
PRONE TO WANDER
"Seek the wisdom that will untie your knot.  

Seek the path that demands your whole being." 
-Rumi
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Get to Know Hull URC: 

Christ Church is located in the center of the village of 
Swanland in the East Riding of Yorkshire. It was formed as a 
partnership between the United Reformed and Methodist 
Churches, which joined together in 1981. In 2014 it became 
a part of Hull URC Team Churches, which is made up of the 
four congregations I serve: St. Ninian's and St Andrews URC, 
Zion URC, Christ Church South Ella, and Christ Church 
Swanland. Hull URC Team Churches was established by Rev. 
Simon Swailes, now retired, and Rev. Dr. Chris Dowd, who is 
my current supervisor. 

There has been worship on the site of Christ Church 
Swanland since 1693, and the current building was built in 
1803. The church hosts various events each month, including 
a Lunch Club, Coffee Morning, Youth Group, Classic Film 
Night, and is involved with both the Hull Food Bank and The 
Leprosy Mission. 

My role at Christ Church Swanland looks a bit different 
every week, as I have to incorporate not only the Swanland 
church schedule, but I need to account for both the roles my 
three roommates have at Swanland and the needs of the 
other three churches that we serve. 

Once a month I attend Sunday service at Swanland, which 
is often led by a volunteer preacher from a rotation made 
up of Hull URC Team Churches members and members of 
the community. On the second Wednesday of every month I 
also go to Swanland for a Coffee Morning and the Lunch 
Club that follows. While I go primarily to interact with 
members of the community, I also help with both events. On 
the second and fourth Friday's of every month I also plan 
and run a Youth Group with my fellow volunteers, which is 
geared towards children ages 8-12. 

In addition to helping with these events I am also in charge 
of organizing concerts at Swanland throughout the year, as 
well as social media and advertising.

Christ Church Swanland, one of the four churches I am serving with this year.

C H R I S T  C H R U C H  S W A N L A N D



Though I've been in Hull for over two months now, in many ways I feel that I'm only 
just beginning to really live here. I know which grocery stores are the most 
affordable and which bike routes to take. I know to ALWAYS take my rain jacket, 
and that "Hiya" and "Cheers" are essential parts of my vocabulary. But inevitably, 
though I may look and sometimes even sound like I've adapted to life here, I am still 
gaining my footing. One thing that has helped me most in making this transition has 
been the sheer number of events inside and outside of the Hull URC Team Churches 
community, which have allowed me to get to know people and to get to know Hull. 

At the beginning of October I had the opportunity to attend Hull Fair, which is one 
of the biggest traveling fairs in Europe. It is also one of the oldest, beginning in 1293 
as a month-long affair. Anyone who knows me well knows that I LOVE fairs for two 
reasons in particular: greasy food and fun rides. While at the Hull fair I was able to 
experience both in the form of Brandy Snaps, a Hull tradition, and several thrill 
rides, including the bumper cars. On some of the rides it was actually possible to see 
the entire city! 

This past month I also participated in our church's Synod gathering, which took place at Christ Church South Ella. I spent most 
of the day with a fellow volunteer and a 6 year old named Sophie, who had come to the gathering with her parents. We read 
"Where's Wally?" (the British version of "Where's Waldo?") and watched Bambi, which Sophie had never seen before! My fellow 
volunteers and I also led the closing worship, where we talked about why God is relevant in our lives, as well as the importance of 
bridging the gap between generations in the church, as that is part of the reason we were called to these churches in the first 
place. It was an exhausting but very rewarding day, full of coloring, giant pots of tea, and LOTS of dish washing. 

This past Sunday we had the opportunity to share our closing worship from the Synod gathering at a Team Service for Hull URC 
Team Churches, also at Christ Church South Ellla, which is held whenever there happens to be a fifth Sunday in any given 
month. It was so wonderful to see the room filled with so many members of the different congregations, and it made singing the 
hymns (which the URC puts in-between just about every non-singing element of the service) an absolute joy. Afterwards we all 
had lunch together and then journeyed to Peter's House, where I live with my fellow volunteers, for an open house! We shared 
tea, coffee, cakes, and even took a couple photos! It was wonderful to connect with so many people in a less formal setting.

YAGM Retreat: Cliff College
This past week I also experienced my first YAGM retreat, held at Cliff 
College in the Peaks District of Derbyshire. The Peaks District is famous 
for it's stunning pastures and cliffs, and I have to say it didn't disappoint. 
I'm hoping to publish a blog post in the next few days that conveys just 
how transformative those few days were for me, but for now I'll leave you 
with just a few of my thoughts on the experience: 

I had been feeling overwhelmed for the past week or so, to the point 
where I began to feel more severe symptoms of my anxiety and depression 
taking hold of me and directly impacting my daily life. It makes sense, 
honestly, given how big a transition this is, but still, I was overwhelmed, 
and I began to close myself off as a result. 
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Hull Happenings
S Y N O D ,  T E A M  S E R V I C E ,  A N D  H U L L  F A I R !

My mentor, Margaret, who always greets 
me with a hug, a kiss on the cheek, and 
"How are you, darling?"

The U.K. YAGM's (minus Annie), on the cliffs above 
Cliff College. Photo Cred: a very sweet French woman.

Having the opportunity to spend a few days with this amazing, affirming, loving group of people reminded my why I am here in the 
first place. It opened my heart up to the struggles and joys of this experience, the way that they hold one another in tension. It 
reminded me that nature and wind and rain in your face can be a balm for the soul and give clarity to chaos in a way that words 
sometimes can't. Most of all, it reminded me that I am blessed with 10 amazing souls on this journey of accompaniment and 
uprooting. In just a few short months they've seen parts of me I didn't even know existed, parts I'm proud of and parts I'm deeply 
ashamed of, and they've stayed. They've loved me in my messiness. If that's not God, I don't know what is.


