800 Years – 10 Lives: 2010 Sermon Series: 1 
 1210-1290
‘May I speak in the name of the living God, Father, Son and Holy Spirit.’
A fitting prayer to start this sermon, the first in this 2010 Anniversary  series called 800 Years – 10 Lives. 800 Years of this church building, dedicated to God the Holy Trinity. 10 lives of real people who lived here in Stratford through that huge stretch of time and history. I want to look at our church through their eyes. How it felt for them to come into this place and worship here. What was going on in the world around them?  
800 years is a huge long time. Too much to get your head round. But 80 years, well my mother is 80 this year. I can picture that. And just ten of those lifetimes laid end to end take us right back to the dawn of this church. And each third Sunday we’ll look at just one. 
1210 then. Bad King John is on the throne. The Third bloody Crusade is underway. The weather is warm in the month of May as the young St Francis visits the Pope and receives his blessing in Rome.  
Back here, the new church by the Avon is being dedicated on Trinity Sunday. A new church for a new town. The Old Town had grown up around the small monastery that had stood on this site since Saxon times, with its mill just down the lane. The new town though was springing up around the market, granted by King Richard in 1196, its streets laid out in a modern grid pattern by a keen local planner, one of a host of new towns like Salisbury and Liverpool springing up to serve the growing population.  Not that Stratford was big. 1,000 people at most, no more than the size of Trinity Mead today and a lot fewer households. The average man was 5’7” and a woman 5’2”. In your prime in your 20’s and getting old by 40 the life expectancy of your average working man was just 48. Half of those born don’t reach their twenties at all of course. Boys are expected to work from 7 and could be hanged for theft from that age. Girls could marry at 12, living with their husbands from 14 with teenage pregnancy positively encouraged. Many had five or six children by their mid-twenties, two or three of whom would have died. 
Craftsmen like bakers, brewers and tanners thrive in the town, catering for the hundreds of people who throng in for the market. They live in ramshackle wooden houses built around and above their market stalls with little or no space between them. Fires break out frequently, alleys are blocked with broken barrels and crates and open drains and sewers run down the muddy centre of the unlit streets. 
There are no public parks or open spaces except for the churchyard around Holy Trinity on the edge of the town. You’d recognise the church, but it would feel much lower and darker inside. Two young parents are bringing their day old child, wrapped tightly in cloths as was the custom. Their first two children never got past their first winter and they hold their little boy with trembling hands as they walk down the long path to the door. Maurice the Rector greets them. His father was a married priest, but for his generation it is no longer allowed. He prays quietly that this newborn will be the one to grow big strong. Praying too that the devil will be cast out of the child as he prepares the salt and holy water in the stone font. The parents wince as the baby is unwrapped and fully immersed in the icy water.  Named after the last great king of England, the Lionheart, the priest says, ‘Richard, I baptise you in the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit.’ And the deed is done. The boy is clean in more ways than one and can enter his home with blessing instead of curse. 
Richard Warner has a name! At four years old he could enjoy the first of the Trinity fairs held in our churchyard with feasting and strong church ales. He was five when the Magna Carta was signed and 14 when the first Franciscan Friars arrived and set up a monastery in Oxford, just 50 miles away. 
His 80 years was a settled time in many ways, with 3 kings and only two Rectors at Holy Trinity, with Nicholas de Withybrook arriving when Richard was already a grand old man of 45. 
At 59 he helps form the Gild of the Holy Cross to provide prayers for the souls of those who have died and care for the poor and destitute. A year later, in 1270, he makes his will,  and this we still have… 
‘I Richard Warner of Stratford’ he writes, ‘grant a messuage (or household) in Swine Street, between land of the Holy Cross and Richard Byrun’s house, to provide 12 pence for the celebration of Divine Service, 12 pence for the light of one lamp, and 12 pence for a wax light for the safety of his soul and the souls of his ancestors before the altar of the Virgin at Stratford.’
The altar of the Virgin that stood there..in what we call the Clopton Chapel. Witnessed in Anglo-French style by his friends, Hugh le Tannur and Thomas le Tayleur.  No prizes for guessing what they did for a living!
Generations of Christians, but the same Lord. 800 years and now it is our time. 
Jesus brought new wine out of old stone water jars at Cana. May he continue to bring the new wine of faith and service from these old but precious stones of Holy Trinity, as we remember that in Richard Warner’s and in every age there are varieties of gifts but the same Spirit, varieties of service but the same Lord.
Amen.

