20th, 1935.  Dark clouds began to 
gather in the early afternoon and the sky was threatening, but happily 
before the opening of this ultra-modern sanctuary the clouds began to 
disperse and the sun shone out.  By 3.15p.m. the stone steps leading into 
the church were occupied by those who were to take part in the opening 
ceremony.  We had been fortunate in securing the services of Sir Angus 
Watson, J.P., of Newcastle-on-Tyne, who was then the Chairman of the 
Congregational Union of England and Wales.  He was supported by the 
Mayor and the Corporation of the Borough and others representing 
various bodies and organisations.  The Service began with the singing of 
the hymn, “Praise, my soul, the King of Heaven.”   This was followed by 
prayer and short speeches.  Then the builder of the structure handed to 
the opener a golden key by which to open the door and Sir Angus Watson 
entered the church followed by the clergy, the Mayor and Corporation, and 
members of the congregation.  The church was filled to capacity; four 
hundred people had gathered for this opening Service.  The Secretary of 
the Yorkshire Union offered congratulations on the wonderful 
achievement.  The Yorkshire Union, he said, was composed of three 
hundred churches, and all the congregations in Yorkshire would rejoice in 
the venture we had made. 
 
Before the opening service commenced, while the company were gathered 
outside, I went through a side door and entered the church.  To my 
annoyance I found workmen still finishing their jobs, putting in screws, 
and part of the floor covered with shavings and sawdust.  I had to remind 
them that in a few minutes there would be the opening service and the 
church would be crowded with people.  But “all’s well that ends well.”  The 
caretaker set to work and everything was in order in a short time. 
 
In his opening address, Sir Angus Watson reminded his hearers that ever 
since man stood upright he had been building altars and erecting temples.  
“The House of God”, he said, “must be of the very best.”  After a tea, in 
which a large company participated, there was an organ recital given by 
the minister’s son Raymond, and then followed the evening meeting, 
during which a choir of fifty voices sang Handel’s “And the Glory of the 
Lord” and “The Hallelujah Chorus.”  
 
It was a great time, an experience never to be forgotten.  At the close we 
all moved away toward our homes with a feeling that this was “the end of 
a perfect day.” 
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PART IV 
 

REFLECTIONS 
 
 

THE ROGUES’ GALLERY 
 
Almost every minister has some story, or stories, to tell of desperate cases 
of need requiring assistance.  It always brings a sense of satisfaction to 
know that some hungry one has been fed, some naked one clothed, some 
penniless one helped through a crisis; for, after all, what is a minister’s 
work but to minister?  But there occasions when the minister is deceived 
by callers who spin out a spurious take of want.  There are unscrupulous 
men who travel the country, going from town to town calling upon 
ministers and using a very plausible story in order to get money, which in 
many cases is spent on drink and bad living.  One story is that they have 
been promised a job in a distant town and they have scarcely sufficient for 
the railway fare- just a shilling or two short.  How often one has heard this 
story. 
 
The other day I was stopped in the street by a man.  He was a big fellow, 
shabby and unkempt.  Sin was written very plainly on his dirty face.  
Looking at me, with no trace of shame, he said, “Mister, I’ll be straight 
with you.  I have just come out of jail and I want a drink.  Can you spare a 
copper?”  Now this man was honest.  His very appearance tallied with his 
words.  But in so many cases it is the reverse. 
 
One evening about tea time, a man called to see me.  He knew my name 
and that I was a Congregational minister and had been at my church for a 
long time.  He was a journalist, so he told me.  His manner and 
appearance were such that one could readily believe this.  He was cultured 
and intelligent, could talk on many subjects, and had a charming 
personality.  He talked for a long time and was most interesting.  As the 
night wore on, we offered him a little refreshment,, thinking that he would 
want to be going.  But no; he still stayed until at last we wanted to know 
just where he was going to spend the night.  He replied that unfortunately 
he had nowhere to go.  He had no home, no friends and no money.  Could 
we by any chance put him up?  This was not possible, even if we had 
wanted to.  We had no spare bedroom.  Further, we did not relish the idea 
of taking in a stranger of whom we had no knowledge and who evidently 
was on the road to nowhere.  We gave him money for a bed and breakfast, 
and off he went.  Where he went and how he spent the night I have no 
knowledge; but he disappeared and we have never seen him since. 
 
On another occasion one of my church members brought to me a man who 
had appealed for help.  This man did not seem of the tramp class.  He had 
a round rosy face, but rather too much talk.  He liked Beverley and would 
appreciate a job there if he could get one, but for the present he had no 
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money and no friends there.  We approached an influential person and 
obtained employment for him at the local shipyard.  We found him 
lodgings and he attended the services at the church.  He would pray in the 
prayer meetings and ask that we all might be concerned for the outsiders.  
Again and again he quoted the words: 
 

Men die in darkness at our side, 
Without a hope to cheer the tomb. 
Take up the torch and wave it wide, 
The torch that lights time’s thickest gloom. 
 

After a few weeks this man was missing.  When we inquired about him, 
we were told that he had absconded, leaving several weeks’ board money 
unpaid.  He could not be traced.  Possibly some other minister or church 
would be made to suffer the same fate. 
 
These cases usually create difficulty.  We might harden our hearts and 
say, “Never again.”  But there is always the fear lest a genuine case of 
need should be turned away unaided and some be made to suffer by the 
deceit and falseness of others. 
 
On still another occasion a young man appeared among us.  Just where he 
came from and who he was, nobody knew.  He too was most attractive in 
appearance.  He was tall and well-dressed, even to kid gloves and spats.  
He attended our services and mixed freely with our people.  There was a 
whisper that he was a gentleman farmer- fairly well to do.  Then we heard 
that he was a lay preacher and he was invited to conduct one of our 
services, which he did with great credit.  He applied for church 
membership, but while the matter was under consideration, the stranger 
was missing.  The next thing we heard was that he had been arrested for 
theft and had been committed to prison on the most serious charge. 
 
Another day, in answer to a knock, I opened the door to find a young Irish 
fellow who was needing help.  He greeted me with an Irish accent.  He had 
just arrived from Ireland to take up an important job at the shipyard.  He 
was wanting a lodge, a good lodge, and he had been told that the 
Congregational minister, who knew so many people, might help him.  Did 
I know anyone who would take him in?  For a moment I could think of no 
one.  Then it occurred to me that a lady living a few doors away had a 
lodger and perhaps could do with another.  I said, “At least you could 
inquire,” and off he went.  I heard nothing more for a day or two.  Then 
this lady came to see me.  Had I sent this young man to her?  Yes.  He had 
made himself very agreeable.  He had come in and gone out very quietly, 
and appeared most respectable.  But that morning after breakfast he had 
told her that he was anxious about his box of very valuable tools.  They 
had not arrived, but he would go to the Post Office and make enquiries.  
He was a long time and she became concerned.  Why had he not returned?  
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Then she discovered that two gold watches and several valuable rings 
were missing.  She hastened to the police, but the man could not be traced. 
 

 
A MENTAL HOSPITAL 

 
For about a dozen years I served as a chaplain to a mental hospital.  One 
of the duties was to conduct an afternoon service in the choice little church 
that stood in the grounds.  Here both the Church of England and the Free 
Church ministers held their services, and it was customary for the 
patients to fill this little sanctuary.  I said “patients” meaning, of course, 
those in a fit condition to attend.  At my first service, I was somewhat 
surprised by the reverence shown, the hearty singing, and the interest 
displayed in the sermon.  The men sat on one side of the church and the 
women on the other, and one of the patients officiated at the organ.  With 
such a congregation there could be no guarantee that there would be no 
disturbances.  However, there were attendants present to deal with any 
emergency. 
 
Mrs. Abba usually accompanied me to assist in the singing.  I remember 
on the occasion of my first visit, as we were about to enter the church, a 
tall patriarchal looking man with a long flowing beard put his hand upon 
my wife’s shoulder and said, “You come with me.”  Startled, and somewhat 
horrified, she replied, “No, I am going with my husband.” 
 
The first time that I confronted this rather strange congregation there was 
a notable silence and rapt attention.  Who was this new chaplain?  How 
would he greet them?  Would he be a real friend?  Could they understand 
his messages, and would they like him?  You see, my predecessor, a 
Baptist minister, was a big jolly type of man, sympathetic and kindly, and 
he pitied these poor folk shut up in this huge institution.  Life must be 
very drab and monotonous, and he felt that his work was to bring cheer 
into the hearts of these unfortunate people.  And so very often he would 
tell them a story that would make them smile.  After one of his services 
one of the patients grasped his hand and said, “We like you, because you 
are one of us.”  This greatly amused the chaplain, and as he told it to me 
afterwards a broad smile passed over his face.  “One of us!” he said. 
 
We soon became accustomed to these people and there was evidence of 
their appreciation of us.  As we entered the church and walked down the 
aisle towards the chancel, one could hear a whisper “Mr. and Mrs. Abba!” 
and their faces were wreathed in smiles.  
 
There were times when the service would be disturbed by someone who 
had fallen into a fit and had to be carried out, but happily this was not a 
frequent occurrence.  On one occasion a big giant of a man rose from his 
seat, and with a fierce look on his face and fists clenched he strode 
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towards the pulpit from which I was speaking.  Two of the attendants 
seized him and led him outside the building. 
 
It was always my custom to shake the hands of my congregation as they 
left church.  But there was one man in this company whose handshake I 
dreaded.  Strange to say, he had only one hand, but all the strength of his 
being seemed to be lodged in that one limb.  During the years of my 
ministry I must have shaken the hands of many thousands of people, but 
never have I been punished by such a grasp as had this patient of the 
Mental Hospital.  Whether he did this out of mischief or spite I cannot say.  
One afternoon he waited until most of the worshippers had left, and as he 
approached me somehow he managed to get his arm round me, and the 
pressure was like being fastened in a vice.  It took an attendant all his 
strength to extricate me from the astounding pressure of that man’s arm.  
You will understand that after this I was very wary when this man 
approached me. 
 
In the hospital itself I found some very deplorable cases of mental 
deficiency.  Sometimes the mind appeared a total blank.  With others 
there seemed to come intermittent flashes of intelligence.  One case was 
that of a girl totally blind but also afflicted with mental trouble.  At one 
time she had attended a school for the blind and had learnt to read 
“Braille.”  It was pathetic to see her stretching out her arms as she heard 
the minister and his wife were coming to visit her.  There were cases 
where patients had seemed to recover from some mental laps, but were 
reluctant to leave the institution.  You could see them sitting over the fire 
on a cold day reading a newspaper, or out in the garden in the sunshine, 
very happy and contented. 
 
In my afternoon congregation at the Institution there was a young man 
that you could not by any stretch of imagination call “luney”; but he was 
simpleminded.  He was allowed out and became a sort of errand boy, 
bringing in the newspapers and other necessities.  Everybody knew him; 
at least most people did, both inside and outside the hospital.  The 
afternoon service over, this lad shouldered his bag and off he went to the 
town.  He had large feet, prominent teeth, and always a pleasant grin on 
his face.  During the service I noticed every now and again his eyes would 
wander to the other side of the church where the women were sitting, and 
usually when outside he would say, “Did you see my girl?  She was there.  
She told me one day that she loved me.”  I told him that he must be very 
careful not to get into trouble, as such things were not allowed at the 
institution.  He only laughed and said it would soon be his birthday, and 
she always remembered him at that time.  Every Christmas this lad 
expected a Christmas box from his chaplain and, lest I should forget, he 
would send me a small card, suitable for a child, covered with kisses! 
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PROGRESS THROUGH PRAYER 
 

The new church building proved our venture was on the right lines.  
Almost at once the congregation nearly doubled.  The building was light, 
cool, and very choice.  The seats were comfortable and the light streaming 
through the leaded windows lit up the delightful colouring of the glass.  
The newly painted pipes of the organ caught the eye and stood out from 
the dark wood framework and the carved Corinthian pillars.  From this 
time the work progressed even more surely.  Strange faces appeared in the 
congregation and from time to time we had the joy of receiving new 
members into our fellowship.  
 
Work among the young people became most encouraging.  We soon had a 
strong company of Boy Scouts and Cubs, Girl Guides and Brownies, and a 
Young People’s Fellowship founded to take in those too old for Sunday 
School.  Every month we held a Church Parade when the church was half 
filled with members of these youth organisations and the seating capacity 
was strained to the utmost. 
 
Then came the Second World War when numbers of our young men were 
called to the colours.  Owing to the blackout, our evening service had to be 
held in the afternoon.  Still, the work did not seem to suffer.  The interest 
remained wonderfully keen and there were signs of continued growth. 
 
The secret of our success was prayer.  We were a praying community and 
this fact had its effect upon the atmosphere of the church.  It was always 
warm and uplifting.  We met every Sunday morning in the minister’s 
vestry for prayer from 10 until 10.30.  One night in the week was our 
Prayer Fellowship and we had united prayer after the evening service, 
when there was not a celebration of the Holy Communion.  Show me a 
church where the services are weary, stale, unprofitable, and I will show 
you a church that is prayerless.  
 
A Methodist minister of some repute tells how a short time ago he 
preached at a certain church, the atmosphere of which seemed to 
enswathe one.  He really felt the throb and thrill of the presence of God, 
and he wondered what was the secret of it.  Having accompanied the 
young minister home to tea, he asked him to explain the meaning of this 
wonderful power.  The minister drew from a pigeon hole above his desk a 
circular with a perforated form attached.  The circular was a letter he had 
sent to every trustee, every steward and every officer of the church – 
where the prayer meeting had died out – saying: “We know how much 
some of you are engaged in municipal and public affairs, but we must put 
the Church of Christ in a prominent place in our thoughts.  Will you 
attend a late prayer meeting after your business one night a week and 
make that hour sacred to God?  If so, will you sign the perforated form?”  
That form was returned signed in the affirmative by men who had not 
been accustomed to attending the spiritual meetings of the church.  They 
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came together.  “And that,” said the young minister, “is the secret of the 
success of this church.”  Spiritual work is only accomplished by spiritual 
means to spiritual ends. 
 
The atmosphere of our church was felt by both preacher and hearer.  
When a visiting minister officiated, his usual comment was, “I have had a 
great time in this church.  It was easy to preach to your people.  It has 
been most inspiring.”  And so the cause continued to progress by the power 
of prayer. 
 

BIBLE STUDY 
 

A political agent said to me one day, “I want to ask you a question.  I have 
been working for a few years to assist our parliamentary candidate, but 
my difficulty, I find, is to keep up the interest year by year.  I have to 
organise all kinds of efforts but every now and then the interest flags.  But 
I have been thinking of you and your work.  You have been here for many 
years and you seem to have no trouble in this respect.  Your folk remain 
keen and as interested as ever.  How is it done?” 
 
I had to tell him the secret as it seemed to me:  First, that it was love to 
our Lord that continued to keep the fires of zeal burning.  And secondly, 
there was the ministry of the Word which is a permanent spring, ever 
new, ever fresh; and drinking continually of this stream, life and life more 
abundant, is imparted to us, so that instead of flagging we go from 
strength to strength.  The secret of the life and vigour of any church is a 
Bible ministry.  We sought continually to keep the Bible and its teaching 
before the people, for we found that the more they knew of it, the more 
they wanted to know. 
 
In addition to the Sunday Services we held a midweek service each 
Thursday evening.  This was a devotional gathering for prayer and Bible 
study at which we frequently made use of “eye-gate” as well as “ear-gate”.  
At one time we prepared a large map to trace the journeys of the Israelites 
from Egypt to Canaan.  Later we had a complete model of the Tabernacle 
made by certain members of the church under the direction of the 
minister.  It measured twelve feet by six feet and was used in conjunction 
with wall pictures illustrating the various sacrifices and offerings.  On 
another occasion, with the aid of a large chart, we visited places associated 
with the missionary journeys of St. Paul.  Again, a picture of the Last 
Supper formed the basis of a character study of the twelve Apostles. 
 
All this led to a later venture on a larger scale.  In the church there was a 
deacon who was an artist.  He was really a house painter, but instead of 
painting houses he should have been painting pictures to hang in the 
Royal Academy.  One day I was admiring his ability as I gazed upon a pair 
of pastoral scenes he had painted.  They were truly life-like; every detail 
was faithfully portrayed.  But he said, “How I would like to devote my 
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time to painting Bible pictures.”  An idea occurred to me: why not start a 
Bible School to give this man an opportunity of using his gifts to teach the 
Word?  The outcome was that we had a large blackboard made.  It would 
be quite seven or eight feet high and it reached almost across the width of 
the School Hall.  On this huge board, and with coloured chalks, our friend 
worked.  He had no pictures from which to copy; the scenes grew out of his 
own fertile imagination. 
We began with the Book of Genesis and went on through the Old 
Testament.  Such pictures had never been seen before.  Week by week 
they appeared in all their beauty and wonder.  Very often he would be 
working into the small hours of the morning.  Our only regret was that 
these pictures were not of a permanent nature, for we all felt that they 
were worthy of being preserved.  We removed them from the board very 
reluctantly.  They were admired by all who came to these Bible talks; and 
many did come, not merely to see the pictures, but also to be taught more 
of the Holy Scriptures. 
 
These were great times, and we look back upon them with treasured 
memories.  
 

RETIREMENT 
 

“To all things there is an end.”  After forty-five years of ministry at one 
church, the strain was beginning to tell.  Heart trouble developed, and on 
medical advice I was compelled to resign the pastorate, and this was at a 
time when the congregations were never larger and the finance of the 
church never better.  There was every appearance that this announcement 
came as a sad blow to the members of the church.  There was 
consternation and indeed grief. 
 
It was evident that we should have to tear ourselves away.  There could be 
no Farewell Service.  It would be too painful both to the people and to the 
minister.  We must quietly slip away and leave room for another to carry 
on the good work. 
 
At the last Sunday evening service I preached from the words:  “The grace 
of the Lord Jesus Christ, and the love of God, and the fellowship of the 
Holy Spirit be with you all.”  It was painful to see how the folk clung to us 
at the last.  There were tears and sad faces.  But memories linger, and we 
thought of the words of that well known hymn: 
 

When we asunder part, 
It gives us inward pain; 
But we shall still be joined in heart, 
And hope to meet again. 

 
 
 



53 
 

EPILOGUE 
By 

RAYMOND ABBA, 
M.A., B.D. 

 
Acting Professor of Old Testament 

Studies in the University of Durham. 
Sometime Principal of Camden College, Sydney 

 
 

“A man, he was, to all the country dear” – Oliver Goldsmith’s description 
of his Village Preacher sums up, without exaggeration, this forty-five 
years’ ministry.  There are differences, of course: modern stipends, 
inadequate enough in all conscience, are an improvement on Goldsmith’s 
“Forty pounds a year”; and Beverley, with its 15,000 inhabitants, is no 
village.  But an outstanding feature of this ministry is that, for nearly half 
a century, Herbert Abba, like Goldsmith’s Preacher, “nor e’er had changed, 
nor wished to change his place.” 
 
In these days long pastorates are rare.  It may be, as Dr. Cooke has 
pointed out, that the shorter pastorate is the right pattern of service for a 
time such as this.  Nevertheless, the Moderators, in their Report, The 
Ministry of our Churches (Independent Press, 1956), state as their 
considered judgment that “if the minister is to know his people well, and 
follow the course of their lives, and be helpful in every stage of them, he 
should be prepared to sustain a pastorate of some length.”  “This,” they 
add, “should be the united aim of minister and people” (p.13). 
 
The pastorate described in this Memoir is its own vindication.  It is not to 
be assessed merely by its length.  Indeed it cannot be adequately 
measured in terms of years at all: it is known by its abiding fruits.  “His 
untiring service of help and comfort in times of sorrow and trouble,” says a 
contributor to the Beverley Guardian, “has been given entirely to this 
labour of love.  Whether the call came in the heat of the day or the 
midnight hour, it never came in vain.  A ministry of this kind,” he goes on, 
“cannot fail to enrich the life of the town in which it is exercised, for its 
good influence is felt upon the lives of the inhabitants, individually and 
collectively.”  And the Editor writes: “It can be truly said that not only 
Grovehill, but Beverley as a whole is better for the life he has spent in the 
service of his Master, to whose cause none can be more devoted.” 
 
My own personal debt to my father is enormous.  Some of my happiest 
childhood memories are of afternoons when I was allowed to accompany 
him on his pastoral rounds.  The wheelwright’s cottage was a familiar 
place; the man “Tommy” once gave me a rabbit for a pet; I see “Jack” now, 
sitting mending his sacks at the flour mill.  Little did I realise in those 
early days that I was learning some of my greatest lessons in pastoral 
care.  As the “Rogues’ Gallery” shows, the Grovehill Manse too “was 
known to all the vagrant train.”  I well remember these characters and the 
concern of my father and mother not to turn away any case of genuine 
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need.  I have seen the work at Grovehill grow with the passing years.  My 
early experiences of worship are associated with the “Iron Church” and it 
was here that there came the call, first to discipleship, and then to the 
ministry.  During the years when I was privileged to take an increasing 
part in the life and work of Latimer Church, I came to appreciate more 
and more fully the genius of its minister. 
 
The influence of this ministry was being increasingly felt throughout the 
town and district during the last fifteen years of the pastorate.  On 
Tuesday, 6th October, 1936, Latimer Church was filled to capacity by a 
congregational representative of all sections of the community.  These 
people had gathered to celebrate its minister’s Thirtieth Anniversary.  The 
Mayor of Beverley, Councillor B. Maw, J.P., who presided over the 
meeting, spoke of the pleasure with which he had watched this ministry 
since its beginning and acknowledged the valuable contribution which the 
church and its minster had made, not only to the well-being of the people 
of Grovehill, but also to the life of the town.  The Yorkshire 
Congregational Union was represented by its Chairman, the Reverend 
Sidney Nicholson, who conveyed the congratulations and appreciation of 
the other 300 Congregational churches in the country.  The Vicar of 
Beverley Minster, the Reverent L.J. Baggott, M.A., paid a personal tribute 
to the extent and quality of the minister’s work.   It was a little man, he 
said, who turned the world upside down, and it was a little man who was 
turning part of Beverley upside down.  He was turning the hearts and 
minds of the people from the worldly world right into the very kingdom of 
God.  Many people present, he reminded them owed very much of what 
they were to this faithful and sustained ministry. 
 
The Reverend J.F. Shepherd, M.A., minister of the Lairgate 
Congregational Church, paid this tribute in the Beverley Guardian: 
 

Only twice in 236 years has a Congregational minister in Beverley 
held a pastorate for thirty years.  The Rev. John Harris, M.A., held 
the pastorate of the Lairgate Church for forty years (1737-1777) and 
the Rev. John Mather was the minister for thirty-six years (1807-
1843). 
 
The completion of a pastorate of thirty years by the Rev. H.W. Abba, 
therefore, is a notable event in local congregationalism, and indeed 
it would be in any church.  It is the more notable in that this 
pastorate has been increasingly successful through the years, and 
the esteem and affection in which he is held by his friends were 
never greater than today… 
 
By his enthusiasm, his friendliness, his personal character, he has 
given fine leadership to his people, and they have learned to honour 
and trust him, and so have been glad to follow him and support him 
in all his work.  It is so that minister and people have deserved and 
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received the divine blessing, which manifestly rests upon the 
church.  

 
During the next ten years the church continued to grow and the remaining 
debt on the new building was paid off.  In 1938 the Hull and East Riding 
District of the Yorkshire Congregational Union gave appropriate 
recognition to my father’s work by unanimously electing him to the Chair.  
The Induction-which was described by the local press as the largest 
assembly of Congregationalists in Hull for many years-was held at 
Newland Church on Thursday, 10th February 1938.  The title of the 
Chairman’s Address was “The Church and the Present Situation,” his 
theme being the adequacy of the divine resources for the crisis which faced 
the world.  He asked the Union Assembly to consider this in relation to the 
Church and the world, the Church and the individual, and the Church and 
the future.  Quoting the second-century Epistle to Diognetus, he affirmed 
that what the soul was to the body, Christians were to the world.  The 
Church of God had no substitute.  It was the fellowship of the Spirit in 
which alone Christian Character was cultivated.  The way of spiritual 
renewal for the Church was the way of prayer.  P.T. Forsyth, he said, had 
reminded us that the Church was not a product of human history but the 
product of the Holy Spirit with history.  “Don’t tremble for the Church,” he 
concluded.  “Whatever other bodies break up and perish, whatever other 
institutions, corporations, systems disappear, there is one body which can 
never die because it is the Body of Christ, the Church.”  
 
Then, in October, 1946, came the minister’s Fortieth Anniversary.  Two 
months previously the Mayor of Beverley had made a public appeal for a 
worthy testimonial, the response to which was immediate and 
overwhelming.  The guest preacher on Sunday, October 6th, was Reverend 
T.T. James, M.A., Ex-Moderator of the Lancashire Province and a former 
Chairman of the Congregational Union of England and Wales, who had 
preached at the opening of the new church.  On the following Tuesday the 
Mayor, who was accompanied by the Mayoress, presided over a Public 
Meeting.   “The civic authorities of Beverley,” reported the British Weekly, 
“recognised the notable ministry of the Rev. Herbert Abba, who…has 
through 40 years built up a self-supporting community which is reputed to 
be one of the most successful churches in Yorkshire.”  Once again the 
church was crowded to celebrate an event acknowledged by common 
consent as unique.  As the Editor of the Christian World put it, “ ‘town and 
gown’ united in an affectionate tribute to a well-loved pastor, neighbour 
and friend.”  The Mayor, Alderman H. S. Nicholson, spoke of the splendid 
results of these forty years of devoted service.  “I bring to Mr. and Mrs. 
Abba,” he said, “the best wishes and congratulations of the people of 
Beverley.”  Addresses were given by the Reverent E. J. Price, M.A., B.D., 
Principal of the Yorkshire United Independent College where my father 
studied, and by the Vicar of Beverley Minster, the Reverend D. T. Dick, 
M.A. Principal Price reminded his hearers that Mr. Abba’s ministry had 
covered the decline in church life, which began somewhere about 1910, 
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and two great wars, as well as the desolate years between those wars; and 
yet the work of his church had gone on with increasing vigour.  He 
concluded by say that the best recognition that could be given to Mr. 
Abba’s work was a rededication to the work of God on the part of each 
member of the congregation. 
 
The Reverend Dr. Sidney M. Berry, then Secretary of the Congregational 
Union of England and Wales, had been invited to address the meeting.  He 
was unable to accept but sent the following message which was read by 
the church secretary: 
 

I am interested indeed to hear that you are celebrating the 40th 
anniversary of Mr. Abba’s ministry in Beverley.  I only wish I could 
be present to express in person all that I feel about Mr. Abba, but as 
this is impossible I am sending this line of warmest greetings to 
him and to the church.  Mr. Abba has done a notable period of 
service, not only for Beverley but for the whole denomination, and I 
would like him and you to feel that our thanksgivings join with 
yours for the goodness of God during all his years in the ministry. 

 
The climax of the evening was the presentation to the minister and his 
wife of a substantial cheque subscribed by the people of Beverley in 
response to the Mayor’s appeal.   In expressing his thanks, my father said 
that there was no such thing as a one-man ministry.  No one man could 
run a church, and the secret of the success of a church was the co-
ordination and whole-hearted unity between the minister and people.  No-
one, he said, had had about him people more enthusiastic, understanding 
and appreciative then he, and the tie between minister and people had 
grown very strong with the passing of the years.  He concluded by paying 
a well-deserved tribute to his wife.  Her council and advice, he said, had 
always been available when he wanted them and her constant support had 
enabled him to go on through the years. 
 
The announcement in June, 1951, of my father’s retirement at the end of 
August, because of ill health, came as a shock to the people of Beverley 
and was received with profound grief by his own congregation at 
Grovehill.  The Moderator of the North-East Province, the Reverend John 
Smith, wrote in the July issue of the Hull and East Riding Congregational 
Magazine: 
 

…  After a long and fruitful ministry, in more ways than building a 
church of stone, the ministry of the Rev. Herbert William Abba is to 
be brought to a close.  But this only in-so-far as his physical 
leadership is concerned, for his work and influence will long be felt 
in Church and Town.  This forty-five years’ ministry must rank as 
one of the longest in Congregational history, but has not been a day 
too long.  It could well have been continued but for the failing 
health of Mr. Abba.  He retires at the end of August, and as he does 
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so, we salute with love and gratitude a veteran in the cause of 
Christ. 

 
He has been ably supported by a partner who could rightly be called 
“the ideal wife of a minister” … It must be a very trying experience 
for Pastor and People to come to this separation.  But what 
memories they have to live on! 

 
Letters of sorrow and appreciation began to pour in.  Two call for special 
mention.  Sir Angus Watson, J.P., who opened the new church in 1935, 
wrote: 
 

I hear from our Moderator, the Rev. John Smith, that you are 
bringing your formal ministry to an end after a service of 45 years, 
and I am sorry to know that your decision on this point is due to ill-
health.  May your retirement bring your great happiness and a 
sense of good work well done, as I am sure it will do. 

 
I have a very happy recollection of the lovely Church that you 
succeeded in building in Beverley and of my visit to you during my 
year as Chairman of the Union.  It is a happy memory and one that 
I will never forget. 

 
One of the wonderful things about life, is it not, is that that all good 
work is indestructible, and that perhaps its greatest fruits are those 
that we never see during our own lifetime.  You have been a faithful 
servant of the Church Universal during a fruitful life and must 
have stored up many precious memories that will bring happiness 
to you during the last years.  If your experience is the same as mine, 
the memory of these will be your richest heritage.  

 
And from the Reverend Dr. Leslie E. Cooke, then Secretary of the 
Congregational Union of England and Wales, came this message: 
 

I have heard from the Moderator that you are retiring from your 
work at Latimer Memorial Church after 45 years of service.  I know 
how much you are beloved in the church and what a ministry you 
have exercised in the whole community. 

 
I am terribly sorry that you are having to give up and still more 
sorry for the reason.  I want you to know that our thoughts are with 
you and that we are grateful to God for your long and gracious 
ministry. 

 
Perhaps you would also convey our sympathy and thoughts to the 
church in this experience which I know is a sorrow to them. 
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The Emperor Augustus boasted that he found Rome of brick and left it 
marble.  Herbert Abba found at Grovehill a handful of people in a 
corrugated iron mission hall; he left there a church in a worthy building of 
brick and stone – a church which a contributor to the Hull and East 
Riding Congregational Magazine described as “literally bursting its 
bounds with an energy equal to maintaining two churches its present 
size.”  Plutarch tells us that Cato said he had rather people should inquire 
why he had not a statue erected to his memory than why he had.  The 
fruits of this long and faithful ministry are its abiding memorial: it will 
not be forgotten.  As an Anglican colleague once remarked, “You may call 
this church what you like – call it ‘Latimer Memorial’ if you will - it will 
always be the ‘Herbert Abba Memorial’.” 
 
What has been the secret of this remarkable ministry?  This is a question 
that many have asked.  Alderman C.H. Burden, B.A., B.Sc, Headmaster of 
Beverley Grammar School from 1912 to 1934 and twice Mayor of the 
Borough (to whom my father was acting Chaplain in 1938), has attempted 
to answer it.  In an appreciation contributed to the Beverley Guardian in 
1942 he wrote: 
 

What is the secret of his success?  It is vision, the faith that moves 
mountains, and the devotion that must always accompany faith.  
The dominating feature of this church resembles that of the Eighth 
Army, where another leader has inspired his followers till each 
member becomes a living force.  Nobody can have visited Latimer 
Church without feeling that each member has a definite part to 
play, knows how important is that part, and is determined to see it 
through… Mr. Abba has brought not only faith and devotion to his 
task, but a knowledge of the needs of his flock, particularly of the 
young, in these days. 

 
There are four things which stand out in this ministry. 
 
First and foremost, there has been an unreserved consecration of the 
minister’s whole personality to Jesus Christ.  He has never spared himself 
in the service of his Lord.  His one aim has been the extension of the 
Kingdom of God and he has consistently refused to dissipate his energies 
in secondary concerns.  With St. Paul he has said: “This one thing I do.”  
Along with this singleness of aim there has gone a rigorous self-discipline 
resulting in a planned and well-organised life. 
 
Secondly, this ministry has been characterised by an interest in people for 
their own sake.  Its foundation was solid pastoral work.  “With large-
hearted sympathy and understanding he has shepherded his people,” 
writes the Editor of the Christian World, “and has given his service 
ungrudgingly to the town whenever he could find an opening.  He has 
made his influence felt throughout the whole town and district as a 
veritable father of God.”  Visitation was never neglected on the plausible 
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but erroneous pretext that a church cannot have a minister’s head and his 
feet.  Herbert Abba gave both – and neither was given in half measure.  
The morning was reserved for the study; the afternoon and evening for the 
flock.  And underlying all his activity has been his deep love for his fellow 
men.  With von Hugel he has realised that ‘caring’ is everything.  Matthew 
Arnold’s lines in “Rugby Chapel” are singularly applicable here: 
 

But thou would’st not alone 
Be saved, my father! alone 
Conquer and come to thy goal, 
Leaving the rest in the wild. 
We were weary, and we 
Fearful, and we in our march 
Fain to drop down and to die. 
Still thou turnedst, and still 
Beckonedst the trembler, and still 
Gavest the weary thy hand. 

 
If, in the paths of the world, 
Stones might have wounded thy feet, 
Toil or dejection have tried 
Thy spirit, of that we saw 
Nothing – to us thou wast still 
Cheerful, and helpful, and firm! 
Therefore to thee if was given 
Many to save with thyself; 
And, at the end of the day, 
O faithful shepherd! to come, 
Bringing thy sheep in thy hand. 

 
A third characteristic of this ministry has been biblical preaching – 
maintained through the years at a standard worthy of the best traditions 
of Congregationalism.  Week by week from the pulpit of Latimer Church 
the Bible has been expounded as the living and abiding Word of God.  In 
the hey-day of Liberal Theology my father always refused to water down 
the great supernatural facts of the biblical revelation or to accommodate 
the doctrines of the faith to popular humanistic ideas, “Modernists” 
thought him a “back number” and said so.  But he has lived to see 
“modernism” discredited and a reassertion of the biblical faith that he so 
consistently proclaimed. 
 
Finally, this ministry has been sustained by prayer.  Latimer Church has 
been a vital church because it has been a praying church; and it has been 
a praying church because its minister has been a man of prayer.  As 
Hezekiah spread ‘out Sennacherib’s letter before the Lord so he laid before 
God day by day the affairs of the people committed to his charge.  Before 
he preached, he prayed; and his preaching was with power because, like 
John Henry Newman, when he went into the pulpit men knew that he had 



60 
 

come from the Presence of God.  It was because he spent much time in the 
secret place of the Most High that the people of Beverley came to feel 
towards him as the Shumanite woman felt towards Elisha when she said, 
“I perceive that this is an holy man of God, which passeth by us 
continually.” 
 
There could be no more fitting conclusion to this Memoir than E. H. Jeff’s 
choice appreciation in the Christian World of August 30th, 1951: 
 

The close of August sees the close of what is almost certainly the 
longest pastorate in present-day Congregationalism.  Rev. Herbert 
William Abba retires after forty-five years from his only pastorate – 
that of Latimer Church, Beverley, Yorks.  The beginnings were 
small.  Mr. Abba was invited to take charge of “a bit of Christian 
work” in the industrial part of the town, where a small iron building 
served the purpose of a meeting-place.  The district was growing, 
and under the virile leadership of this young pastor the work and 
witness of the church grew also.  Eventually, in 1935, the present 
handsome church was opened by Sir Angus Watson, then Chairman 
of the Congregational Union. 

 
What is the secret of this “long and gracious ministry,” as Dr. Leslie 
Cooke had called it, is known only to Mr. Abba’s people.  It is 
certain that a ministry of forty-five years – ended with equal regret 
by pastor and church – can only have been made possible by faithful 
and tireless pastoral and preaching service.  Mr. Abba has exercised 
an influence both in church and town which will long be 
remembered and which has borne fruit in many serviceable 
Christian lives. 

 
Some words from the Latin inscription in St. Paul’s Cathedral – a tribute 
to Sir Christopher Wren – might well be written on the walls of Latimer 
Church: 
…the builder of this church…lived…not for himself but for the public 
good.  Reader, if thou seekest his monument, look around. 
 

                    
 

Rev. and Mrs. Abba with their son, Raymond 
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APPENDIX A 
 

THE VIEW FROM THE PARENT CHURCH 
 

Below is an extract from ‘The Story of Lairgate Congregational Church’ 
produced to mark the 250th anniversary of Latimer’s parent church 
produced in 1949.  The extract covers the Pastorate of Rev. W. Douglass 
Reid. 
 
“The second outstanding event during Dr. Reid’s ministry was the 
founding of a Church at Grovehill.  The beginning was in dinner-hour 
services which the Rev. R. Shepherd conducted in the drawing loft of the 
shipyard.  This was in 1889.  These services were greatly appreciated, and 
after Mr. Shepherd’s death it was felt that they should be continued as 
Cottage Services.  The first Minister was Mr. J. H. Raper, whose work 
began in October, 1897, and his two years’ ministry was greatly blessed.  
It became clear that this movement was destined under the blessing of 
God to be permanent.  Mr. Raper was followed by Mr. Bignall and Mr. 
Irvine, and the work so prospered that a building was obviously necessary.  
An iron building was opened on April 11th, 1904, when the services were 
conducted by Mr. Shepherd’s brother, the Rev. Ambrose Shepherd, D.D., of 
Glasgow.  It was the wish of the subscribers that the new Church should 
be a “Shepherd Memorial Church.” 
 
The present minister, the Rev. H. W. Abba, commenced his ministry in 
September 1906, and very soon two enlargements of the building were 
necessary. 
 
During its first years the new Church was under the direction of the 
Lairgate Diaconate (with a Grovehill representative) and Church Meeting, 
and its members were on the Lairgate Members’ Roll, and had of course, 
the right and privilege of attending the Lairgate Church Meetings; but as 
the work grew this connection of necessity and with the perfect goodwill of 
the Mother Church deceased step by step, until the Grovehill Church 
became quite independent.  When, later, the gift of over £1,000 from the 
trustees of the former Latimer Church, Hull, was made, it became possible 
to erect the permanent building on Grovehill Road, and the name of “The 
Latimer Memorial Church” was adopted.  Though Dr. Reid did not live to 
see this building, he took a very deep interest in the development of the 
work, and contributed generously to its funds.  Indeed, he was the pilot 
who brought the vessel into its desired haven.” 
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APPENDIX B 
 

Circular letter sent to the residents of Grovehill around 1938 
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Below is a sermon of Rev. Herbert Abba that appeared in a 
booklet of the same title produced by Phyllis T. Abba in 1980 
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