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Chapter 1: An unexpected arrival.
My dad and Emily our eldest sister were downstairs, they heard a bang from the
bedroom upstairs and when they ran up, there I was the unexpected arrival. The
youngest of eight children, our mother had developed milk fever a few years
before and although physically fine she struggled mentally.
Our dad lifted me up in his arms and said ‘God must have a purpose for this
little lad ‘.
We had eight children in our family, there was a gap between the first four and
the second four, and the first four were grown up when I arrived in 1936.
Emily left her job to bring up the family because of our mother’s ill health,
Olive was working bringing in a wage and doing her bit for the war effort,
George and Teddy were serving in the Navy.
When the war broke out the remaining three, Henry, Arthur and Harriet were
evacuated to Devils Bridge, near Aberystwyth, within a few months I joined
them, I would be three years of age, and I stayed for about three weeks and
returned to our home in Liverpool.
When I was a baby in arms my sister Olive took me for a walk on the sea shore
outside of Liverpool, carrying me in her arms she got caught in the sinking
sands, quickly going down to her waist, people gathered near, Olive shouted
“Don’t bother about me, save the baby“, with the help of the people both Olive
and I were saved from what would have been a terrible death.
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Chapter 2: Early days in Liverpool
A Small Boy’s Recollections of the War
I was three years of age when war broke out, the youngest of eight children. My
eldest sister, Emily, was at home helping to bring up the family because of my
mother’s ill health. George and Teddy were in the Forces. Olive was working
and doing her bit for the war effort. The remaining three, Harry, Arthur and
Harriet, were at school and, with them, we were evacuated when war broke out
to Devil’s Bridge, near Aberystwyth.
I still have recollections of the farm and the cows and turning the butter wheel,
changing milk into butter. I was so small that Harry and Arthur constantly
carried me on their shoulders and wherever they went I was there. I remember,
even as a tot, going with them to school but day after day I wanted to go home.
My evacuation lasted three weeks and because I was not eating and fretting I
was sent back home to Liverpool so most of the war years I was at our home, 39
Mere Lane, Everton, Liverpool. My sisters made me a siren suit, which was like
a glorified dressing gown with legs and buttoned up the front with a hood, after
the style of Winston Churchill. It was so handy when the siren sounded just to
pick me up and take me into the air raid shelter. Sometimes we would sit under
the stairs, but more often, would go into one of the air raid shelters built in the
side streets around our home. I remember singing to the people. I would be
about five years of age. Two of the songs I distinctly remember are “Roll out
the barrel” and “Wide, wide as the ocean, high as the heavens above” – a
strange combination!
I still remember a bomb falling outside the front door, blowing the door of its
hinges and creating a large hole in the steps. That night we went out the back
door. I can remember my dad carrying me down Mere Lane (our street) and
seeing the flash of the gun fire and hearing the sound of falling bombs and
saying “Dad, I’m scared.” I remember he said, “You’re safe. If a bomb falls
near I will fall on top of you and you won’t get hurt.”
I remember the sadness in 1942 when we received notification that Teddy, who
was serving aboard the Greek steamer “Anastassia” was reported missing. An
enemy U-boat had torpedoed the “Anastassia” on 18th December 1940. The note
said that he had been missing since that date and was presumed, in
consequence, to have lost his life. I still have that letter. I remember during that
time looking down Mere Lane where we lived and expecting him to walk up
and even at times seeing strangers coming up the street and thinking, “Could
that be our Teddy?” It was a sad time for the family.
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During the blitz one night we arrived in the shelter and mother was missing. All
night we prayed and wondered if she was alive or not. Because of a falling
incendiary bomb we were separated and she went to another shelter, in the
morning we all arrived home together.
My father was in the Civil Defence and many nights he would be on duty
arriving back dirty and tired after digging in the rubble of bombed houses to
rescue people. My eldest sister, Emily, remembers him coming home often with
blood on his uniform.
I do not remember when Henry, Arthur and Harriet arrived back home from
evacuation (although it was before the end of the war) but I have a distinct
memory of lying in a bottom bunk in an air raid shelter and Harry jumping up
on to the top bunk which collapsed on me!
As a child looking back one would think those days would have been a sad time
and terrifying but, on the contrary, at home with my family there was a real
sense of security and though through much sacrifice I can never remember
going hungry. However, I do remember when a rumour would reach us that
bananas were being sold in Watterworths we would run up and get in the queue.
The only part of the ration book, which I remember, was the sweet coupons. I
still have my ration book, even to this very day. I am grateful to my family for
all they did in those days and to God who kept us and brought us through.
Liverpool was a friendly city but divided into two. We had two football teams,
Liverpool who were Red and Everton who were Blue. I knew a man who was
an Everton supporter and would not eat tomatoes because they were red. We
also had two Cathedrals, Catholic and Protestant, we all got on well together,
however on the 12th of July, when The Orange Lodge marched, we would as
children march behind the band, shouting and singing, not mixing or speaking
to our Catholic friends on that day, however the next day – we were back with
the gang as thick as thieves, protestant or catholic.
At that time growing up, my best friend Frankie Horan, a Roman Catholic was
sent to his church to get some holy water for a family friend who was dying, he
asked me to go with him, it was late in the day, the church was closed so we
went to the priest who gave us the key to the church we both went into the
empty church, filled a bottle with the holy water, returned the key to the priest
and quickly took the water to the family of the dying man, how is that for an
ecumenical partnership?
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Chapter 3: A STEP OF FAITH
After attending St Georges Church School in Everton until the age of 11 years I
moved to a senior school, Venice Street in Anfield, the headmaster, Mr
Snowden was a Christian, I remember when he would take the R.E. class that it
seemed very real to me, as if God was speaking, as a family we attended the
Police Mission on Hayworth Street Everton, the Pastor Mr Proctor was a good
man and always seemed to speak with power and authority although personally
I had never made a commitment of my life to God.
At 15 years of age I left school, our brother Arthur married June Pearson, June’s
uncle Reg had a small building firm and at Arthur and Junes wedding offered
me a job as an apprentice joiner.
This time there were only four of us at home, Olive married Arthur Jones,
Emily married Jack Clarke, Harry had married Valerie his long-time girlfriend
and living in London, which left with our parents, Harriet and myself.
I had begun to serve my time as an apprentice joiner, a member of the A.S.W.
The Association of Woodworkers, working for Wimpey’s,
One Sunday night about 8.30pm, I was standing in a shop doorway with my
friend Jimmy Ryder, we would be about 17 years of age, and it was cold and
wet. Two young ladies came and gave us an invitation to a meeting in the local
Co-Op hall in Hayworth Street, it had on the invitation card – no kids, no catch,
so we went to the hall which was situated above the Co–Op up a flight of stairs.
We looked up the stairs, a man was standing at the top, I shouted up to him, “is
this religious”, he replied “do you think I would be here if it was”, he looked
quite normal so we climbed the stairs and went in. The room was filled with
round tables and chairs, a good number of local teenagers were there being
served with tea and biscuits, very welcome on a cold Sunday night. At the front
of the hall three men were leading, Richard Kayes, Albert Garner and Ron
Smith. Albert was playing his guitar and Ron was telling his story. While
serving in the R.A.F. he had become the Inter Services light weight champion
boxer, he looked tough, my sort of man, he said that he would finish his story
next week, I could not wait, but then next week he told us how he had become a
Christian, he lost the killer instinct and had to give up boxing, as I listened I
thought: what a waste, fancy doing that. I was embarrassed being in what I
thought was a religious meeting, I did bit of shouting out and other things
simply because of the other teenagers who were present, however it did impress
me, after the next Sunday night, I said to my friend Jim, “I am going to be a
Christian”, he replied “so am I”, ok I replied “we are Christians”. It never
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worked I thought I knew how a Christian should live. The next day back on the
building site I was back to my old ways, I was no different.
The next Sunday night at the Co-Op hall, I spoke to one of the team there, a
young man about my own age, Gordon Kayes, “you are all phonies” I said to
him, “it does not work, last Sunday I decided that I would be a Christian, I tried
and it did not work, I kept doing and thinking the same bad things, no it does
not work”. He smiled at me, “Stan he said, you have been trying to live the
Christian life without Jesus”, my response was “but Jesus lived and died 2000
years ago”, “yes” Gordon said “and He came back to life and you can know him
today as your own Saviour and friend.” Wow.
I began to feel a hunger in my heart to know this Jesus, was it possible? Ron
Smith the boxer invited Jim and I to a meeting in the city centre on the next
Saturday night, it was called The Christian Rendezvous. I felt very proud going
with Ron Smith the boxer, the place was packed, with about three hundred
people. We got three seats on the very front row, after the sermon the preacher
said “ those who would like to ask Jesus into their lives to be their Saviour
please raise their hand”. I thought that everyone would want to know Jesus and
every hand would be raised, we raised our hands, the speaker said “ we have
two young men on the front row with their hands raised”. Then he asked those
who had raised their hands to step out to the front for a prayer then to go into
the side room for a talk, there was no way out of it, but in the little room I
remember the prayer I prayed, “ Lord I don’t know if you are real, but if you are
I ask you to come into my heart, forgive me and be my Saviour” and it
happened, I knew my prayer was answered. I felt as if like a bird that I could fly
around Liverpool. I wanted to hug everyone (even the preacher). I knew that
Jesus was real and in my life. I knew that my sins had been forgiven. I gave my
whole life to Him whatever the future might hold.
I was 17 years of age and single, I saw a young lady in the church Brenda
Atkinson and to cut a long story short, we fell in love and eventually became
engaged.

Page 7 of 35

Chapter 4: Army life and marriage.
At the age of 18 I was called up to do my two years National Service. I was sent
to Oswestry to join The Royal Artillery. After my ten weeks training I
remember casually talking to our sergeant and saying “sergeant, I don’t really
know if I could every kill a person” things moved quickly, in no time at all I
was marched before the commanding officer, he told me that I had three
choices:
1. I could become a conscientious objector, but he said “we will soon knock
that out of you.”
2. You could apply for a ‘none combatant’ regiment.
3. You could stay in this regiment, training others and serve as a carpenter.
The Commanding Officer arranged for a Chaplin, the local Methodist Minister
to have a talk with me, after much thought I felt it was right to stay in the army
and after my training I remained in the 68th regiment of The Royal Artillery in
Oswestry for two years. It was amazing that when a new soldier arrived who
had problems like I had the Commanding Officer would ask me to visit them,
often in the guard house, and to find out if I thought the person was genuine or
not.
Those two years were good times, I made many good friends, and some came to
put their trust in Jesus as their Saviour. I became a Methodist Local Preacher
and again there were those who came to a real faith in Jesus. I am still in touch
with some of them. I remember preaching in Masbury. Unknown to me a young
man named Ernie Jones was brought to the meeting by his mother. I don’t think
he liked what he heard I will never go back to hear that man again. The next
time I was preaching there, she invited him not telling Ernie who the preacher
was. The church had fixed pews you could only get in from one end; she got
Ernie in the pew and sat blocking the way out. When I came out of the vestry,
he whispered to his mother, “it’s that man again”, but that day Ernie responded
to the appeal for people to receive Jesus as Saviour and Lord. With two others
he came out to the front of the church and surrender his life to Jesus. A
wonderful change took place and for him it was the beginning of a new life,
which would lead him into the Christian Ministry. We have remained close
friends over the years; his enthusiasm and his faith are overwhelming.
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After one year Brenda move from Liverpool to
Oswestry and we were married in the Methodist
Church by The Reverend Bernard Barker. Our friend
Bill Jones invited us to share his home with him,
which we were pleased to accept. I was able to live
outside the camp and we had a very happy year with
Billy. Towards the end of that year our first child was
born, we named him Robert Stanley Shortly after
Bob’s birth I was demobbed and we moved back to
Liverpool. Ron Smith was Pastoring Potter Street
Mission; the mission hall was over some shops. We
had one room down stairs and the bedroom above the mission. We were happy
to have a place, on our own as well. I returned to work for Wimpey’s builders
and began to preach in some of our Liverpool churches, in 1959 our second son
was born, David George, our family seemed complete we were so happy with
our two sons.

Pastor Richard Kayes was leading a large church in village street Everton and
we began to attend, after some time I became a Deacon and Sunday School
Superintendent, about this time it was felt that God was calling me into the
ministry.
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Chapter 5: A Village Pastorate.
Highley was a small mining village on the side of the River Seven, lying
between Bridgnorth and Kidderminster. It was only a small congregation about
8 people. For the first two months we lived in Bridgnorth in a flat over
Whitney’s Bakery. Jeff Witney was a deacon in the Bridgnorth Baptist Church.
We then moved into a two bedroomed house in Highley.
We were receiving £8 a week, £2 from Liverpool, £2 from the Highley church,
£2 from Mr Hodgkis a retired farmer and the further £2 from a small church
near Bridgnorth who were friends of Mr Hodgkis. We began to grow with more
people attending the church but after six months Mr Hodgkis and his friend
withdrew their support because they said that revival had not come so I took a
part time job with a firm in Kidderminster. A difficult time but God was in it all.
I visited every home in the village, we saw people coming to faith in Jesus, it
was an exciting time. From 8 people we had about 30 attending the Sunday
services.
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Chapter 6: Guyana,
After 6 years in Highley we were invited to join our friends Bryn and Edna
Jones in Guyana, South America. Bob was 10 years of age and David 6. Friends
in a number of places pledged their support towards us in this venture, but we
did not have our fair to get to Guyana. I contacted a shipping company in
Liverpool and asked if I could work my passage, their reply was “we don’t do
those kind of things these days.” Eventually we paid our fair and set sail for The
West Indies, it took three weeks for us to arrive, Bryn and Edna met us at the
landing stage with their friend and co-worker Philip Mohabir.

We sailed from Liverpool to Guyana 1966 and I remember sitting with Philip
and listening to England winning the World Cup. Often Philip would call to our
house early and we would go down to the river and talk and pray together. Later
that year we started reaching further afield, often having to stay away from
home. I did not like the idea of Brenda and the boys being left on their own.
Before we moved into the village two American ladies lived in the same house
that we had. Some men broke into their house, they were robbed and both
raped. Because of this they returned home, very sad for them and the work, it
was noted especially in Georgetown (the capital, just across the river) that it was
not safe for people to walk on their own.

We lived with Bryn and Edna for a few weeks then we moved to a house in a
little village called Stanleytown on the banks of the Demerara River. The house
was built on pillars about ten feet high so as to catch the breeze. Our toilet was
outside in the garden. There was one street running through the village, a small
school that our boys started to attend, they were the only two white boys in the
village. Some of the children had never seen white people before, our boys
fitted in so well. About this time Bryn and Edna returned to the UK, which left
Philip, his wife, Muriel, and ourselves.
We had a small church building in the village and a ‘spirit church’ that openly
worshipped evil spirits.
About this time we had eight young men who felt called by The Lord to leave
their jobs and be trained for evangelistic ministry. We rented a very small house
which they moved into, some of them sleeping on mattresses on the floor. We
taught them in the mornings using the church and went out into the villages
evangelising in the afternoons and evenings. Wow what a time, seeing people
converted, miracles happening and a few churches being planted.
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We began to feel that the student’s house was far too small for eight young men.
Our church building was built on pillars so we began to build accommodation
for them underneath the church building. We bought new beds and new
mattresses. A funny thing happened about that time: I asked the students to get
the old mattresses (with the fleas etc.) and burn them, “Oh brother Woods” they
said, “we cannot do that, you see we had no mattresses and we prayed to God
and the Lord provided”.
Good for them. I replied, “when we
stand before The Lord and He asks
about the mattresses, I will take full
responsibility for them so you will
have nothing to worry about”. They
all agreed, the old mattresses were
burnt and the team moved into their
new accommodation, with new beds
and indeed new mattresses.
Looking back, this was a joyful but also a difficult time for our family, Brenda
did not like things flying near her and of course in the tropics we had so many
creatures that flew, even flying cockroaches. I have always detested
cockroaches, now we had them flying as well. Our boys coped well with the
rats, the mosquitoes, and the lizards living on the ceiling and of course frogs
everywhere. Before we left the UK Brenda had a promise from God that the
Lord would be their teacher, they are now grown up and have not lost anything,
we are so proud of them both.
Brother Phil Suggested to me that maybe it would be best if Brenda and the
boys returned home to the UK. Towards the end of the year they sailed home to
live for a time with Brenda’s aunty Nell and her uncle Bill, I returned home
early the following year.
The stories from Guyana are numerous and would fill another book. Stories
such as:
• The time a maggot eat through a tree trunk in the garden, this landed on
the house electric wire supply, and almost pulled the house off its stilts.
• Holding an open-air service and being told we would be killed if we
returned. Of course we did and saw God move in a miraculous way.
• Travelling with Bob on a moped visiting villages to give out tracts and
invite them to a service. We slipped and both came off the moped but
unhurt.
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• Travelling to the interior across waterways in a small boat. Only to be
told that those were crocodile infested.
• The life stories of those eight young men. One being thrown out of his
family home because of his new found faith.
• Baptisms in the Demerara river.
The work has continued to this day, now known as the Full Gospel Fellowship,
with 150 churches planted throughout Guyana and extending to neighbouring
countries and the Caribbean.
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Chapter 7: Partington.
Partington was a village 12 miles outside of Manchester, it became the overspill
for the city as many council houses were built and people moved in. Our friend
Gordon Kayes had been pastoring a small church in the village and the council
had given him a piece of land to build a new church. While we were at Highley
we travelled up to Partington, Friday to Sunday and worked on the new
building, I did the woodwork and other things. After Guyana, Gordon invited us
to join him and his wife Dorothy and help with the building. While doing this
Gordon worked part time decorating and I started working part time, just two
days a week for a small building firm. At that time we were not happy with the
house we were living in and began to look for another house. I saw a semidetached house for sale near the village green; I knocked on the door to see if I
could have a look around. The lady seemed to know me and asked if I was
interested. I replied, “I will be in touch”, she asked “Pastor do you have the
deposit”. That was very straight, I replied truthfully, “no”. She said she would
lend me the deposit, no strings attached; pay it back when you can. So I applied
for a mortgage and gave the name of the firm that I was working for, Braggs.
We were delighted when our application was accepted and we received 100%
mortgage. . Unknown to me the firm had said that I was receiving a full time
wage. As we moved into our new house two wonderful things happened the first
was to do with Josephine Bagby, known to us all as Jo. Our house had a
detached garage; we did not have a car so I thought that we could let the garage
and make some money to go towards the mortgage. As we were about to move
into our new home I had a call from Jo who asked, “Stan do you have a car”.
When I said “no”, Jo told me this story.
She had sold her old car to a garage near Kidderminster and bought a new one.
Last week she was passing the garage and saw her old car, re-sprayed and
looking brand new. She said that as she looked at it The Lord spoke to her and
said “Stan Woods needs this car”. So she had bought the car back and it was
ready for me to collect, Jo lived about seventy miles away. Needless to say that
I was delighted about the car and very grateful to Jo and to God who knows our
every need, As we moved into our new house I drove the car into our garage.
Now the second story, after a few months my eldest brother George came to
visit us. George had been telling me for years that I should have a proper job
and earn a good wage, this day he started again. “Stan” George said, “you are a
fool, you could be working as a joiner getting a good wage”. I surprised him by
saying “George you are right, if I was getting more money I could buy a house
and I could buy a car”. George replied,” by saying “Stan now you are talking, I
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said, “George you are sitting in the house and the car is in the garage”. God
does supply our every need,
We were still working hard to get the church building completed. Nearing
completion Gordon told me that when the church was finished he would be
leaving, he had done his work and so he did. We stayed at Partington for ten
years. During that time the church grew. We had a playgroup, a youth group,
started “Dial a friend” (a telephone help line), and started taking children for a
weeks holiday every year back to Highley village using the old school building.
They were good times; we owed so much to Gordon’s vision and hard work. ,
I remember one night, it was about midnight and I was going to take the dog for
a walk. The rain had just stopped; outside our house there was a green area that
had a bench for people to sit on. I noticed a man sitting there, so I went and
spoke to him, his name was George Osborne. He told me that everything was
going wrong, his job, his family, and his own life. Once he trusted Jesus but had
drifted away. I knew that our meeting together that night was wonderfully
arranged by God. Shortly after this George, his wife Josie and their children
came to a real living relationship with The Lord and became close friends with
Brenda and myself, and key workers in our church.
During this time we built an extension to the church building to help with our
children and youth work. We formed a singing group called ‘The Harvest time
Singer’s who sang most Sunday nights. I had received an invitation to preach in
Northern Ireland on my second visit there ‘The Harvest Time Singers’ went
with Brenda and I and the people loved them.
Our eldest son Bob and a young lady in the church, Jeanette Robb fell in love,
we were so very pleased and eventually they were married at our church
Building the extension was going to cost money. The Baptist Association were
willing to lend us £2000 which was wonderful but we needed another £1000. At
this time I had been invited to speak at Pastor Quists church in Rotterdam,
Holland. He did not know about our need and I did not say a word about it.
However during the night he said The lord spoke to him and said “ Give Stanley
£1000”, he replied “Lord I will give him £500” no the answer game back “you
must give him £1000”, which he did. I brought the money back to our church
and at the next Sunday service I handed it over to Allan Potts our church
secretary. I said “here is a gift from Rotterdam” I asked him to count it before
the people, wow, what a surprise and gratitude to Pastor Quist and his church
and of course to our Great God who knew our need.
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The link with the work in Guyana continued Funds were raised to purchase a
Land Rover and shipping this from the UK. This was far superior to the mopeds
and cycles that were used. It was a joy to bring one of those initial eight
students, Yasim, over to share on the work and minister. How he was intrigued
by the bright street lights. It was quite a culture shock to his home country.

The church was growing in numbers and I needed help. Our friend Bryn Jones
contacted me about a young man in Liverpool who was praying for an
opportunity to work in a church, he was Greg Hanley. I went to see him and
Greg came to work with us in Partington. There was not enough money to pay
us both a full time wage. We were both happy to work part time. About this
time I had been studying at The Manchester University and The Northern
Baptist College for the Certificate of Religious Knowledge, which I passed. I
began to feel that maybe it was time to leave Partington, we had been there over
ten years with many close friends and enjoying the Lord’s blessing upon the
work. Still I had this feeling that God had other work for us to do.
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Chapter 8: A decade of change.
I received a call to the pastorate at Handsworth in the inner city of Birmingham,
which I accepted. The church was very formal and some friends thought that I
was making a mistake, but I felt that God was in it all. Bob and Jeanette moved
down from Manchester to help in the church, finding work in Solihull. We had a
large pipe organ and Mrs Jones was the organist, Bob accompanied her with his
accordion,
One of the deacons, Gordon Innis
said to me, “Mr Woods we only
sing from The Baptist Hymn
book and you are our minister,
we do not want other people
taking part in the services you are
God’s man for the church”. So I
made sure we only added to the
hymns scriptural songs, like: ‘I
will enter His gates with thanks giving in my heart’ and other songs from the
Bible.
The congregation reflected the area, a mixed company of black and white
people, I would think at that time about 150 people of all ages, the sanctuary
had a central area with two small wings, when the children went out during the
morning service people moved into the centre area.
After about six months more people were attending. After the preaching often
people would come out to the front to receive Jesus as their saviour or for
personal prayer, this was a joy and lives were changed.
What happened at one evening communion service will live in my mind
forever. We always had a deacon to pray over the bread and the wine, this time
Gordon Innis was to ask God’s blessing upon the bread and wine. I remember it
well, he began his prayer by saying some nice things about me, he prayed,
“Lord we thank you for Mr Woods and his ministry and the things which he has
done, but Lord we have a problem in the church, twenty of us have this
problem”. I learnt afterwards that if there were twenty people with a problem
that they could call a special church meeting, I was sure that there were not
twenty but maybe two or three people. Gordon went on to pray about “this top
of the pops which has come into the church” he closed his prayer without
mentioning The Lords Table. He sat down and as I took over I noticed that
some people were crying. I did not mention Gordon’s prayer but spoke about
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the reason we were gathered together. As God’s family to remember the Lord’s
death, and we shared communion together. After the service I said to Gordon
that its best not to talk tonight but that I would call around to see him in his
home during the week, he replied “Mr Woods that will be fine however my
resignation is on your desk”.
This brought a change of atmosphere into the church, more people joined the
choir, and Jeanette started a young people’s tambourine group, our midweek
meeting of Bible study and prayer on a Wednesday evening began to grow. Due
to a request we began a study and discussion group on a Tuesday morning and
during the week I was busy visiting the people in their homes or the hospitals.
Bob was involved with the music and as a deacon. Jeanette ran a playgroup.
Together they also took on the youth work and a music/worship group. Both
were a support to the church and me.
More people began to attend, unknown to me some of our members were
inviting their friends and saying, “come along and if you do not like the service
you do not have to keep coming”. Family and friends came many of them
finding Jesus as their Saviour, enjoying the family atmosphere and our
membership grew, by this time the church was packed Sunday by Sunday: what
was I to do?
With this in mind I looked at our building and discovered that when the church
was built provision was made for a balcony, at the back of the sanctuary. High
up there was an arch, bricked up. Below in the passage way there was an alcove
ready for a flight of stairs but a wooden partition was blocking it in and the
space used for cleaning materials. At our next deacon’s meeting I mentioned
that each Sunday I keep encouraging our members to invite someone to come
church, now what would happen if they all did that next Sunday, their reply
was, “we would never get them in”, so I replied, “for our next deacons meeting
will you think of a way how we could do this”. I knew that if I mentioned
building a balcony some might think that it was too large an undertaking.
A month later at our next deacons meeting, the question came up, what we
could do to make room for more people, no one had any ideas. We were
meeting in the vestry. I suggested that we go into the main church building and
have a look. I pointed out that we could not go to the right, because of the shops
next door, nor to the left because of the privates houses and at the back of the
sanctuary was the main road, they asked “ well how can we do it”. I can still see
their faces as I replied “what about up” they all looked up, an idea was born in
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their hearts as they saw the possibility as I explained about the provision which
the original builder made years before.
So we built a balcony that would seat about 120 people, I wanted one without
pillars underneath. The plans were drawn up for a ply web beam from wall to
wall, so the arch was opened, the stairs were fitted, and the balcony built.
Because of safety we thought it would be better to have pews and not chairs in
the balcony, so we hired a truck and some of our men went up to Warrington
and bought the necessary pews. I spent some time in altering them to fit the new
balcony and so it was all ready.
A special service of dedication was arranged for Saturday and we invited the
Reverend Brash Bansal, principal of ‘The Birmingham Bible College’ to
dedicate and open the balcony. It was a great day, the Lord blessed us and
within three months the balcony was filled with people, for which we give God
the praise.
As a Baptist church we practiced child dedication and many couples requested
this. We included it in the morning worship service and family and friends from
near and far would attend. However for a number of years it was the practice to
dedicate babies where the parents were not married not on the Sunday but on a
Saturday and not in the church but in the vestry. I felt this needed to be changed
so we held the service in the sanctuary, people held strong feelings about babies
born out of wedlock, it was difficult talking this through with parents. Also
Handsworth had a very strong West Indian community and I was a white Pastor.
I did not want it to appear racial in any way, what was I to do? I asked two
ladies in the church if they would take this on, Esmie Mignott and Winnie
Davies, both nurses, both of Jamaican background and with families of their
own. They agreed and now anyone wanting to arrange a dedication would
contact them and they would visit the family and make the necessary
arrangements, they were just great.
At the rear of our building we had another building, half brick half wood. It was
in a very bad condition. When it was inspected by the ‘Fire Service’ they said
that they would not give us the necessary certificate for it to be used by the
public. At this time the government had introduced the manpower services
committee, this provided the wages for people to work on community projects.
So we applied for funding and our application was approved. We demolished
the old building and made plans to rebuild: it would be a community centre. I
said that if we were to go ahead then I must be free to select my own foreman
for the construction and be free to give advice as the work progressed.
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I wanted a brick building with foundations strong enough to take a second floor
at some future date. Also new modern toilets and a separate toilet for disabled
people would be required.
I had been preaching at a fellowship of churches in Northern Ireland, they had
some lovely buildings in their foyers. They had random marble tiles, very
beautiful, so I thought that is what we need in Handsworth, but it would be
expensive. When I was back home I began the search for random marble. I
started going through the telephone directory. I would explain about our project.
One firm said, “Reverend do you have a van, we have a whole pile of random
marble which you could have free of charge, all you have to do is come and
collect it”, wow, another answer to our prayers.
We wanted our centre to be the best that we could make it. I thought that builtin upholster seating around the walls would be fine and would last, but again
they would be costly. At that very time a church member working for the
council, Sheila Henley, said that there was ten thousand pounds available if I
had a need for it. I told her about the built in seating and we had the money we
needed.
We employed, through the council, about ten full time workers building the
centre; the work went on for 18 months, then the grand opening. We had an
opening ceremony, I asked the oldest member in the church to officially open
the community centre (Miss May Wildman), a good job well done.
As the congregation grew there was a need for pastoral help, one of our young
men asked me if he could be considered, He was an excellent young man,
Glenford Gordon, Jamaican background, married to Maxine. After prayer and
discussions with our deacons and church members we felt it right to call Glen to
be an assistant Pastor, he was a great help and encouragement to me.

We were asked by ITV if they could hold a live Sunday morning worship
service, we said yes, it was a wonderful opportunity, the TV staff said usually
they turned off while the broadcast was taking place, but not this time, they
listened and thought that it was great, our subject was ‘The Church which Christ
is Building’, it went out to more than two million people,
ITV asked if they could come again, like before we had our choir, our
tambourine group, our drama group led by Brenda, this time the theme was on
faith, after preaching I made an appeal for any listeners who needed to receive
Jesus as their Saviour to pray and then to write to us for a decision card and
some helpful literature. Over 300 people responded, for which we give God
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thanks. Jeanette replied to everyone who wrote in, it involved a great deal of
work, but names were recorded in heaven,
We had other TV appearances, one was a soap opera another about a friend
who’s chickens lived up in her trees, again all contacts with none church people.
After about two years Glen thought it was right to apply for Bible College
training and left us, I missed his company, friendship and the added ministry
that he brought to our church family.
Within a year another of our young men felt called to the ministry, Peter Cutts,
married to Lynn with two small children. I remember sitting with him in the car,
talking things over. After much prayer and discussion we asked Pete to be our
Assistant Pastor, again a good step and a wonderful help to me in a very busy
church.
Yes it was a very busy but wonderful time, the weekends were taken up with
services, Monday I was serving as a magistrate on the Birmingham bench,
Tuesday morning we held a bible study group, and then the week was taken up
with visitation, I love to be busy.
After ten years I felt that it was time to move on, it was a very sad time; we had
a very loving family fellowship. I could have stayed all of my life, but still I felt
that it was time to leave, the wheels began to turn and I was offered a pastorate
at Bishop Auckland Baptist Church.
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Chapter 9: The land off the Prince Bishops.

The church at Bishop Auckland was much smaller in membership than
Handsworth but like us very evangelistic and a praying church. The church
grew as our members invited family and friends to the services and we had the
joy of seeing a good number receiving Jesus as their own personal Saviour.
We started a “Holiday at
Home” this was for people
who had retired from work. We
saw it as a week’s holiday
without going away from
home. It went like this:
Monday, Wednesday and
Friday we hired a coach and
travelled out to a place of
interest and returned for tea,
Tuesday and Thursday we
stayed in the church hall,
beginning with a three course dinner then the afternoon was full of fun and
entertainment, finishing with tea. This flowed onto the Sunday morning service;
it was an excellent week of community friendship. We made no charge at all for
the week’s holiday; Three quarters of those attending had to be from the
community the others made up with church members.
With the help of John and Pam Gaines we started a children’s holiday club
which rolled over to a weekly meeting through the year, our hall was full of
children. We taught them Bible stories and had plenty of fun and laughter.
Although things were going well I felt again it was time to move on. Our
Superintendent, Rev. John Nicholson, told me that the Yorkshire Baptist
Association were advertising for a Regional Minister for Mission, John felt that
I had the gifts to fill this position. So I applied and after interviews I was offered
the position.
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Chapter 10: Regional Minister for the Yorkshire Baptist Association.
This was a ten year post, helping the Yorkshire churches to reach out into the
community but also I could work with a church needing help for half my time
over three months, I had the title ‘Missioned/Minister’. This was great as I was
involved both in the Pastorate and evangelistic ministry, we had over 120
churches.
During this time I started what we called ‘The Bible Times Exhibition’. It began
in a small way but grew as we gathered new exhibits, it contained bibles,
artefacts, models, coins, and we had a large model of The Tabernacle with a life
size High Priest with his garments and jewels.
We use this as a week’s mission in a church and invited the local schools to
attend. We had over 40.000 children visiting the exhibition with of course many
people from the community.
I began working in the Calder Valley, from Halifax through to Todmington.
This was a nine-month project uniting all the Christian churches in the valley;
we called it “The God Cares Mission”. It involved a variety of community
events. We began in Halifax climbing up the Winehouse tower and praying over
the town and the Calder valley concluding with a two weeks mission with a
large team of students from Oxford University.
This was a wonderful time in Yorkshire, to see churches reaching out to the
community, to hold mission events, to see people coming to faith and finding
Jesus as their Saviour and to train Gods people to use their gifts in helping and
reaching others.
During this time Brenda and I visited Jamaica, spending time with friends from
Cannon Street, Birmingham, and also visiting ‘The Caribbean Centre for the
Deaf’. This was a Christian school educating deaf children and teaching them
sign language. They had a team of children and young people who visited
churches presenting the gospel with music and signs. The teacher with them
was hearing and led the group who followed her signs, very well done. They
were called ’The hands in praise deaf signing choir’. We returned home and
Brenda and I took a year’s course in sign language, then working with Slim and
Shirley Kelley from Bradford and a number of our Jamaican friends we invited
the choir to visit the UK. To pay for this I asked our churches to help, and they
responded, we had enough money to pay for their fare. The visit was a great
success; we even got them to appear on the television. Some of the children
were supported by sponsorships, a number of people in our churches wanted to
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join this ministry and I asked Nerissa White if she would look after this. The
gifts were sent to her and she then sent them through the bank to Jamaica, our
churches wanted them to return and so they did on two more occasions.
Towards the end of my term as Regional Minister I was nominated to be the
Association President, a great honour, so my last year with the Association I
became the Vice President then the year after my retirement the President.
The Association arranged a farewell service for me this was at South Parade
Baptist Church Headingly. Unknown to me the churches sent farewell gifts to
the office, they wanted to buy me a gift and asked Brenda what I liked. She said
Stan likes working with wood, so with the gifts they asked Tim Evans to buy
me a woodturning lathe with all the tools, the farewell service was full of
friends from our churches, The Reverend John Nicholson preached the sermon
for us, it was a great day and to my surprise I received the lathe and over £1000.
in cash, a token of the churches love and appreciation, the next year I would be
busy as Association President.
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Chapter 11: Bible Times Exhibition
I became as busy as ever, The Bible times Exhibition was in great demand, we
decided our maximum would be to hold six in one year leaving us time for
preaching and special mission events
The Exhibition was not just Bibles
but a variety of artefacts from Bible
times and history. We had a large
Torah Scroll from the holocaust
donated by the Jewish Scrolls
Museum. The word holocaust brings
to mind that during the second
would war the Nazi plundered the
Jewish Synagogues, over six million
people were sent to the gas
chambers, but the Torah Scrolls
were stored in a building, over 1500
scrolls. They were going to use them as propaganda at a later date, but this did
not happen, the war ended, the Scrolls were preserved, and we have one – wow.
We have lamps and tear bottles which are over
3000 years old, we have coins from the Bible
times and life size figures of Elizabeth Fry, Lord
Shaftsbury, William Tyndale being burnt at the
stake and the wonderful work they did.
The Exhibition grew in size as new exhibits
have been added and is still in demand by both
churches and schools and I just love it.
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Chapter12: Could this be retirement?
Retirement? it’s a wonderful and busy life. Our two boys had been trying to
encourage us to move to Bishop Auckland were Bob and Jeanette live. We
resisted this until one day we thought that maybe it was right, so we decided to
put the house on the market and if after nine months it was not sold we would
take it off and stay in Leeds. Within just one week we had sold the house and
bought another in Bishop Auckland, again we sensed the hand of God in all this.
2010 found us living in Bishop Auckland, I became busy we still had the
Exhibition, I joined a woodturning group in Durham and found myself busy
preaching in different churches in the north but after a few years things began to
change.
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Chapter 13: Living with cancer.
Why me, I did not smoke or drink, maybe it’s because I am part of the human
race, or maybe to be an encouragement to others, or it could be that behind the
physical there is a spiritual battle going on.
About a year before this, Brenda took ill and was diagnosed with cancer of the
ovaries, it was a very difficult time for us, at James Cook hospital she was given
the choice of having an operation followed by chemotherapy or just
chemotherapy by itself, se decided against an operation and began six weeks to
chemotherapy, it was a very difficult time, after the treatment we were told that
the cancer had gone, and we were so grateful, however within a few months the
cancer returned, Brenda began another course of chemotherapy, after this she
was told that the cancer had been retained. Brenda was disappointed, retained?
She wanted it to be eradicated, she thought, have I done right in not having the
operation, but we believed it was the right decision, our lives are in God’s
hands, Brenda is recovering well.

Then it was my turn, it began with a pain in my back and my strength would go
for a few moments and then return, one morning after breakfast our telephone
rang, I answered and it was a Jamaican friend calling from London, Evetta by
name, as she spoke I began to cry, Brenda said what’s wrong, I replied, I cannot
tell you now. To understand the force of Elveta’s message we need to
understand that in the West Indian culture a Pastor would never be addressed by
his Christian name, so with Evetta it would always be Pastor Woods, also we
had not been in touch for about two years and she had to go to the Baptist Union
to get our new telephone number.
But why the tears? Elveta said to me, “Pastor Woods the other night I had a
dream and in my dream I met with Jesus, and Jesus said to me – my friend
Stanley is losing his strength and needs your prayers”. It was the words MY
FRIEND STANLEY, I could cry as I write this, we were encouraged, The Lord
knew all about what was happening and we were being upheld in prayer.
I made an appointment to see our doctor, I believed him to be a Christian,
“Doctor” I said “ I feel like Job in the Bible, in the midst of a spiritual battle” he
replied “read psalm 23”. Things moved quickly, an appointment was made for
me at James Cook Hospital; I went in for an examination on the Saturday. I was
kept in and they operated on the following Tuesday, it was a big operation, the
whole of my stomach was removed and I remained in hospital for three weeks.
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The hospital staff was so very kind and caring and I am so grateful to Doctors
and nurses alike, the operation was in August 2014.
Those three weeks were difficult, I woke early one morning and laying in the
darkness I felt very alone. In the darkness I prayed, “Lord where are you, I
cannot feel your presence, where are you Lord”. Shortly after this I became
aware of someone sitting by my bedside holding my hand and praying, it was a
Christian lady from Bishop Auckland, also a nurse in the hospital, Gail, she was
like an angel from heaven.
One night they thought that I was having a heart attack, latter it was confirmed
that it was not a heart attack but fluid around my heart. The doctors and nursing
staff were around my bed from midnight until the morning. During that time a
funny thing happened, lying in bed I could see about six or seven doctors and
nurses. The doctor in charge said to me “ I am doctor Bell, have you heard of
me, my Liverpool humour started to bubble up, I replied, “yes doctor I do know
about doctor Bell”. He asked, “What do you know?” I replied:
“Doctor Bell fell down the well
and broke his collar bone,
a Doctor should attend the sick
and leave the well alone.”
The staff burst out laughing, but not Doctor Bell, I don’t think he got the joke
not being English, maybe he did not understand the subtlety of British humour.
Then it was the turn of the Physiotherapists, two young ladies,
they tried to get me walking, a few steps to the ward door and
back, the next time a little further, the third week they got me
to the stairs in the corridor. I was told that unless I could walk
up the stairs on my own, then I could not go home, the next
day with their encouragement I managed to climb the stairs.
They came back to the ward the next day and presented me
with a certificate. After three weeks in the hospital I was back home again, it
had been a difficult time for Brenda and the family, they visit me in hospital
every day for those three weeks.
Then in 2015 my cancer returned, it was a disappointment, I wanted to get back
into ministry, both preaching and The Bible Times Exhibition, but I was back at
the doctors, and back at James Cook Hospital. After many tests it was found
that the cancer was around my chest and throat so I began a course of
chemotherapy tablets for three weeks then maybe after that a drip, again the
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doctors and nurses have been great also Brenda, Bob and the family, I owe them
more than tongue can tell.
You may not believe this, but it really happened, one morning I was going
upstairs, at the bottom of the staircase we have a display table but enough room
to pass it and go up the stairs, I was half way up the staircase and I fell
backwards down the stairs, I felt that I was being lifted up and carried down the
stairs and gently laid down in the hallway. I did not bang my head or feet; I
thought could that have been a guardian angel? I believe it was. I remembered
Psalm 91 verses 11 – 12.
For He shall give His angels charge over you,
To keep you in all your ways.
In their hands they shall bear you up,
Lest you dash your foot against a stone.
Another incident was travelling home with Bob & Jeanette. On the A19 fly-over
with no hard shoulder, Bob was driving, travelling at 60mph in the outside lane
the car stalled. Miraculously there was a space in the nearside lane we could
safely glide into and come to a stop. The car restarted and we were able to travel
home.
December 2015, saw us getting ready for Christmas, we are in God’s hands a
very safe place to be, we are so very grateful for the prayers of so many of our
friends at this time.
Late January the consultant thought I needed to have a course of chemotherapy
infusions alongside the chemotherapy tablets, after my first infusion I reacted
badly. My white blood cell count fell to a dangerous level alongside a severe
infection. Our doctor called the hospital, an ambulance came at 7.45 a.m. and I
was taken into Darlington Hospital onto CCU as they were the only ward with a
side room. About the second day a Doctor came to my bedside and gave me
what sounded like the last rites. He was not English and lacked the
consideration and the English way of sharing what could be bad news, “Mr
Woods” he said, “your heart could stop at any time and if it did we would not be
thinking of putting wires and tubes into your body to keep you alive”. I replied
“Doctor is this a general talk or is it just for me”, he said “for you, for you”.
I was in the hospital for five days then returned home to Bishop Auckland, on
the 9th of February.
My Oncologist booked me in for a CT scan; we then met on the 14th March to
talk about the results. He told me we nearly killed you but the results are good,
the tumours in my stomach and chest had reduced and he suggested that I go
Page 29 of 35

back on the chemotherapy tablets, and so the next treatment commences Easter
2016.
About this time one of my vocal cords (we have two) stopped working, this
affected my voice which went altogether, again I was in hospital, they injected
the vocal cord which gave me back some voice, this again was a very trying
time

I called this chapter “ Living with cancer “ the battle belongs to the Lord; I try
to be positive, and to keep smiling when I take my chemo tablets (6 a day). I tell
them “do your job “ and in it all we are convinced that God is working His
purposes out.
Thanks to you all, the doctors and nurses, Brenda and our family and to all our
friends throughout the world, The Lord bless you each and every one,
You are my hiding place and my shield
I hope in your word.
Psalm 119 v. 114.

As I write this the cancer has affected my voice, I start the second course of
tablets this week
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Interval 14: Every beginning deserves a good ending.

Dad always intended his last chapter to be named ‘Every beginning deserves a
good ending’. Sadly unable to eat or drink dad was admitted to hospital.
Appreciating that there was nothing further that could be done we brought him
home and he died on October 26th 2016. The whole family felt his loss. We
firmly believe that dad is now in heaven and with his Lord Jesus and numerous
friends and saints. However here on earth what a great ending he had with many
celebrating his life. Grateful for over 300 able to attend the funeral service from
near and far, not least the coach load of old friends from a previous church
pastorate: Canon Street Memorial Baptist Church. They also brought their choir
with their exuberant West Indian style.
A tribute was paid by myself and my brother (Bob & Dave), which is
reproduced below:
Stanley Woods. Some people know him as Gunner Woods, others Pastor
Woods, Some Mr.Woods, even JP, or just Stan – but to us he was dad
We would like to tell you about a few things he loved
Firstly The City of Liverpool.
Being the place where he was born, where he grew up, and found his faith in
Jesus. He appreciated the finest football team, of course Liverpool FC. He
always told us he was on the staff at Anfield only to find out that he was a
programme seller, but this meant that he got to watch the match for free. He
learnt his trade as a joiner, which became invaluable around our houses, and of
course with the building extensions and alterations which were needed in his
churches. Of course he met Brenda there and last year they celebrated their
Diamond wedding anniversary. Quite an achievement.
He loved his Family
One of 8 children, and he loved them all. There are two surviving Arthur in
New Zealand and Harry in London. Harry we don't fully understand as he grew
up supporting Everton.
Dad called his immediate family 2-4-6 meaning 2 boys, 4 Grandchildren, and 6
Great grand children.
Whenever we get together we always have lots of fun & laughter. We are not a
competitive family really but winning is a must if you are a Woods. He had a
great love, concern, and real interest in everything that we did. Dad and mum
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helped us all in whatever way they could. A true figurehead both naturally
speaking but also spiritually.
Dad loved live action
Watching any of us playing sport, refereeing, fishing, playing musical
instruments, and preaching. Although he was a busy man he made time for us
all including taking us to football matches (Liverpool of course). We enjoyed
time together: the Edinburgh tattoo, Last night of the proms, and who can forget
our cruise - where's dad gone!! Dad disappears one night. On searching the ship
we found him in the live lounge piano bar, he had been there each night
listening and giving requests to the pianist - in fact he got to know dad so well
he would welcome him with the greeting – “Hi Staaaaaan.”
This brought a big beaming smile to his face.
His Love for the Lord Jesus.
This shaped his life. From a teenager in a church hall pouring out his tea over
the table apparently disinterested - to accepting Jesus as Lord and Saviour. He
just wanted to share his faith – “Are you in, Are you fully in, Are you bringing
others in?” was a well-used phrase. He certainly fulfilled that over the years many of you are testament to that.
Preaching, Counselling, Pastor of four churches, Missionary in South America,
helping churches through difficult times, a Prison Chaplain, involvement with
major outreach events such as the Billy Graham broadcast nearby at Willington,
the list is really endless. He also found interests that brought him into contact
with people such as the Bible Times Exhibition, joining a Woodturning group,
his Magic tricks, and working as a Justice of the Peace.

An interesting life.
As children dad gave us an interesting life, here are a few examples:
In Highley, in the midlands
- Seeing our mum on the roof of the church to paint it.
- Dad being so respected in the village we could walk past the chip shop and
they would call us in and give us free chips.
- It was the village where we saw our first TV
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He took us to South America in 1966 as part of his missionary work it certainly
left a deep impression
- Walking freely around a cargo ship across the Atlantic. Remember we were
only 10 and 6
- Our cat died after it got bitten by a spider, mind you the spider was the size of
a fist.
- Sucking raw sugar cane, eating wild mangos and coconuts
- Seeing various wildlife: sea snakes, monkeys, crocodiles, ants climbing up the
stilts of our house, and lizards but to name a few.
- And of course missing the only time England won the world cup

In Partington, Manchester, dad taught us invaluable driving skills.
The church, we really mean Dad, bought a coach.
So we learnt:
If it doesn’t start then you must push it.
If the light doesn’t work you thump it
If you have a flat tyre: Everyone off the bus to lift it up while we change it
If the radiator is out of water: use whatever you have – orange juice

Author
I’m not sure he loved this section but it's worth noting he has put pen to paper
To help understand scriptures he produced various booklets on how we should
act: Dealing with conflict, Giving, and Leadership, to name just three.
I was at work and on a break and picked up a magazine and read an article on
Spontaneous Combustion - Only to read comments by - You guessed it Pastor
Stan Woods.
Dad wasn't really into technology. We bought him a mobile phone. He used to
say nobody called him on it. Well dad if you had turned the thing on it would
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have helped. He regularly went to Keswick Convention. We knew we could
catch up with him at 10pm - Because that was when he turned his phone on.
Mum bought him a laptop. He came to our church computer café. I think it was
to chat to people really - but he has written this life story ... Here’s an extract
that is taken from the chapter dealing with his illness 'Living with Cancer'
One night they thought that I was having a heart attack, latter it was confirmed
that it was not a heart attack but fluid around my heart, the doctors and nursing
staff were around my bed from midnight until the morning, during that time a
funny thing happened, laying in bed I could see about six or seven doctors and
nurses, the doctor in charge said to me “ I am doctor Bell, have you heard of me
“ my Liverpool humour started to bubble up, I replied yes doctor I do know
about doctor Bell, he asked “what do you know ?, I replied:

“Doctor Bell fell down the well
and broke his collar bone,
a Doctor should attend the sick
and leave the well alone.”

The staff burst out laughing, but not Doctor Bell, I don’t think he got the joke
not being English, maybe he did not understand the subtlety of British humour.
Dad loved Reading
Of course he loved his Bible. A source of inspiration and basis for his life. He
also enjoyed Biggles books. He's got quite a collection at home. Now for those
that don't know: James Bigglesworth, nicknamed "Biggles", is a fictional pilot
and adventurer, written by W. E. Johns for youthful readers. However it is
based on a real RAF pilot Major James Bigglesworth.
Now you may have seen him reading but not realised which book he was
reading as he sometimes disguised the cover with wrapping paper, especially
whilst in hospital.
I'm not sure dad would appreciate a newspaper report on the 9th Feb this year.
A real life pilot nicknamed Biggles was jailed for 19 years for smuggling £33.5
million worth of cocaine into Britain.
We mentioned dad saying his family was 2-4-6. We think that should really be
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updated to: 1-2-4-6-1000s
1-Brenda his wife
2- Bob & Dave his sons (and Jeanette & Sylvia his daughters in law)
4- Colin, Kim, Andrew and Yvonne his grandchildren. Not forgetting his
extended family of Louise, Robert and Olivia
6- Jenna Lee, Jamie, Bailey, Taylor, Sam and James his great
Grandchildren
1000s - The numerous lives of those who have been impacted by dad’s
life. If those

To sum up he was a great a man in all aspects of life, work, and family.
Husband, Dad, Minister.
No one could want a better dad or role model. But he wouldn’t want you to be
sad. All his life he has preached he would meet his Lord.

God Bless
Love you dad.

Stanley Woods: 1936 – 2016
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